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No,  23. 


FATHERS  OF  THE  TENTH  PROVINCIAL 
COUNCIL  OF  BALTIMORE. 


Dearly  Beloved  Brethren  of  the  Clergy  : 

Faithful  Children  of  the  Laity : 
At  the  close  of  Our  Council,  We  are  im- 
pelled by  a  sense  of  duty,  and  moved  by 
feelings  of  paternal  affection,  to  address 
you  on  some  of  the  most  important  subjects 
that  have  engaged  Our  attention  during 
Our  recent  deliberations. 

I.  EDUCATION. 

Impressed  with  the  weight  of  Our  obli- 
gation to  "  feed  the  flock  of  God  which  is 
among  Us  ;* — and  knowing  how  precious 
are  the  lambs  of  the  flock  to  the  "Prince 
of  Pastors,"  who  has  said : — :"  Suffer  the 
little  children,  and  forbid  them  not  to 
come  to  Me,  for  the  Kingdom  of  heaven  is 
for  such,f — We  exhort  you  to  redouble 
your  efforts,  in  feeding  the  tender  souls  of 
these  little  ones  with  the  wholesome  nour- 
ishment of  amoral  and  religious  education. 

Bitter  experience  convinces  Us  daily 
more  and  more,  that  a  purely  secular  edu- 
cation, to  the  exclusion  of  a  religious 
training,  is  not  only  an  imperfect  system, 
but  is  attended  with  the  most  disastrous 
consequences  to  the  individual  and  to 
society.  Among  Catholics  there  cannot 
be  two  opinions  about  this  subject.  And 
we  are  happy  to  see,  that  this  practical 
truth  is  beginning  to  find  acceptance  also 
in  the  ninds  of  reflecting  men  among  Our 
separated  Brethren. 


*  1  Peter,  v,  2. 


f  Matt,  xix,  14. 


Guizot,  an  eminent  non-Catholic  writer 
of  France,  expresses  himself  so  clearly 
and  forcibly  on  this  point,  that  We  cannot 
forbear  quoting  his  words  :  "In  order  to 
make  popular  education  truly  good,  and 
socially  useful,  it  must  be  fundamentally 
religious.  *  *  *  It  is  necessary  that 
natural  education  should  be  given  and 
received  in  the  midst  of  a  religious  atmos- 
phere, and  that  religious  impressions  and 
religious  observances  should  penetrate  into 
all  its  parts.  Religion  is  not  a  study,  or 
an  exercise  to  be  restricted  to  a  certain 
place  or  a  certain  hour;  it  is  a  faith  and  a 
law  which  ought  to  be  felt  everywhere, 
and  which  after  this  manner-alone  can  ex- 
ercise all  its  beneficial  influence  upon  our 
minds  and  our  lives." 

The  Catechetical  Instructions  given  once 
a  week  in  Our  Sunday  Schools,  though  pro- 
ductive of  the  most  beneficial  results,  are 
insufficient  to  satisfy  the  religious  wants 
of  Our  children.  They  should,  every  day, 
breathe  a  healthy  religious  atmosphere  in 
those  schools,  where  not  only  their  minds 
are  enlightened,  but  where  the  seeds  of 
faith,  piety  and  sound  morality,  are  nour- 
ished and  invigorated. 

Children  have  not  only  heads  to  be  en- 
lightened, but  what  is  more  important, 
hearts  to  be  formt-d  to  virtue.  By  what 
principle  of  propriety  or  justice,  can  you 
store  their  minds  with  knowledge  for  sev- 
eral hours  each  day,  while  their  hearts, 
which  require  far  more  cultivation,  must 
be  content  with  the  paltry  allowance  of  a 
few  lessons  weekly? 

It  is  not  enough  for  the  Christian  child 
to  have  an  abstract  knowledge  of  the  ex- 
istence of  God;  he  should  also  learn,  every 
day,  the  way  which  leads  to  God.  It  is 
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not  sufficient  for  him  to  know  the  distance 
from  the  sun  to  the  earth,  and  to  be  ac- 
quainted with  the  movements  of  the  plan- 
ets, he  should  also  be  familiarly  taught, 
that  by  leading  a  virtuous  life,  he  "  shall 
shine  as  the  brightness  of  the  firmament 
for  all  eternity."* 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  undervalue  the  im- 
portance of  human  learning,  of  which  the 
Catholic  Church  has  always  been  the  foster- 
ing mother  and  munificent  patroness.  But 
alas  !  what  will  our  learning  profit  us,  if 
we  neglect  the  essential  science  of  self- 
knowledge,  and  the  fear  of  God  I  "Knowl- 
edge puffeth  up,  but  charity  edifieth."f 
"  If  I  should  have  prophecy,"  says  the 
apostle,  "  and  know  all  mysteries  and  all 
knowledge,  and  have  not  charity,  I  am 
nothing."  J  ' 

While  we  are  gratified  at  witnessing  so 
many  intelligent  persons  throughout  the 
country,  embracing  the  true  faith,  We  are 
obliged  to  confess  with  sorrow,  that  a  great 
number  are  lost  to  the  Church.  There  is 
no  exaggeration  in  saying  even  now,  what 
Bishop  England  felt  it  his  sacred  duty  to 
state  many  years  ago,  that  hundreds,  nay, 
thousands  of  souls,  annually  stray  away 
from  the  fold  in  this  country,  on  account 
of  the  neglect  of  their  early  religious  edu- 
cation. If  we  look  for  the  descendants  of 
those  numerous  Catholic  families,  which 
have  emigrated  to  this  country  during  the 
past  and  present  century,  we  will  find  that 
many  of  them  have  wandered  away  from 
the  faith  of  their  fathers,  and  that  not  a 
few  of  them  are  now  ranked  among  the 
most  active  and  unrelenting  enemies  of 
the  Church  of  God. 

The  only  way  to  arrest  the  evil  which 
we  deplore,  is  to  make  ample  provision  for 
the  moral  and  religious  training  of  our 
youth. 

Parents,  and  especially  mothers,  are,  in 
the  order  of  Providence,  the  first  natural 
guardians  and  teachers  of  their  children. 
The  mind  of  a  child,  like  softened  wax, 
easily  receives  first  impressions,  which  are 
always  the  most  lasting,  and  which  are 


*  Daniel  xii,  3.    f  1  Cor.  viii,  1.    \  1  Cor.  xiii,  2. 


seldom  totally  effaced.  "A  young  man 
according  to  his  way,  even  when  he  is  old, 
he  will  not  depart  from  it.1'  *  A  child  is 
susceptible  of  instruction  at  an  earlier  age 
than  is  commonly  imagined.  The  mother 
should,  therefore,  watch  with  a  jealous  eye 
the  first  unfolding  of  the  infant  mind,  and 
instil  into  it  the  seeds  of  wisdom  and  mor- 
ality, which  will  bear  fruit  in  due  season. 

We  exhort  you  then,  Beloved  Children 
of  the  Laity,  in  the  name  of  the  sacred  re- 
ligion you  profess ;  We  exhort  you  in  the 
name  of  that  God  who  declares  that  the 
parent  who  neglects  his  household  "  hath 
denied  the  faith,  and  is  worse  than  an  infi- 
del:"! We  ask  you  for  the  sake  of  those 
precious  souls  committed  to  your  care,  and 
for  which  you  will  have  to  render  a  strict 
account;  We  ask  you  in  the  name  of  your 
country,  which  expects  you  to  rear  up  not 
scourges  of  society  but  law-abiding  mem- 
bers, to  "  labor  in  season  and  out  of  season" 
in  implanting  in  the  hearts  of  your  off- 
spring, the  principles  of  piety  and  relig- 
ious knowledge. 

And  it  is  Our  earnest  wish,  Venerable 
Brethren  of  the  Clergy,  that  Parochial 
Schools  be  established  as  soon  as  practica- 
ble in  thecities,  towns,  and  even  inthe  rural 
districts  of  this  Province,  where  they  may 
not  yet  have  been  organized.  It  would  be 
desirable,  as  far  as  possible,  to  have  these 
schools  in  charge  of  members  of  religious 
Communities  who  make  the  teaching  of 
youth  their  special  vocation  ;  but  wherever 
their  valuable  services  cannot  be  obtained, 
competent  lay-teachers  should  be  judic- 
iously selected.  And  We  exhort  you  to 
exercise  over  these  .schools  your  personal 
supervision,  so  that  they  may  grow  in  use- 
fulness under  your  fostering  care. 

Let  us,  Dear  Brethren,  labor  with  united 
eifort  in  the  cause  of  religious  education, 
so  that  when  we  will  be  called  to  give  an 
account  of  our  stewardship,  we  may  have 
the  consolation  of  saying  with  our  divine 
Lord :  "  Those  whom  Thou  gavest  me,  I 
havekept,and  none  of  them  hath  perished.  "J 


*  Prov.  xxii,  6.  t  1  Timothy,  v,  8. 

\  John,  xvii,  12. 
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No.  II  has  reference  to  the  "  Catholic 
Publication  Society,"  recommending  it  to 
the  patronage  of  the  clergy  and  laity ;  and 
No.  Ill  reprobates  in  no  measured  terms 
the  monstrous  crime  of  infanticide,  which 
under  ordinary  circumstances,  it  says, 
"should  not  even  be  mentioned"  among 
Christians. 

IV.  DANGEROUS  AMUSEMENTS. 

Prominent  among  the  evils  we  have  to 
deplore,  and  which  are  an  evidence  of  the 
growing  licentiousness  of  the  times,  may 
be  reckoned  a  morbid  taste  for  indecent 
publications  and  the  frequentation  of  im- 
moral or  positively  obscene  theatrical  per- 
formances. 

No  entertainments  seem  sufficient  to  sat- 
isfy the  fast  degenerating  spirit  of  the  age, 
unless  they  be  highly  sensational  and  calcu- 
lated to  gratify  the  most  prurient  appetites. 

We  can  hardly  say  who  deserves  stronger 
condemnation,  the  actors  who  pander  to 
to  the  most  vitiated  tastes,  or  the  audience 
who  encourage  by  their  presence,  and  ap- 
plaud, these  grossly  indelicate  exhibitions. 
Both  actors  and  spectators  appear  to  vie 
'  with  each  other  in  their  rapid  march  down 
the  slippery  path  of  sin. 

The  Church,  far  from  discountenancing, 
has  always  encouraged  innocent  and  mod- 
erate amusements,  as  useful  or  necessary 
relaxations.  But  while  approving  of  harm- 
less diversions,  she  never  ceases  to  exer- 
cise her  sacred  influence  in  censuring  all 
amusements  which  can  be  purchased  only 
at  the  expense  of  virtue. 

We  deem  it  particularly  Oar  solemn 
duty  to  renew  our  warning  against  the 
modern  fashionable  dances,  commonly 
called  German  or  Hound  dances,  which 
are  becoming  more  and  more  the  occasions 
of  sin. 

These  practices  are  so  much  the  more 
dangerous,  as  several  persons  seem  to  look 
upon  them  as  harmless,  and  induge  in  them 
without  any  apparent  remorse  of  con- 
science. 

But  divine  revelation,  the  wisdom  of  an- 
tiquity, the  light  of  reason  and  of  experi- 
ence— all  concur  in  proclaiming  that  these 


kinds  of  entertainments,  even  when  re- 
stricted within  tolerable  bounds  of  propri- 
ety, arc  attended  with  more  or  less  danger 
to  the  Christian  soul. 

If  such  has  been  the  verdict  of  God  and 
of  His  Church  regarding  less  objectionable 
forms  of  dancing,  we  cannot  strongly 
reprobate  the  system  of  Hound  dancing 
recently  introduced  into  society,  which 
shocks  every  feeling  of  delicacy,  and  is 
fraught  with  imminent  danger  to  morals. 

It  can  hardly  be  expected  that  any  vir- 
tuous persons,  unless  they  be  more  than 
human,  can,  without  detriment  to  their 
souls,  be  present  and  take  part  in  such 
amusements,  where  the  eye  is  dazzled  by 
an  array  of  fascinating  objects,  where  the 
senses  are  captivated  by  enchanting  music, 
and  the  heart  is  swayed  to  and  fro  amid 
the  surrounding  gaiety  and  excitement. 

If  the  participation  in  such  scenes  should 
not,  at  first,  deeply  wound  the  conscience, 
it  "  grieves  the  spirit  of  God,"  and  tar- 
nishes the  snow-white  lily  of  chastity,  the 
most  precious  ornament  of  the  female  sex, 
which  she  "  carries  in  earthen  vessels."* 

We  cannot  escape  grievous  transgres- 
sions unless  by  vigilance  in  avoiding  the 
occasions  of  sin,  for  "  he  that  loveth  danger 
shall  perish  in  it,"  and  "he  thatcontemneth 
small  things  shall  fall  by  little  and  little. f 

Refrain  yourselves  then,  dearly  beloved, 
from  all  appearance  of  evil,  J  that  you  may 
be  blameless  and  sincere  children  of  God, 
Avithout  reproof,  in  the  midst  of  a  depraved 
and  perverse  generation,  among  whom  you 
may  shine  as  lights  in  the  world."  § 

No.  V  calls  attention  to  the  religious 
wants  of  the  colored  race.  It  recommends 
the  building  of  schools  and  churches  where 
practicable ;  and,  where  this  cannot  be 
done,  that  every  facility  should  be  afforded 
for  its  religious  and  moral  training,  as 
far  as  circumstances  will  permit. 

VI.  PROTECTORIES  AND  ORPHAN  ASYLUMS. 

We  desire  also  to  invite  your  attention 
to  the  importance  of  establishing  Protec- 


*  2  Cor.  iv,  7.    f  Ecclus.  xix,  1.    J  1  TLess.  v,  22. 
§  Phil,  ii,  15. 
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tories  and  Orphan  Asylums,  for  the  refor- 
mation and  training  of  youth. 

It  is  a  well-known  and  humiliating  fact, 
that  a  large  proportion  of  the  unprotected 
and  vagrant  children  in  the  country,  par- 
ticularly in  our  more  populous  cities,  are 
the  offspring  of  Catholic  parents.  Some 
of  these  little  ones  are  thrown  upon  the 
world,  by  the  death  or  extreme  indigence 
of  their  parents.  A  far  greater  number, 
however,  are  estranged  from  their  homes 
at  an  early  age,  and  become  outcasts  from 
society,  in  consequence  of  the  neglect  of 
their  parents,  who  seem  lost  to  all  sense 
of  parental  obligation,  and  appear  to  think, 
judging  from  their  unnatural  conduct,  that 
their  duties  and  responsibilities  cease,  be- 
fore their  children  have  passed  from  ten- 
der age.  if 

These  neglected  youth,  thus  released 
from  parental  control,  soon  associate  with 
vicious  companions.  They  are  often  ar- 
rested for  petty  offences,  and  are  commit- 
ted to  Institutions  where,  indeed,  their 
temporal  wants  are  provided  for ;  where 
certain  general  principles  of  morality  may 
be  inculcated,  but  where  the  positive  teach- 
ing of  Catholic  doctrine  is  utterly  ig- 
nored, or  even  prohibited. 

These  boys  are  not  unfrequently  sent 
off  to  remote  sections  of  the  country,  and 
consigned  to  farmers,  among  whom,  to- 
gether with  the  change  of  name,  they  soon 
learn  to  forget  their  parents,  and  to  despise 
the  religion  of  their  forefathers. 

While  the  conduct  of  those  parents,  who 
are  so  insensible  to  the  tender  and  endear- 
ing ties  of  family,  cannot  be  too  strongly 
reprobated,  we  must  not  forget  that  those 
little  waifs  of  society,  whether  the  victims 
of  poverty,  of  crime,  or  parental  neglect, 
have  a  claim  on  our  sympathy,  rendered 
even  the  more  imperative  by  their  forlorn 
and  dangerous  situation.  Though  the  father 
should  neglect  his  offspring,  "  though  a 
mother  forget  her  infant,  so  as  not  to  have 
pity  on  the  son  of  her  womb,"*  yet  should 
we  never  forsake  these  wayward  lambs  of 
the  flock  of  Jesus  Christ. 


*  Isaiah,  xlix,  15. 


If  these  neglected  children  are  not  res- 
cued by  us,  they  are  in  danger  of  being 
ruined  by  vice,  or  robbed  of  the  precious 
treasure  of  faith.  We  hope  that  at  no 
distant  day,  all  our  large  towns  and  cities 
will  be  blessed  with  Protectories  similar 
to  those  model  ones  recently  established 
in  Baltimore  and  New  York.  The  erec- 
tion and  management  of  such  institutions 
are  attended,  it  is  true,  with  vast  expense, 
but  Catholic  charity  is  inexhaustible,  and 
there  is  no  good  work  which  may  not  be 
accomplished  by  a  zealous  clergy,  seconded 
by  the  co-operation  of  a  generous  people. 


A  Prayer  to  tbe  Mother  of  God. 


FROM  PETRARCH. 
I. 

Beautiful  Virgin,  robed  in  sunlike  splendor, 

Encrowned  with  stars  and  dear  to  God  the  Father, 
Who  in  thy  brightness  hid  His  own  bright  power: 

Urged  on  by  love,  my  varied  senses  gather 
Their  humble  homage  at  thy  shrine  to  render. 
Aid  me,  O  thou,  who  in  earth's  saddest  hour 
Gavest  to  thy  God  thy  being's  spotless  dower : 
On  thee  I  call,  who  ever 
Hearest  the  firm  believer ! 
Oh !  beauteous  Virgin,  if  where  miseries  lower, 
Thine  eye  with  gentle  pity  is  directed, 
Bend  to  my  prayerful  sigh ; 
Poor  clay  am  I, 
But  thou  heaven's  Queen  elected ! 

n. 

Wisest  of  virgins,  for  the  Spouse  awaiting, 
Thy  lamp  was  trimmed  to  brighter  flame  and 

purer, 

And  thou  the  first  went'st  forth  to  claim  His  bless- 
ing. 

What  shield  'gainst  deatli  and  evil  fortune  surer 
Than  what  thou  givest,  not  only  liberating 
But  lifting  to  triumphant  joys  caressing? 
Oh!  thou,. who  in  temptation's  fiery  pressing, 
Soothest  our  mortal  weakness, 
Oh!  turn  those  sweet  eyes'  meekness 
That  failed  not  when  they  viewed  the  sight  dis- 
tressing 

Of  thy  clear  Son  on  Calvary's  gibbet  bleeding: 
Turn  on  my  harrassed  breast, 
Where  dark  unrest 
Still  preys,  thy  counsel  needing ! 
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No  stain,  pure  Virgin,  dims  thy  light  supernal ; 

Of  thy  dear  Son  the  daughter  sweet.and  Mother, 
Thy  rays  illume  this  life,  while  still  adorning 

The  glorious  bliss  that  consecrates  the  other. 
Oh !  Gate  of  heaven,  thro'  whom  the  Sire  Eternal, 
Sent  down  His  Son  with  love  celestial  burning, 
Salvation's  day  to  earth  again  returning, 
From  Adam's  seed  dejected, 
Thou  wert  alone  elected, 

To  change  to  gladsome  notes  thy  mother's  mourning, 
In  thy  immortal  realm,  where  none  are  fairer, 
Exert  thy  loving  power, 
And  of  thy  dower 
Make  me  a  worthy  sharer. 

rv. 

Holiest  Virgin,  with  every  grace  o'erflowing, 
By  loftiest  and  by  lowliest  virtue  winging 
To  thy  bright  home,  where  all  my  prayers  thou 

hearest ; 

The  Sun  of  Justice,  from  the  Father  springing, 
In  rays  of  mercy  admirably  glowing 
From  thee  shone  forth  upon  our  desert  drearest ! 
In  thee  alone  of  all  dear  names  the  dearest, 
Daughter  and  Spouse  and  Mother, 
Oh !  glorious  Virgin,  gather. 
Oh!  Spouse  of  Him,  whose  mercy  thou  ever  bearest, 
Who  broke  our  chains  and  made  our  earth  forever 
Rich  in  the  treasures  gory, 
Of  His  cross's  glory, 
Oh!  bless  my  heart's  endeavor! 

v. 

Virgin  alone  unparallelled  in  story, 

Whose    grace    enamored   heaven    views   with 

pleasure, 
Whom  none  can  equal,  none  approach  in  merit: 

Holy  and  chaste  and  pious  is  the  treasure 
From  which  thy  thoughts  and  actions  draw  .their 

glory ; 

And  these  have  built  within  thy  maiden  spirit 
A  temple  where  thy  God  delights  to  hear  us. 
To  lift  from  sin  and  with  new  grace  endear  us ; 
With  suppliant  heart  before  thy  altar  bending, 
I  pray  thy  guidance  sweet, 
To  guard  my  feet, 
On  heaven's  bright  pathway  wending. 

VL 

Brightest  of  virgins,  with  a  steady  lustre 

Thy  star  shines  over  life's  tempestuous  ocean, 
The  trusted  guide  each  faithful  pilot  watcheth. 

See,  how  the  waves  in  terrible  commotion 
Around  my  helmless  bark  so  threatening  cluster  I 
Helpless,  my  ear  the  latest  warning  catcheth, 
But  my  sad  soul  above  the  billow  stretcheth 


Her  feeble  prayers  confiding, 
For  thou  my  bark  art  guiding, 
And  'neath  thy  rays  thy  foe  no  triumph  snatcheth 
Thou  knowes,  tour  sins  brought  down  our  God 
from  heaven, 

To  bless  thy  virginal  womb, 
And  change  the  doom 
That  guilt  to  all  had  given ! 

vn. 

Oh  I  Virgin — oh !  what  tears  my  cheeks  have  fur- 
rowed 1 

What  dark  deceits  I  what  useless  prayers  renew- 
ing 
Upon  my  eoul  their  grievous  pains  and  losses, 

Since  first  my  eyes  beheld  this  world's  vain  doing ! 
Now  seeking  this,  o'er  which  my  soul  had  sorrowed, 
Now  there,  where  earthly  love  its  offering  glosses, 
Where  mortal  beauty  all  the  soul  engrosses, 
My  being  faint  and  wearied, 
In  darkest  clouds  lay  buried. 
Haste,  Sacred  Virgin,  death  my  pathway  crosses ; 
With  sin  and  misery  is  my  soul  on  fire ; 
Ere  yet  this  glaring  sun, 
Counts  this  year  done, 
Death  may  my  soul  require. 

vm. 

Such  was  my  earthly  idol! — so  in  sorrow 
She  steeped  my  heart,  when  sense  and  life  were 

breaking 

Amid  the  countless  evils,  which  I  suffer 
To  her  unknown ;  Ah!  had  her  knowledge  wak- 
ing 

The  baleful  sense  of  evil  made  her  borrow 
The  remedies,  which  she  alone  could  offer, 
What  for  my  death  could  scoffing  fame  e'er  proffer? 
Thou  knowest,  O  Queen  of  heaven, 
With  what  my  soul  hath  striven, 
And  thou  canst  give,  what  even  hopejie'er  strove 

for! 

Thou  seest  my  soul ; — if  thy  love  shines  upon  her 
My  sorrow  shall  be  ended, 
My  bliss  be  blended 
With  thy  eternal  honor ! 


IX. 


In  thee,  Oh!  Virgin, 

Thou  canst,  thou 
Oh !  leave  me  not 

Look  not  on  me 
His  living  image, 
Let  this  engage  thj 
My  soul,  that  quiveJ 
Of  that  Medusa 
Drew  the  transforming  fire 
Of  sorrows  vain ; — Oh !  thou  whose  touch  entrances 


is  founded ; 
misery  aid  me ; 

advances! 
ho  made  me 

unded. 

ances 
'ony  glances 
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The  wearied  heart,  its  sorrows  purifying 

From  earthly  stain, — oh!  bless, 

As  life  shall  cease, 
The  tears  I  shed  in  dying  I 

x. 

Virgin  benign,  thy  humble  spirit  hated 

The  pomp  of  pride — Oh !  gently  on   my  spirit 
Contrite  and  humble,  bend  those  eyes  of  heaven, 

For  thou  too  didst  from  kindred  earth  inherit 
A  birth  like  mine.    By  wondrous  faith  elated, 
To  mortal  beauty  I  my  heart  had  given, 
Thine  should  it  be,  for  thou  that  bond  hast  riven ! 
Oh!  from  that  state  reviving, 
Let  thy  sweet  hands  contriving, 
Lift  me  to  purify  from  earthly  leaven 
My  genius,  heart  and  soul  and  thoughts  of  fire 
And  painful  sighs  and  tears, 
That  free  from  fears, 
I  may  to  heaven  aspire  ! 

* 

XI. 

The  day  comes  on  apace — and  time  is  winging 
His  unrelenting  flight. 
Oh !  heaven's  enthroned  delight ! 
Conscience  and  death  are  both  my  bosom  wringing ; 
Oh !  to  thy  Son,  true  God  and  Man,  commend  me, 
That  when  the  hour  shall  come 
That  calls  me  home, 
His  Heart  may  still  defend  me ! 


THE  ROMAN  CATACOMBS, 

And  their  Connection  with  Catholic  Dogma, 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  REV.  M.  WOLTER,  BT  KEV. 
J.  A.  BERGRATH. 

"  Sed  tu  qui  legis,  ora  pro  me  et  (h)abeas  Domi- 
num  protectorem." — Catacombs  of  Pontianus. 

THE  CHURCH  SUFFERING. 

XIII. 

While  the  Church  teaches  us  that  the 
souls  of  the  just,  although  having  entered 
the  blissful  abodes  of  heaven,  are  still  full 
of  active  charity  for  their  yet  struggling 
brethren,  it  is  also  Catholic  doctrine  that 
the  souls  of  those  who  died  in  a  state 
of  grace,  but  not  entirely  free  of  sin,  are 
detained  in  a  middle  state  of  most  painful 
waiting,  of  cleansing  and  atonement,  for 
temporal  punishment  due  their  transgres- 
sions. These  are  the  suffering  members 


of  God's  great  chosen  family,  the  "poor  " 
and  "  needy "  children  of  the  Church. 
Hence  does  it  not  seem  proper  and  just 
that  the  triumphant  and  yet  militant  mem- 
bers of  that  same  Church  should  come  to  the 
assistance  of  these  their  brethren  by  means 
of  intercessory  prayer  ?  Truly,  unless  they 
did  so,  their  charity  would  no  longer  be  a 
catholic  or  universal  one,  such  as  we  find 
it  speaking  to  us  in  strong  and  encourag- 
ing tones  from  the  catacombs.  The  pres- 
ence of  this  charity  manifests  itself  most 
strikingly  in  those  peculiar  exclamations 
of  joy  and  good  will  which  seem  to  rise 
up  like  so  many  glowing  sparks  of  love 
from  the  hearts  of  the  survivors.  Of  this 
class,  for  instance,  are  the  following: 
"  Sabina,"  "  Victoria,"  "  Emerita,"  "Faus- 
tina," etc. — " mayest  thou  live  in  God!" 
"  Erenea,  mayest  thou  live  in  God  and 
Christ !"  "  Regina,  mayest  thou  live  in  the 
Lord  Jesus  !"  "  Hyle,  live  thou  in  peace 
in  Christ,  the  God."  "Ursula,  mayest 
thou  be  received  in  Christ."  ACCEPTA 
SIS.  "  Dioscurus  " — "  Pontia,  live  thou 
forever!"  "  Ulpia,  mayest  thou  partake 
of  life  with  thy  brethren !"  VIVA  SIS. 
Into  this  category  belongs  also  the  quite 
often  occurring  and  most  significant  in- 
scription :  "  Mayest  thou  live  with,  or 
among,  the  saints/"  CVM  SANCTIS, 
INTER  SANCTOS;  and  also  such  tender 
and  confidential  exclamations  as  the  fol- 
lowing: "Be  of  good  cheer!"  "Take 
courage  !"  "  Have  confidence  !" — CON- 
FIDE, THARREI,  EVPSVCHEI,— there- 
by evidently  meaning  to  convey  the  idea: 
"  Have  courage,  for  you  shall  soon  be  re- 
lieved of  your  pains  !" 

Still,  the  early  Church  does  not  rest 
contented  with  thus  merely  making  an 
indirect  allusion  to  its  practice  of  in- 
terceding for  the  dead,  for  on  quite  a 
number  of  tombstones  we  find  the  ac- 
tual  prayer  itself  engraven.  Thus:  "To 
Syrica,  their  well-deserving  daughter,  by 
Demetrius  and  Leontia:  be  thou  mindful, 
0  Lord  Jesus,  of  our  child."  '"  O  God, 
thou  who  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  the 
Father,  deign  to  receive  the  soul  of  Nectari- 
us  into  the  abode  of  thy  Saints  !"  "  Here, 
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O  dearest  of  sons,  thy  life-journey  has  come 
to  an  end ;  but  I  pray  Thee,  Omnipotent 
Father,  to  look  down  on  the  sufferings  of 
our  darling  and  to  accord  him  Thy  mercy 
....  through  Jesus  Christ."  ORO 
MISERERE  LABORVM.  "  To  Lucifera 
....  whosoever  of  the  brethren  shall  read 
this,  let  him  beg  of  God  that  her  saintly 
and  spotless  soul  may  be  received  into 
heaven."  ROGET  DEV.  To  these  might 
yet  be  added  countless  inscriptions  that 
were  simply  scratched  into  the  lime  or 
soft  mortar  Used  in  closing  the  graves,  all 
of  which  are  more  or  less  on  the  style  of 
the  following :  "  Lord,  help  Thy  (depart- 
ed) servant  Benjamin !"  How  constant 
the  Church  has  remained  even  in  the  very 
terms  used  to  express  her  loving  care  of 
the  departed  may  be  seen  from  the  prayer 
which  the  priest  to  this  day  pronounces  in 
the  canon  of  the  Mass.  This  prayer  can 
be  traced  word  for  word  in  the  inscriptions 
found  throughout  the  catacombs.  Thus, 
for  instance,  we  read :  "  Here  sleepeth  in 
peace  Aurelius  Aelianus,  the  Paphlagoni- 
an,  a  faithful  servant  of  God:  O  God,  be 
mindficlof  himin  eternity !"  Many  others 
of  the  same  kind  might  be  adduced  were 
we  not  afraid  of  presuming  on  the  indul- 
gence of  our  readers.  As  for  the  closing 
words  of  that  memento  made  by  the  priest 
in  the  Mass,  it  is  well  known  that  the  ex- 
cavations now  going  on  in  the  catacombs 
are  bringing  to  light  almost  every  day 
some  new  proof  of  their  antiquity  and  use 
in  the  early  Church.  We  are  already  in 
possession  of  quite  a  number  of  inscrip- 
tions that  ask  for  the  departed  relief,  re- 
freshment or  comfort,  from  the  burning 
heats  which  they  are  supposed  to  suffer. 
Only  a  few  of  these  shall  here  follow. 
"  May  God  refresh  the  soul  of  Homullus." 
REFRIGERA.  "  Rufina  "— "  Calemera, 
may  God  refresh  your  spirit !"  "  Bolosa" 
— "  Antonia,  may  God  refresh  you  in 
Christ," — "  in  peace  !"  "  Expectatus,"  Al- 
exander and  Pampeja,  may  you  obtain  re- 
lief." "  To  the  well-deserving  Bon(ifacia) 
may  Christ,  the  omnipotent  God,  refresh 
thy  spirit  [(in  the  holy  cross,)  which  idea 
is  expressed  in  the  monogram].  "Victo- 


ria, may  thy  spiritbe  refreshed  in  the  Fount- 
ain of  all  good."  "  Sylvana,  mayest  thou 
be  refreshed  with  the  holy  spirits."  "  O 
Victorinus,  may  thy  soul  [dwell]  in  re- 
freshment." IN  REFRIGERIO.  "The 
Parents  to  their  most  beloved  daughter, 
Avia  Paulina,  whose  soul  the  Lord  may 
take  into  His  refreshment." 

Again,  in  the  same  manner  as  this 
heavenly  refreshment  was  believed  to  ter- 
minate the  agonies  of  fire  and  languish- 
ment,  so  the  eternal  light  was  believed 
to  liberate  from  the  darkness  of  that 
purifying  prison  in  which  the  souls  of 
the  departed  were  detained.  "  Lord,  do 
not  suffer  the  spirit  of  Veneria  to  be  cloud- 
ed with  darkness  /"  NE  AD VMBRETVR. 
"  Timothea,  may  eternal  light  (shine)  upon 
thee  in  Christ!"  AETERNA  TIBI  LVX. 
But  by  far  the  most  common  petition  of 
those  early  Christians,  just  as  of  the  Church 
at  present,  is  the  prayer  for  eternal  peace, 
i.  e.,  for  liberation  from  the  place  of  ban- 
ishment and  admission  to  the  beatific  vi- 
sion. Thus  we  have:  "Aquilina  and  Eu- 
sebius,  may  sweet  peace  be  your  portion 
in  God!"  PAX  VOBIS.  "  Gensanus, 
peace  be  with  thy  spirit !"  "  Laurentia, 
more  sweet  than  honey,  rest  thou  in  peace!" 
"  QVIESCE.  "  Lais,  (dwell  thou)  iupeace; 
may  her  spirit  rest  in  the  Most  Good." 
"Leontius,  the  brethren  implore  peace  for 
thee  from  God."  PAX  A  FRATRIBVS. 
To  this  class  of  inscriptions  belong  also 
those  formulas  which  seem  to  prevail  es- 
pecially in  the  oldest  or  so-called  apos- 
tolic catacombs.  We  append  but  a  few 
specimens  :  "  Peace  be  with  thee  !"  PAX 
TECVM.  [May  Christ  permit]  thee  [to 
dwe\l]in  peace/"  TE  IN  or  CVM  PACE. 
It  is  also  proper  to  mention  in  this  con- 
nection that  quasi-official  prayer :  "  May 
his  (her)  soul  rest,  live  in  peace  !"  which 
we  meet  with  hundreds  upon  hundreds  of 
times,  either  expressed  in  so  many  words 
or  else  implied  by  appropriate  symbols, 
i.  e.,  the  grape  and  the  olive-branch. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE  justice  of  truth  and  the  truth  of 
justice  are  based  on  charity. 
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[Translated  from  the  French  for  the  ATE  MARIA.] 

MARY   OUR  MODEL. 


IX.— TRIALS. 

Life  is  not  a  career  strewn  with  roses, 
as  youth  imagines,  and  as  so  many  young 
wives  believe  who  so  readily  take  their 
desires  and  dreams  for  realities.  A  great 
philosopher  has  said  "  The  life  of  man  on 
earth  is  short  and  full  of  miseries."*  Our 
Lord  has  declared  that  Christians  cannot 
enter  heaven  until  they  have,  like  Himself, 
suffered  many  tribulations. 

Marriage  is  not  exempt  from  this  neces- 
sity. On  the  contrary,  in  uniting  two 
beings  subject  to  the  law  of  expiation,  He 
multiplies  the  causes  of  sorrow,  always 
more  numerous  than  the  sources^of  joy ; 
and  in  giving  them  children  who  resemble 
them,  He  adds  to  their  chances  of  sorrow 
and  trials. 

Ask  those  fathers  and  mothers  who  have 
gone  over  the  greater  part  of  their  career 
in  life.  They  will  answer  you  with  a  sigh 
that  the  greater  number  of  their  brilliant 
projects  were  never  accomplished,  and  that 
this  life  so  full  of  deception  does  not  merit 
any  attachment.  This  is  the  reply  of  the 
most  Christian,  that  is,  of  the  wisest  and 
most  virtuous  ;  of  those  who  have  felt  the 
least  the  effects  of  evil  passions.  What 
should  others  say?  Therefore,  young  be- 
ginners in  life,  do  not  flatter  yourselves 
too  much;  do  not  delude  yourselves  by 
dangerous  illusions  ;  but  count  on  having 
many  trials,  that  will  come  upon  you 
when  you  least  expect  them.  The  au- 
gust Virgin  Mary  was  the  most  holy  of 
wives  and  mothers ;  if  any  woman  were 
to  escape  the  common  law,  should  it  not 
be  the  Mother  of  Jesus?  Yet  examine 
her  life,  and  you  will  see  that  she  was 
tried  in  the  crucible  of  tribulation  more 
than  any  other.  Scarcely  was  she  wedded 
when  she  saw  herself  on  the  point  of  being 
abandoned  by  St.  Joseph,  from  whom  she, 
in  her  profound  humility,  had  hidden  the 
mystery  of  the  Incarnation ;  it  was  neces- 
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sary  that  an  angel  should  descend  from 
heaven  to  enlighten  the  holy  patriarch, 
and  to  command  him  not  to  abandon  his 
chaste  spouse.  But  how  much  she  must 
have  suffered  in  the  mean  time  ! 

Christian  wives,  take  care  never  to  cause 
your  husbands  to  suspect  you,  even  by  im- 
prudence. To  what  misfortune  you  would 
expose  yourselves  !  St.  Joseph  was  a  just 
man,  the  gospel  tells  us — and,  perhaps,  al- 
ready the  greatest  of  saints  ;  he  was  dis- 
creet and  moderate,  both  in  his  judgment- 
and  in  the  resolutions  he  took.  But  all 
men  are  not  saints,  all  are  not  just,  all  are 
not  moderate,  all  do  not  leave  to  God  the 
care  of  judging  you. 

It  may  happen  that  your  husbands  are 
not  faithful  to  the  sacred  vows  they  have 
made  you— and  that  by  imprudence,  by  a 
want  of  virtue,  by  an  impulse  of  passion, 
they  give  you  grave  cause  for  complaint. 
Alas  !  the  examples  are  not  so  rare !  O 
poignant  grief!  O  most  cruel  wound  that 
the  soul  of  a  wife  can  experience  I 

Do  not  accept  mere  suspicions  easily, 
and  be  not  quick  to  believe  malicious  re- 
ports. The  world  is  so  wicked,  and  so 
easily  supposes  crime.  If  you  have  any 
fear,  redouble  your  zeal  to  preserve  the  af- 
fection of  your  husband;  it  is  the  most 
certain  precaution,  the  most  powerful 
means  to  excite  remorse  and  repentance 
in  him.  But  if  you  have  the  frightful  cer- 
tainty of  his  infidelity,  what  should  you 
do  ?  You  must  pray  for  him,  offer  your 
tears  and  your  sufferings  in  expiation. 
There  is  nothing  better  to  do,  so  long  as, 
scandal  and  ill  treatment  do  not  render 
a  separation  necessary. 

"  Sad  consolation !"  you  exclaim.  True; 
I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  there  is  no 
real  consolation  for  this  smarting  grief,  if 
religion  did  not  possess  supernatural  con- 
solations for  all  miseries.  But  this  is  a 
probable  event  that  you  have  accepted  in 
marrying,  just  as  well  as  the  probability  of 
having  to  mourn  the  death  of  that  same 
husband  and  of  your  children,  or  to  see 
them  infirm,  good  for  nothing,  libertines, 
badly  married  and  miserable. 

I  hope  and  wish  that  God  will  give  you 
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happy  days.  The  reason  that  I  show  you 
the  gloomy  side  is,  that  you  have  no  need  to 
be  prepared  for  joys  and  consolations ; 
whereas  you  cannot  be  too  weH  prepared 
for  the  trials  and  tribulations  which  form 
the  special  object  of  this  chapter. 

The  most  common  of  all  sorrows  which 
you  may  expect  to  find  if  you  are  not  ye.t  mar- 
ried, is  to  find  in  your  husbands,  after  mar- 
riage, faults  which  you  did  not  know  before, 
and  to  experience  many  disagreeable  things 
as  an  offset  to  the  amiability  and  sweetness 
that  preceded  marriage.  If  you  be  not 
warned  of  this,  you  will  be  surprised  to 
find  that  your  husband  shares  neither  your 
principles,  your  tastes  nor  your  disposi- 
tion ;  and  that  you  must  bend  your  proud 
will  to  the  inflexible  will  of  one  who 
the  day  before  professed  himself  your  slave. 
It  often  happens  that  these  disagreements 
go  very  far — and  vexation  enters  the  heart, 
never  to  be  entirely  removed. 

Supposing  even  that  your  husbands 
should  be  bad.  What  will  you  do?  Ren- 
der evil  for  evil  ?  No, — never  do  that ;  do 
not  engage  in  a  strife  that  will  draw  upon 
you  the  anger  of  God,  and  of  which  you 
would  eventually  be  the  victim.  Be  re- 
signed, and  carry  your  cross. 

By  force  of  virtue  you  will  touch  the 
heart  of  your  husband.  God  will  give 
you  this  grace  if  you  bear  all  with  a 
Christian  spirit,  and  pray  for  it  fervently. 
And  if  He  be  pleased  to  leave  you  groan 
under  your  trials,  have  sufficient  confidence 
in  His  paternal  goodness  to  believe  that 
He  does  it  for  your  spiritual  advantage, 
and  kiss  the  hand  that  leads  you  to  heaven 
by  the  road  of  Calvary. 


RETALIATION. 

For  a  marriage  to  be  happy  there  must 
be  between  the  parties  not  only  a  conform- 
ity of  views,  of  principles  and  of  tastes, 
but  also,  in  each,  solid  virtues — those  vir- 
tues in  particular  which  would  help  them 
to  support  with  charity  the  faults  of  one 
another.  Unions  which  have  no  other 
foundation  than  money  or  pride,  or  pas- 


sions more  or  less  blinded,  can  never  be 
happy. 

HONORINE  has  tli is  sad  experience.  Ed- 
ucated in  one  of  those  boarding-schools 
whence  young  girls  come  forth  filled  with 
vanity  and  destitute  of  real  virtue,  she 
thought  of  nothing  but  of  dress  and  pleas- 
ure. From  her  first  entrance  into  society 
she  was  welcomed  with  smiles,  and  re- 
ceived many  compliments  for  her  exterior 
advantages.  Of  course,  marriage  was  soon 
spoken  of. 

Her  father,  a  rich  banker,  intended  to 
give  her  to  a  miserly  widower  who  had 
a  great  deal  of  money,  but  few  outward 
attractions.  Honorine  refused,  prefer- 
ring a  young  fop  whose  exterior  pleased 
her  vain  and  frivolous  character.  The 
father  got  angry — the  daughter  also :  thus 
angry  in  their  hearts  they  remained  for 
months. 

The  father  was  wrong  in  wishing  her 
to  marry  a  man  whose  only  merit  was  his 
having  plenty  of  money ;  but  Honorine 
was  no  less  foolish  in  attaching  herself  to 
a  young  man  with  whom  she  was  but 
slightly  acquainted.  All  she  knew  of  him 
was  that  he  had  a  fine  figure,  a  charming 
smile,  well-combed  hair,  a  love  of  a  mous- 
tache, and  elegant  manners ;  he  had  said 
and  written  such  beautiful  things,  that  she 
thought  no  man  could  say  words  so  touch- 
ing. Therefore  happiness  must  be  the  end 
of  these  lines ;  she  could  not  doubt  it. 

Now  a  few  months  have  hardly  passed 
since  they  promised  each  other  eternal 
fidelity,  and  already  her  husband  dares  to 
say  to  this  same  Honorine  that  she  is  im- 
prudent and  ignorant,  stubborn,  and, more- 
over, a  complete  coquette.  For  her  own  part 
she  is  not  slow  in  accusing  him  of  being 
an  ungrateful  wretch, — hard-hearted,  dis- 
agreeable, an  idler,  and  sometimes  not  very 
choice  in  the  selection  of  his  company. 
In  consequence,  reproaches  and  quarrels 
are  the  order  of  the  day  ;  and  these,  lately, 
ended  with  threats  of  separation. 

Do  you  wish  to  know  the  secret  of  all 
this  ?  Listen  to  the  confidential  conver- 
sations of  the  young  wife  :  you  will  learn 
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that  she  is  the  victim  of  jealousy,  and  she 
will  tell  you  her  reasons, 

Become  intimate  with  the  young  hus- 
band: he  will  tell  you  that  he  married  her 
for  her  money,  and  that  he  had  never  loved 
her — although  he  had  hoped  to,  but  could 
not.  He  also  gives  his  reasons. 

Both  are  in  the  wrong — and  instead  of 
pardoning  one  another,  they  seek  revenge  ; 
so  that  this  continual  retaliation  renders 
reconciliation  impossible.  Their  hatred 
increases  every  day  in  proportion  to  their 
mutual  cavilling  and  bickering. 

How  can  they  be  reconciled  ?  They 
know  each  other  too  well  to  have  any  es- 
teem for  one  another,  and  they  are  too 
proud  to  make  mutual  acknowledgments 
and  concessions.  If  they  had  any  sense, 
any  virtue,  or  a  little  religion,  you^might 
reach  them,  and  might  endeavor  to  make 
them  listen  to  reason.  But  neither  wishes 
to  make  any  sacrifice.  Both  love  nothing 
but  pleasure,  and  over  them  conscience 
exercises  no  sway.  There  is  no  remedy. 
The  justice  of  God  already  begins  their 
punishment. 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BT    MRS.     ANNA    H.     DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XIV.— SACRIFICE. 
(Continued.) 

"Did  you  hear  what  mother  said  about 
the  old  portrait  up  stairs?"  said  Hope. 
"  This  is  the  first  time  I  ever  heard  the 
proud-looking  old  lady's  name.  Mother 
never  mentioned  it,  and  I  thought  she  was 
one  of  the  dead  and  gone  Mrs.  Babsons." 

"So  did  I.  Lady  Pendarvis!  That 
sounds  quite  grand  1"  said  Eva,  laughing. 

"It  is  just  like  mother's  old  'Mayflower' 
pride  never  to  have  spoken  of  it.  Maybe 
she  thought  it  might  make  us  vain  or 
proud  to  know  that  we  have  noble  English 
blood  in  our  veins,"  replied  Hope. 

"  All  the  blood  of  all  the  nobility  on 
earth  could  not  make  a  nobler  man  than 
my  father,"  answered  Eva.  "  I'm  prouder 


of  him  than  of  old  Lady  Pendarvis,  even  if 
she  were  of  the  blood  royal." 

"  So  am  I,"  said  Hope.  Then  they  fell 
to  talking  of  the  old  portrait,  and  Hope 
remembered  to  have  heard  her  father  tell 
some  one,  years  before,  that  the  original 
had  been  a  zealous  persecutor  of  the  Eng- 
lish Puritans,  and  had  disinherited  her 
only  child  for  marrying  one;  and  that  the 
picture  had  not  been  kept  out  of  reverence 
for  her  memory,  but  because  it  was  painted 
by  Hans  Holbein,  and  considered  to  be  a 
masterpiece  of  art,  besides  which  the 
picture  itself  was  remarkably  beautiful. 
"  And" — whispered  Eva,  looking  towards 
Reuben  who  was  now  really  asleep — "Ruby 
is  the  living  image  of  her.  Well !  mother 
has  good  reason  for  being  a  little  spiteful. 
It  seems  a  little  like  retribution  that  Lady 
Pendarvis'  portrait  should  have  been  hang- 
ing against  the  walls  of  a  Puritan  house 
all  these  years.  I  wonder  it  has  not  walked 
out  of  its  frame;  and  her  very  name  not 
known  to  her  descendants." 

"  Suppose  now,  Eva,  just  suppose  that 
she  was  a  Catholic?"  suggested  Hope. 

"  Why !  how  strange  it  would  be  !  I 
should  like  to  ask  mother,  but  dare  not. 
Poor  little  mother,  she  is  so  troubled!"  re- 
plied Eva. 

Deacon  Sneathen  did  not  come  to  see 
about  the  partnership.  It  was  too  late  for 
him  to  come  now,  and  Wolfert  Flemming's 
face  wore  an  expression  of  anxiety  and 
gravity ;  he  felt,  somehow,  that  difficulties 
from  unexpected  quarters  wei'e  beginning 
to  gather  around  him.  Mrs.  Flemming 
tried  to  think  that  something  had  hap- 
pened to  prevent  the  Deacon's  keeping  his 
engagement ;  but  she  had  her  suspicions, 
and  bitter  ones  they  were ;  however,  she 
made  no  remark ;  and  although  the  girls 
had  a  vague  feeling  of  uneasiness  on  the 
subject,  they  did  not  refer  to  it  in  any  way, 
but  exerted  themselves  to  be  cheerful, 
efibrts  which  their  mother  could  not  refrain 
from  uniting  in  when  she  saw  the  look  of 
care  on  her  husband's  countenance  and 
knew  what  it  boded. 

That  night  Wolfert  Flemming  began  to 
rea.d  aloud  "Milner's  End  of  Controversy" 
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to  his  family.  Hope  and  Eva,  with  their 
sieving,  brought  their  chairs  closer  to  him, 
and  listened  with  the  deepest  interest. 
Mrs.  Flemming  hurried  Reuben  off  to  his 
room  to  bathe  his  feet  and  go  to  bed,  he 
being  feverish  after  his  day's  tramp,  and 
she  did  not  return  until  prayer-time. 

CHAPTER  XV.— LETTERS. 

It  did  not  take  long  for  such  news  to 
spread,  and  if  Wolfert  Flemming's  old 
friends  and  neighbors  had  heard  that  he 
had  been  transformed  into  a  fiery  dragon, 
they  would  not  have  been  more  wonder- 
struck  and  dismayed  than  they  were  when 
they  learned  that  he  had  become  a  Papist. 
Papist  is  not  a  pleasant  word,  being  a 
term  of  reproach  always  used  by  our  sep- 
arated brethren  when  they  wish  to  be  par- 
ticularly and  emphatically  bitter  against 
Catholics ;  but  it  was  a  word  they  under- 
stood as  meaning  all  that  they  had  been 
educated  to  dread  and  despise  in  religion  ; 
nor  could  they  have  comprehended  the  word 
Catholic,  as  applied  to  the  spiritual  bet'e- 
noir  which  they  called  Popery,  to  have 
saved  their  lives ;  hence  these  good  people 
thought  that  their  Elder  had  given  himself 
up  body  and  soul  to  certain  destruction. 
There  had. never  been  such  an  excitement 
in  that  quiet  and  romantic  region  since 
the  old  Indian  scalping  times,  and  the  old 
Puritan  witch-burning  and  ear-cropping 
days!  Some  believed  the  report;  and 
some,  grieved  and  astonished,  refused  to 
credit  it.  Some  mean  little  souls,  who 
had  always  secretly  envied  the  man  his 
good  fame,  which  set  him  by  tacit  consent 
above  them,  were  glad,  and  inwardly  re- 
joiced; others  were  sorry  because  they 
feared  such  an  example  would  scandalize 
the  weak  and  set  them  to  running  after 
novelties  ;  others  deplored  it,  because  they 
had  sincerely  loved  and  reverenced  his 
strong  guileless  character,  and  could  not 
bear  the  idea  of  severing  their  intercourse 
with  him,  a  thing  which  under  the  circum- 
stances they  would  feel -bound  to  do; 
while  to  many,  the  event  afforded  a  new 
and  highly  spiced  subject  for  gossip.  But 


the  limits  of  my  narrative  restrain  me  from 
describing  the  excitement.  All  who  knew 
anything  at  all  about  the  sentiment  of  the 
New  England  of  that  day  against  the 
Catholic  religion,  can  imagine  it  more 
vividly  than  any  words  could  paint  it.  I 
must  confine  myself  to  the  effect  it  had 
upon  those  who  were  immediately  con- 
nected with  the  Plemmings. 

Deacon  Sneathen  was  one  of  the  first  to 
hear  the  tidings.  He  was  at  the  old  min- 
ister's house  when  he  got  hqme  that  day 
from  his  stormy  interview  with  Wolfert 
Flemming:  had  stopped  on  his  way  down 
to  the  Old  Homestead,  to  keep  his  engage- 
ment about  the  partnership,  to  ask  Father 
Ray  some  confidential  questions  in  relation 
to  the  erratic  state  of  mind  the  Elder 
seemed  to  be  in  about  religious  matters, 
and  heard  more  than  he  had  counted  on ; 
for  the  minister,  still  smarting  under  the 
hurt  of  all  that  had  passed  on  that  occasion, 
told  him  all  about  it  in  pretty  strong 
language.  But  the  Deacon,  never  re- 
markably quick,  got  so  bewildered  and 
confused  that  he  could  not  follow  him,  or 
clearly  comprehend  what  he  was  talking 
about ;  until  by  dint  of  questioning  him  at 
every  few  words,  the  facts  of  the  case  be- 
gan to  dawn  upon  his  dull  understanding, 
when  the  most  fanatical  wrath  and  enmity 
against  his  old  friend  took  possession  of 
him.  There's  a  saying  that  "it  takes  a 
surgical  operation  to  get  an  idea  in  the 
head  of  certain  people,"  and  Deacon 
Sneathen  was  one  of  that  unfortunate  class, 
with  this  difference:  when  the  idea  did  get 
into  his,  it  took  full  possession  of  him  to 
the  exclusion  of  every  other,  and  became 
the  motive  power  of  his  being.  He  under- 
stood it  all  now.  His  old  friend  and 
former  partner  in  business,  the  man  whose 
son  his  only  daughter  expected  to  marry, 
the  man  whom  he  had  always  looked  up 
to,  and  likened  in  his  own  mind  to  one  of 
the  apostles,  had  gone  and  turned  Papist ! 
Here  was  a  pivot  to  turn  on,  and  he  forth- 
with began  to  spin.  The  first  thing  he 
did,  when  there  was  nothing  more  to  be 
said  between  Father  Ray  and  himself  on 
the  subject,  was  to  go  home  instead  of 
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keeping  on  down  to  the  Flemmings';  his 
next  was  to  go  straight  up  into  his  room 
after  he  got  there,  and  after  locking  him- 
self in,  sit  down  to  the  heavy  task  of  in- 
diting and  writing  a  letter.  "  Joe  Gar- 
gery's"  efforts  were  nothing  to  his.  He 
felt  as  if  he  would  burst,  and  couldn't  get 
a  word  right.  He  was  confused  by  two 
personalities.  Elder  Flemming  the  Puri- 
tan, and  Elder  Flemming  the  Papist!  Elder 
Flemming  the  burning  and  shining  light 
of  their  congregation,  and  Flemming  given 
over  to  Antichrist !  Elder  Flemming  his 
friend  and  partner,  and  the  Flemming  that 
he  intended  to  throw  over  at  all  risks ! 
The  nearness  of  all  their  previous  relations 
made  the  task  more  difficult;  and  the  more 
he  thought  it  over,  the  worse  he  floundered. 
He  spoilt  nearly  two  dozen  sheets  of  .paper. 
He  broke  out  in  a  cold  perspiration,  and 
felt  as  if  bees  were  humming  in  his  ears, 
and  jerked  about  in  his  chair  until  the 
buttons  of  his  suspenders  flew  off.  Then 
he  got  up  and  opened  a  little  cupboard  in 
the  wall,  took  down  a  dusty  looking  bottle, 
and  poured  out  a  tumbler  full  of  clear,  am- 
ber-colored, oily  liquid,  which  he  drank, 
with  his  eyes  rolled  up  to  the  ceiling  as 
if  he  were  praying;  then  hastily  restoring 
the  things  to  their  receptacle,  he  locked 
them  up,  put  the  key  into  his  waistcoat 
pocket,  washed  his  mouth,  and  with  his 
courage  renewed  "  like  an  eagle's,"  he  sat 
down  and  wrote  the  following : 

ELM  COTTAGE  March  28th. 
W.  FLEMMFNG. 

Sir.  Sence  I  herd  that  you  have  forsook  the 
true  Gospil  religin  in  which  you  wor  bred  and 
born,  and  hev  jined  the  ranks  of  anti-christ,  I  dont 
feel  wiling  to  renoo  the  pardnership.  If  you  will 
give  up  poppery,  and  be  what  you  was  before  in 
the  house  of  the  Lord,  I  am  wiling  to  let  the  bisness 
go  on  as  it  wor,  which  you  must  let  me  know. 
But  if  not  I  will  take  into  pardnership  a  Bosting 
man  with  a  big  capitol,  that  will  put  up  Steam  Saw 
mills  at  the  Pines,  and  has  a  gift  in  prayer,  for 
which  latter  the  Lord  will  prosper  the  bisness. 

Your  obedient  servant  to  command 

SHADRACH  SNEATHEN. 

This  was  the  ridiculous  missive  which 
was  to  carry  consternation  into  the  camp 
of  the  Flemmings,  and  its  results  were  as 


effective  as  if  it  had  been  written  in  the 
most  stately  English,  interlarded  with  legal 
clauses  in  Latin.  Broken  glass  and  bits 
of  rusty  iron  can  do  as  mortal  execution 
as  ininie  balls,  if  fired  with  true  aim ;  so 
the  Deacon's  bad  sample  of  orthography, 
etymology,  syntax,  and  prosody,  did  not  fall 
a  hair-breadth  short  of  his  intentions,  when 
it  reached  its  destination.  But  I  will 
not  anticipate.  When  Deacon  Sneathen 
at  last  finished  his  letter,  without  a  single 
blot,  or  a  word  scratched  out,  he  read  it 
over  and  felt  very  proud  of  it,  and  would 
like  to  have  read  it  out  in  meeting ;  but 
as  that  was  impracticable,  and  his  vanity 
was  hungering  and  thirsting  to  display 
his  epistolary  talent  to  some  one,  he  un- 
locked his  door,  and  went  down  stairs  into 
the  kitchen,  where  his  sister  and  Hulda 
were  making  doughnuts,  pies,  and  other 
comforting  things  for  the  stomach,  and 
after  telling  them  the  news,  he  unfolded 
the  letter.  Miss  Debby,  her  arms  covered 
with  flour  and  her  hands  stuck  up  with 
soft  dough  which  hung  down  from  her 
fingers  like  fringe,  dropped  breathless 
into  a  chair,  her  chin  in  the  air  and  her 
whole  being  thrilled  with  a  delightful  ex- 
citement, exclaiming:  "Du  tell  neow  !" 
It  was  all  that  she  could  say.  For  once 
in  her  life  she  was  bereft  of  volubility  of 
speech.  Hulda  was  standing  with  a  spoon- 
full  of  stewed  pumpkin  in  her  hand,  just 
ready  to  drop  it  into  the  light  shell  of  flaky 
paste  she  had  prepared  for  it,  when  the 
news  burst  like  a  petard  among  the  Penates 
of  the  hearth ;  and  so  she  stood  motionless 
with  surprise  and  grief,  the  color  mounting 
in  crimson  Mushes  to  her  face,  and  her 
handsome  eyes  flashing  fire,  while  the 
Deacon  read  his  letter. 

"  You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself, 
father,  to  write  such  a  letter  as  that  to 
Elder  Flemming!"  she  exclaimed,  when 
with  a  flourish  of  his  hand  he  finished 
reading  it. 

"  Wai,  neow !"  he  said,  looking  amazed, 
"  how  dare  you  speak  so  to  me?" 

"Because  I'm  ashamed  of  you!"  she  re- 
peated, rapping  the  large  spoon  upon  the 
table  until  the  stewed  pumpkin  flew  round 
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in  every  direction.  "  To  go  and  write  a 
letter  like  that,  to  such  a  man  as  Elder 
Flemming,  and  throw  him  over  because 
he's  gone  and  done  what  he  has  a  right  to 
do  if  he  wants  to.  Popery  can't  be  so  bad 
a  thing,  if  he's  taken  it  up;  and  whatever 
it  is,  I  think  it  must  be  better  than  your 
religion,  which  will  let  you  go  and  do  such 
a  thing  to  a  good  man,  and  your  old  friend 
too." 

[TO   BE    CONTINUED.] 


Obituary. 


The  readers  of  the  AVE  MARIA  will  learn 
with  profound  regret  of  the  death  of  Rev. 
Father  Mullin,  who  was  known  to  them 
in  the  pages  of  the  AVE  MARIA  under  the 
name  of  "  Clonfert." 

After  remaining  several  months  at  Notre 
Dame,  Rev.  Father  Mullin,  thinking  the 
active  life  of  a  priest  in  a  parish  would  be 
conducive  to  reinstate  him  in  health,  sought 
and  obtained  a  situation  in  the  city  of 
Chicago.  There,  as  everywhere  else,  he 
soon  gained  the  reputation  of  a  learned 
divine,  a  ready  and  eloquent  speaker,  and 
zealous  priest; — but  his  physical  strength 
was  not  equal  to  the  energy  of  his  mind. 
We  take  from  the  Young  Catholic's 
Guide  a  short  notice  of  F.  Mullin's  life  : 

"Rev.  Michael  Mullin,  was  born  in  the 
County  Galway,  Ireland,  in  1833.  At  an 
early  age  he  entered  Maynooth  College  by 
the  appointment  of  the  Bishop  of  Clonfert, 
and  commenced  his  studies  for  the  priest- 
hood. Few  students  passing  through  that 
institution  have  left  behind  them  a  more 
brilliant  reputation  than  our  deceased 
friend.  Yet  it  was  not  alone  his  success 
in  his  studies  which  won  for  him  this 
marked  position,  for  to  talents  of  the 
highest  order,  were  added  rare  conversa- 
tional powers,  and  a  disposition  of  such 
kindness  and  modesty  as  one  seldom  meets. 
At  the  end  of  his  first  academical  year  he 
was  called  to  the  highest  honors  of  his 
class,  and  during  the  succeeding  years  of 
his  collegiate  course,  although  the  class  to 
which  he  belonged  was  a  remarkably  large 


one — numbering  85  or  90  students — and 
although  some  of  its  members  are  now 
among  the  most  distinguished  ecclesias- 
tics of  the  Irish  Church,  Father  Mullin 
never  lost  the  position  which  he  first  at- 
tained. At  the  end  of  the  ordinary  course 
of  studies  gone  through  in  Maynooth,  he 
was  selected  by  the  board  of  directors  for 
a  position  in  the  Dunboyne  establishment, 
and  while  a  student  in  this  department 
was  appointed  by  the  superiors  of  the  Col- 
lege, on  account  of  his  fitness  for  the  posi- 
tion, to  fill  until  the  appointment  of  a  new 
professor,  the  chair  of  belles-lettres,  which 
was  then  vacant  by  the  death  of  his  former 
friend  the  distinguished  Irish  antiquarian, 
Dr.  Matthew Kelley,  of Ossory.  Afterwards 
Father  Mullin  offered  himself  as  a  candi- 
date for  the  chair,  and  also  for  the  chair  of 
the  first,year's  divinity,  and,  although  not 
successful  in  obtaining  either,  the  authori- 
ties of  the  College,  and  his  distinguished 
competitors,  will  readily  admit  and  cor- 
dially testify  that  at  the  two  public  theses 
which  were  held  to  decide  the  successful 
candidate  he  proved  himself  to  be  a  learned 
divine,  and  an  accomplished  rhetorician. 
When  he  left  the  College  to  enter  on  his 
missionary  labors  in  the  diocese  of  Clon- 
fert, every  one  felt  that  the  institution  lost 
one  who  would  have  been  an  ornament  to 
her  staff  of  professors.  Severe  application 
to  study,  and  the  rigid  discipline  kept  up 
in  Catholic  ecclesiastical  institutions,  and 
which  he  rigidly  observed  during  eleven 
years,  left  him  at  the  end  of  his  collegiate 
course  with  a  shattered  constitution.  Five 
years  ago  he  gave  unmistakable  signs  of 
consumption,  and  on  the  advice  of  the 
highest  medical  authority  [in  Ireland,  he 
sought  in  America  a  more  suitable  climate 
than  the  damp  one  of  his  native  country. 
"In  literature,  as  well  as  in  Divinity, 
Father  Mullin  was  not  undistinguished. 
Many  of  the  sweetest  pooms  of  the  Dublin 
Nation  appear  over  the  signature  of 
'  Clonfert,'  the  well  known  nom  de  plume 
assumed  by  him — and  since  his  arrival  in 
America,  although  prevented  by  his  ill 
health  from  devoting  himself  to  literature, 
his  pen  was  somewhat  prolific.  One  of 
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his  poems,  'The  Celtic  Tongue,'  in  which 
the  author  deplored  the  decadence  of  the 
Irish  language,  and  his  story  of '  The  Two 
Lovers  of  Flavia  Domitella,'  published  in 
the  Catholic  World  in  1867,  were  very  fa- 
vorably received  in  literary  circles,  and 
merited  the  highest  praise  in  the  review 
of  the  day. 

"  We  have  taken  the  above  concise  and 
scholarly  sketch  of  Father  Mullin's  short 
career  from  the  columns  of  the  daily  press, 
as  they  were  communicated  by  one  who 
knew  him,  and  are  quite  authentic.  Dur- 
ing his  residence  at  Notre  Dame,  Indiana, 
he  contributed  most  valuable  and  interest- 
ing papers  to  the  AVE  MARIA,  and  his  expo- 
sitions of  the  '  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,'  and 
the  doctrine  and  devotion  connected  with 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  will  long  beXemem- 
bered  by  those  who  profited  by  his  lucid 
and  beautiful  productions.  There  was  a 
general  sense  of  disappointment  when 
'  Olonfert'  did  not  appear  on  the  list  of 
contributors,  and  we  know  that  he  was  held 
in  special  esteem  by  the  learned  gentlemen 
connected  with  that  institution. 

"  Since  his  arrival  in  Chicago,  Father 
Mullin,  had  endeared  himself  in  a  remark- 
able manner  to  a  great  number  of  friends. 
The  house  of  which  he  might  be  an  inmate 
was  esteemed  happy,  not  only  for  the 
active  priestly  labor  he  still  performed, 
often  preaching  his  fervid  and  heavenly 
discourses  as  well  as  celebrating  Mass, 
but  for  the  air  of  heavenly  serenity  which 
surrounded  him.  His  declining  health  had 
induced  him  to  accept  such  places  as  would 
enable  him  to  do  the  most  work,  but  dur- 
ing the  past  week,  while  visiting  his  friend 
Father  Doyle,  of  St.  Patrick's,  his  disease 
took  a  fatal  turn,  and  no  medical  skill  could 
arrest  its  progress.  On  Thursday  night 
he  received  the  last  Sacraments,  and  on 
Friday  night,  April  23rd,  his  soul  passed 
peacefully  into  the  hands  of  its  Maker  and 
Friend.  During  those  solemn  days  his 
brother  clergymen  and  the  Sisters  of  Lo- 
retto  watched  over  him  with  the  most  de- 
voted solicitude.  He  retained  the  use  of 
his  mental  faculties  to  the  last,  and  his 
holy  death  was  a  source  of  edification  to 


all  who  were  its  favored  witness.  Cut  off 
in  the  midst  of  a  career  which  promised  so 
much  for  the  interests  of  religion  and  the 
Church,  he  has  not  failed  to  leave  behind 
him  the  testimony  of  a  good  life,  and  the 
sweet  odor  of  sanctity.  He  will  live  in 
the  minds  and  consciences  he  has  instructed 
and  trained  to  holiness,  in  the  hearts  he 
has  consoled  and  lifted  up  in  sorrows,  and 
none  who  had  the  happiness  to  know  Fa- 
ther Mullin,  but  will,  their  life  long,  pray, 
that  his  soul  may  "  rest  in  peace," 

E.  A.  S. 
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The  Unbaptized  One, 


BT  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "BLIND  AGNESE,"  "GENE- 
VIEVE,"  ETC. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Once  upon  a  time  a  poor  old  Indian 
built  himself  a  hut  on  the  borders  of  an 
immense  forest  in  the  kingdom  of  Para- 
guay. This  Indian,  when  quite  a  young 
man,  had  been  seized,  with  the  rest  of  his 
tribe,  by  some  wicked  Spaniards,  who  af- 
terwards sold  him  as  a  slave  to  work  in 
the  mines.  It  is  impossible  to  tell  you 
how  much  he  suffered  while  in  the  service 
of  these  cruel  masters.  They  gave  him 
hardly  any  food  to  eat,  and  beat  him  most 
cruelly  whenever  he  was  unable  to  per- 
form the  tasks  imposed  upon  him. 

This  was  frequently  the  case;  for  he 
was  often  weak  from  hunger,  and  ill  from 
the  sorrow  which  was  his  companion  both 
night  and  day.  At  last,  in  a  fit  of  sullen 
despair,  he  refused  to  work  any  longer; 
and  when  his  task-master  found  that  neither 
threats  nor  punishment  had  any  effect  upon 
him,  he  put  irons  on  his  hands  and  feet 
and  threw  him  into  prison.  In  this  dreary 
abode  he  found  many  poor  Indians,  placed 
here,  some  for  serious  crimes,  and  others 
for  offences  similar  to  his  own;  their  only 
food  was  a  little  bread,  and  dirty  water 
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was  their  only  drink ;  every  week  numbers 
died  of  diseases  caused  by  the  intolerable 
heat  and  narrow  limits  of  their  dungeon, 
but  their  places  were  always  immediately 
filled  up  by  other  Indians  who,  like  them, 
had  incurred  the  displeasure  of  their  mas- 
ters the  Spaniards.     The  poor  Indian  lin- 
gered three  months  in  this  dreadful  prison, 
and  then,  like  the  rest  of  his  companions, 
he  became  so  ill  that  he  could  no  longer 
sit  up  on  his  miserable  bed.     The  irons  by 
which  he  was  chained  had   caused   large 
sores  in  his  hands  and  feet ;  he  was  parched 
by   a  burning   thirst,   and   he   lay   every 
moment  expecting  and  wishing  for  death 
to  relieve  him  from  all  his  miseries.     He 
was  still  in  this  miserable  state,  when  a 
young  man,  bearing  a  crucifix  in  his  hands, 
sat  down  beside  him,  and  spoke   to   him 
of    the    religion    of   Jesus    Christ.     The 
Indian  at  first  refused  to  listen  to  him,  for 
he  saw  that  the  young  man  was  a  Spaniard, 
and  he  hated  all  Spaniards  for  the  cruelty 
they  had  shown  to  himself  and  his  people. 
He  did   not  know  that  there  were  many 
saintly  and   wise  men  who,  not   content 
with   loudly   condemning  the   cruelty   of 
their  countrymen,  had  come  over  to  Amer- 
ica for  the   sole  purpose  of  soothing  the 
sufferings  of  the  unhappy  Indians.    Among 
this  number  was  the  priest  who   now  sat 
at  the  side  of  his  bed.     But,  as  I  said  be- 
fore, the  poor  Indian  did  not  know  all  this; 
he  only  saw  that  his  visitor  was  a  Spaniard, 
and   he   therefore    thought  he  must  have 
come  to  the  prison  for  some  wicked  and 
cruel  purpose:  so  he  turned  his  head  aside, 
and  refused  to  listen  to  the  words  of  com- 
fort  that  were   addressed   to   him.     The 
priest  soon  saw  how  it  was  with  the  poor 
creature's  thoughts;  he    was   accustomed 
to  this  sort  of  reception  from  the  Indians, 
and  he   had  always  found   that  the    only 
way  to  covince  them  of  tho  kindness  of  his 
intentions   was   by  endeavoring    to    pro- 
cure them  some   relief  from  their  bodily 
sufferings.     He  did  not  say  another  word 
to  the  sick  man,  but  he  weirt  directly  to 
the  person  who  had  the  care  of  the  prisoner, 
and   persuaded  him  to  take  off  the  irons 
that  had  so  cruelly  injured  his  hands  and 


feet;  when  this  was  done,  he  sat  down 
once  more  in  silence  by  the  Indian,  and, 
with  the  affection  a  mother  shows  to  her 
child,  he  washed  and  dressed  and  kissed 
the  ulcerous  sores  which  had  extended 
themselves  all  over  his  legs  and  arms; 
he  then  lifted  him  up,  and  arranged  the 
scanty  straw  that  formed  his  bed  with  the 
tenderest  care,  and  having  made  him  as 
comfortable  as  it  was  possible  to  be  in 
that  crowded  prison,  he  left  him  without 
having  uttered  a  single  word. 

Day  after  day  the  priest  returned ;  day 
after  day  he  washed  and  dressed  those 
terrible  sores,  which  the  Indian  himself 
could  not  look  upon  without  disgust,  but 
which  his  visitor  would  often  kiss  with 
marks  of  the  tenderest  affection.  Day  af- 
ter day  he  enquired  most  anxiously  con- 
cerning the  sick  man's  health  and  com- 
forts; but  he  spoke  to  him  of  religion  no 
more.  The  heart  of  the  Indian  was  touched 
by  this  unwearied  kindness;  he  began 
rapidly  to  recover  under  the  care  of  his  un- 
known friend;  and  one  day  he  fell  on  his 
knees  before  the  priest,  and  with  many 
burning  tears  thanked  him  for  the  kind- 
ness which  had  restored  him  to  health. 

"My  son,"  said  the  priest,  as  he  gently 
assisted  the  poor  Indian  to  rise  from  his 
knees,  "you  owe  me  no  thanks.  The  God 
whose  servant  I  am,  has  done  far  more  for 
me  than  I  have  done  for  you:  He  desires 
us  to  love  and  serve  one  another,  and  I 
have  only  tried  to  obey  His  command  by 
relieving  your  sufferings  as  much  as  I 
could." 

"Servant  of  the  unknown  God,"  said 
the  poor  Indian,  with  much  emotion, 
"were  all  the  Spaniards  like  you,  the  white 
Christ,  of  whom  [  have  often  heard  them 
speak,  would  soon  number  the  poor  Indians 
among  His  children.  But  how  can  His 
religion  be  good,  when  there  is  so  much 
wickedness  among  those  who  profess  it?" 
"It  is  true,  my  son,  that,  for  His  own 
wise  purposes,  God  sometimes  permits  the 
wicked  to  prosper  for  a  little  while;  but  He 
does  not  suffer  it  forever.  The  day  will 
come  at  last  when  Christ  will  once  more 
return  to  this  world  to  judge  all  men:  the 
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good  He  will  call  to  His  paradise;  the 
wicked  He  will  condemn  to  eternal  flames. 
Then,  my  son,  shall  the  poor  Indian  who 
has  been  faithful  to  God  be  consoled  for 
his  sufferings,  and  the  wicked  Spaniard  be 
punished  for  his  avarice  and  pride." 

"It  is  good,  my  father,  what  you  say," 
replied  the  Indian,  "  and  we  will  talk  of  it 
to-morrow." 

But  the  "to-morrow"  of  which  the  poor 
Indian  spoke,  found  him  no  longer  in  his 
prison.  That  night  a  party  of  wild  Indians 
broke  into  the  Spanish  settlements,  killed 
many  of  the  white  inhabitants,  drove 
away  the  rest,  and  carried  all  the  Indians 
whom  they  found  in  prison  back  again  to 
the  desert.  Our  Indian  friend  did  not  be- 
long to  this  tribe,  and  he  soon  found  that 
he  had  only  exchanged  one  set  of  masters 
for  another;  and  that  Paraguay  Indians 
could  be  quite  as  cruel  as  Spanish  Chris- 
tians. After  many  years  of  painful  slavery, 
he  managed  to  escape  from  their  power; 
and  after  much  wandering  he  settled  him- 
self, as  I  have  said  before,  with  an  Indian 
woman  whom  he  had  married,  in  a  poor 
cottage,  having  the  great  ocean  upon  one 
side,  and  an  uninhabited  forest  on  the 
other.  Here  he  lived  many  years;  but  every 
day,  as  he  grew  older,  the  recollection  of 
the  young  priest  returned  more  vividly  to 
his  memory;  he  used  to  think  often  upon 
the  tenderness  with  which  he  had  dressed 
his  wounds  and  attended  him  in  prison, 
and  he  used  to  say  to  himself,  "The  'black- 
robe'  was  a  good  man,  and  his  God  must 
be  a  good  God.  I  wish  I  had  let  him 
pour  water  on  my  head,  that  I  also  might 
be  a  child  of  the  "white  Christ,"  about 
whom  he  used  to  talk  so  often." 

By  these  words  the  Indian  meant  the 
cermony  of  baptism,  which  he  had  often 
seen  the  priest  confer  on  his  dying  breth- 
ren in  the  prison.  He  pondered  long  and 
earnestly  on  these  thoughts,  and  more 
than  once  he  would  have  set  out,  in  his 
old  age,  on  a  journey  to  the  Spanish  set- 
tlements in  search  of  the  priest,  had  he 
not  been  deterred  by  fear  of  the  Spaniards, 
and  by  the  remonstrances  of  his  wife,  who 
had  as  little  reason  to  love  them  as  he  had ; 


for  she  had  been  their  slave  in  her  youth 
and  been  most  cruelly  treated  by  them. 
One  night,  while  he  lay  awake  ponder- 
ing over  these  things,  there  arose  one  of 
those  terrible  hurricanes  which  sometimes 
visit  that  country,  and  which  bring  destruc- 
tion wherever  they  make  their  appearance. 
The  roar  of  the  sea,  and  the  falling  of  im- 
mense trees  in  the  forest,  awoke  his  wife, 
and  they  sat  together  trembling  with  fear, 
and  expecting  every  moment  that  their 
miserable  hut  would  be  torn  up  by*  the 
wind  which  rushed  over  it.  Luckily  they 
had  taken  the  precaution  of  building  it  be- 
neath the  shelter  of  a  rock,  and  it  thus 
escaped  a  misfortune  which  had  often  be- 
fallen it  before.  As  morning  dawned,  the 
storm  subsided;  and  when  it  was  quite 
light,  the  Indian,  somewhat  recovered 
from  his  terror,  went  out  to  see  what 
mischief  it  had  caused.  He  was  obliged 
to  avoid  the  forest,  where  trees  which  had 
been  half-rooted  by  the  wind  were  contin- 
ually falling ;  so  he  went  down  at  once  to 
the  sea-shore.  There  he  stood  still  with 
astonishment  at  the  spectacle  that  met  his 
view.  Planks,  barrels,  and  boxes,  were 
floating  upon  the  waves  in  wild  confusion, 
and  the  bodies  of  many  men  were  lying 
dead  on  the  shore.  The  Indian  knew  at 
once  that  these  men  must  have  belonged 
to  a  Spanish  vessel ;  they  had  probably 
been  about  to  land  and  make  a  settlement 
on  the  coast,  when  they  were  lost  in  the 
hurricane  of  the  preceding  night.  Invol- 
untarily he  shuddered  at  the  narrow  escape 
he  had  made  of  being  once  more  reduced 
to  slavery  in  his  old  age ;  and  he  was 
about  to  turn  from  the  corpses  in  disgust, 
when  a  recollection  of  his  good  friend  the 
priest  crossed  his  mind,  and  with  a  strange 
fancy  that  he  might  be  among  them,  he 
began  to  examine  the  bodies  with  more  at- 
tention than  he  had  done  before. 

[TO    BE    CONTINUED.] 


WE  should  feel  that  God  sends  us  both 
prosperity  and  adversity  for  particular  pur- 
poses of  His  divine  glory  and  of  our  sal- 
vation. 


AVE   MARIA. 


mitral  AwM  10  ttu 


<rf  tit*  §b&*4  f  irgk 


Vol.  V, 


NOTRE  DAME,  INDIANA,  JUNE  12,  1869, 


No.  24. 


The  Watcher  in  the  Sanctuary. 


BY  M.  A.  GELL. 


The  world  is  ever  full  of  its  bustle,  busy 
providing  things  for  which  it  has  no  need, 
heaping  up  occupations  to  while  away  the 
time,  which  else  would  hang  too  heavy  on 
its  hands — but  deprecating,  meantime,  the 
earnestness  of  true  life. 

We  walk  among  people  who  are  per- 
petually inconsistent,  yet  perceive  it  not; 
people  who  have  a  certain  species  of  knowl- 
edge, but  it  is  all  disjointed;  people  who 
have  a  certain  species  of -morality,  yet 
know  not  the  foundations  on  which  it  is 
based;  people  who  have  a  certain  degree 
of  piety,  yet  indulge  themselves  in  con- 
temning their  neighbor;  people  who  think 
they  have  arrived  at  the  height  of  philos- 
ophy, and  that  no  one  can  hold  a  candle 
to  them,  yet  who  are  intolerant,  self-con- 
ceited and  vituperative. 

What  a  jumble  the  world  presents  to 
the  reflective  mind  !  How  we  weary  in 
trying  to  adjust  ourselves  to  its  necessities; 
how  impossible  we  find  it  to  keep  track  of 
its  vagaries  !  Men  invent  and  scheme  and 
plan,  and  put  themselves  to  no  end  of 
trouble  to  find  means  which  shall  enable 
them  to  be  indolent,  luxurious,  tyrannical, 
selfish  and  egotistical,  and  dream  they  are 
pursuing  happiness.  Poor  dreamers  !  They 
awake  to  disappointment  equally  whether 
they  attain  the  means  they  seek  or  not. 
Is  it  to-day  we  learn,  for  the  first  time, 
that  happiness  for  any  creature  consists 
in  the  due  exercise  of  its  faculties?  The 
very  pig  we  pen  up  to  minister  to  our 


appetites  would  lose  some  of  its  sordid 
qualities,  would  present  a  less  repulsive 
aspect,  if,  ranging  its  native  forests,  it 
found  scope  for  exercising  its  instincts, 
seeking  out  provision  for  itself.  Every 
faculty  created  by  God  seeks  its  fitting 
exercise  as  a  necessary  condition  of  en- 
joyment; and  all  enjoyment  of  high  char- 
acter develops  power.  Deprive  the  mu- 
sician of  his  instrument,  the  painter  of  his 
easel,  the  poet  of  his  pen,  and  set  these 
souls  of  genius  down  amid  the  frivolous 
votaries  of  fashion ;  bid  them  bend  to  their 
humors,  subject  their  lofty  ideals  to  the 
pitiful  conceptions  of  these  worldlings, 
and  seek  to  please  their  ever-changing, 
their  capricious  whims,  and  you  have  in- 
vented a  mental  torture  of  which  only  the 
rack  is  the  fitting  material  emblem.  These 
inspired  souls  will  tell  you  they  are  out  of 
their  element;  that  they,  the  children  of 
aspiration,  have  no  fitting  sympathies  with 
the  dressed-up  animals  who  surround  them; 
that  they  cannot  LIVE  in  such  an  atmos- 
phere;  that  the  spirit  that  animates  them 
will  pine  and  perish ;  that  they  have  noth- 
ing in  common  with  these  degenerate 
puppets  of  the  human  race,  and  cannot 
descend  to  their  level.  But  restore  to 
these  artists  the  opportunity  of  exercising 
their  magic  power,  evoke  the  inspiration 
that  gives  them,  their  true  being,  kindle  the 
fires  that  light  with  lustre  the  spacious  arch 
of  heaven,  let  the  voice  of  genius  speak, 
and  those  petty  beings  of  tinsel  and  false 
show  who  surrounded  them, — they  who  but 
a  moment  ago  thought  themselves  and  their 
puny  exclusive  eccentricities  were  to  give 
the  tone  to  society,  were  to  form  a  galaxy 
of  brightness '  for  men  to  worship  and 
adore, — these  trivial  children  of  counterfeit 
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splendor,  are  carried  out  of  themselves,  as 
by  an  impulse  they  cannot  resist;  for  a 
few  short  moments  they  live  in  the  harmony 
of  truth,  forget  their  trivialities,  and  bow  in 
sincere  though  almost  involuntary  worship 
at  the  shrine  of  greatness. 

And  why  is  this? 

Why  but  because  overlaid,  crowded  out, 
falsified  or  neglected  as  in  these  worldlings 
human  power  of  high  affinity  is,  the  germs 
remain  still  hid  in  human  hearts,  and  re- 
spond impulsively  when  thus  aroused  from 
the  animalism  and  frivolity  that  usually 
overwhelm  them,  and  the  weakened  and 
diminished  germs  of  a  higher  life  than  the 
poor  triflers  are  ordinarily  conscious  of, 
awake  responsive  to  the  unwonted  call. 
Genius  is  essentially  sympathetic,  mag- 
netic in  its  action ;  if  there  is  oi#f  latent 
anywhere  within,  it  discovers  it,  draws  it 
forth  to  the  daylight,  polarizes  it  and  com- 
municates to  it  its  attractive  force.  If 
the  influence  is  not  permanent,  it  is  not 
the  fault  of  the  operator.  It  is  because 
the  recipient  is  too  weak  or  too  indolent 
to  follow  up  the  impetus  received. 

But,  more  or  less,  the  result,  even  unper- 
ceived,  remains  beneficial — remains  last- 
ing; an  idea  once  given  can  scarcely  be 
entirely  without  fruit.  Genius  is  bestowed 
on  the  individual  for  the  express  purpose 
of  diffusion ;  it  is  a  mine  of  power,  sur- 
charged with  electric  affinities,  which  in- 
crease by  coming  in  contact  with  other 
minds,  and  which  are  peculiarly  adapted 
to  awaken  latent  sympathies,  and  call  into 
action  dormant  or  sluggish  energies  the 
existence  of  which  was  perhaps  heretofore 
altogether  unsuspected. 

But  these  are  earthly  powers :  powers 
which  though  they  rise  to  heaven,  and  de- 
rive their  best  inspirations  therefrom,  yet 
find  themselves  a  nest  on  earth,  and  feed 
themselves  with  earthly  solaces.  High  are 
they ;  types,  and  something  more  than 
types;  for  beautiful  forms  and  winged 
words  and  high-wrought  harmonies  are 
among  the  delights  prepared  for  the  elect: 
they  belong  to  heaven's  own  formula.  Yet 
is  there  something  higher  than  all  this ; 
something  to  which  the  power  of  genius' 


self  grows  dim,  looks  feeble  by  comparison. 
It  is  the  power  of  heavenly  charity  en- 
shrined on  earth  within  a  living  tabernacle 
— pure,  unstained  with  sin,  and  pleading 
for  our  fallen  race  with  God.  It  is  the 
human  soul  using  its  birthright,  availing 
itself  of  its  highest  privilege,  entering  into 
communication  with  God,  bathing  itself 
in  the  flood  of  celestial  light,  bending  the 
ear  to  take  in  the  sounds  of  celestial  har- 
monies. It  is  the  child  of  God  reverently 
entering  the  portals  of  truth;  the  temple 
of  unity  whence  instruction  flows  by  in- 
spiration through  the  frame  of  the  wor- 
shipper ;  and  knowledge  in  no  piece-meal 
scraps,  but  as  a  harmonious  whole,  descends 
upon  the  upraised  spirit,  and  communicates 
itself  to  its  mysterious  depths  in  thrills 
of  ineffable,  blissful  emotion.  It  is  the 
watcher  in  the  sanctuary,  who  has  realized 
her  dignity,  and  in  the  presence  of  her 
God  is  gathering  food  for  meditation — a 
meditation  which  shall  explain  the  spirit- 
ual meaning  of  the  vast  types  which  sur- 
round her;  a  contemplation  which  shall 
enable  her  to  realize  the  whole  purport  of 
creation — that  expression  of  the  idea  of 
God,  that  outpouring  of  the  eternal  har- 
monies, that  clothing  of  the  spirit,  that 
embodiment  of  the  eternal  attributes ;  in 
a  word,  it  is  Mary  watching  over  the  child- 
hood of  the  Lord  Jesus,  her  Son,  her  God ; 
it  is  Mary  cherishing  the  human  develop- 
ment of  the  Eternal  Spirit.  It  is  Mary, 
worshippingat  the  shrine  of  a  new  creation, 
which  shall  explain  all  past  anomalies  ;  it 
is  Mary  at  the  feet  of  one  who  obeys  her, 
while  the  heavens  and  the  earth  and  all 
things  contained  therein  are  sustained  by 
His  power,  His  wisdom  and  His  love.  It 
is  Mary,  the  spouse  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
drawing  inspiration  from  the  fountain  of 
grace,  while  she  witnesses  and  assists  in 
building  up  the  human  temple  in  "whom 
dwelleth  all  the  fulness  of  the  Godhead." 
It  is  Mary  garnering  up  stores  of  power, 
of  light,  of  knowledge,  which  shall  here- 
after shine  through  her,  and  become  the 
medium  of  instruction  to  the  wisdom- 
seeker,  the  means  of  consolation  to  the 
mourner,  of  healing  to  the  sick  and 
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wounded,  and  of  elevation  to  the  contem- 
plative. It  is  Mary  inhaling  large  volumes 
of  love,  which  when  she  rises  shall  issue 
from  her  frame,  tempered  by  -passing 
through  her  humanity,  so  as  to  be  ren- 
dered more  available  to  the  humanity  of 
the  world,  but  losing  nothing  of  its  purity, 
of  its  elevating  tendency,  its  wondrous  in- 
sight into  harmonies  which  link  in  heavenly 
tones  material  sounds  showing  forth  in 
simple  notes  of  melody  the  true,  the  good — 
sublime  in  unity,  but  multifarious  in  those 
varying  forms  which  when  combined  at- 
tune themselves  in  choral  harmonies  en- 
trancing every  soul.  It  is  Mary,  mother 
of  the  divine  spirit  in  humanity — com- 
municator of  the  grace  she  has  received; 
Mary,  the  harmonizer  of  the  human  and 
divine,  from  whom  mankind  received  the 
Saviour,  the  Repairer;  Mary,  the  example 
of  the  world,  seeking  knowledge  where 
only  it  can  issue  unalloyed,  and  receiving 
with  that  knowledge  power  and  love ;  Mary, 
in  whom  is  the  proverb  fulfilled :  "  They 
that  seek  the  Lord,  understand  all  things."* 

How  different  from  the  science  that 
dazzles  the  world  with  the  glitter  of  its 
guesses  is  this  knowledge  drawn  at  the 
'fountain  head,  seen  in  God,  which  puffeth 
no  one  up  with  the  vainglory,  because 
it  is  seen  in  its  full  connection  as  pro- 
ceeding from  the  counsels  of  the  Most 
High,  and  irradiated  with  His  glory,  be- 
fore which  all  vainglory  pales  as  fade  the 
stars  on  the  rising  of  the  sun. 

Mary  went  not  forth  with  mallet  and 
chisel  to  examine  fragments  of  the  mighty 
hills,  to  dive  in  the  recesses  of  its  caverns, 
and  thence  adduce  a  theory  which  should 
furnish  her  with  a  fallacy  wherewith  to  de- 
throne God  from  His  supremacy  in  human 
hearts.  She  remembered  His  promise  to 
His  children, — "and  they  shall  be  taught 
of  God," — and  she  remained  in  the  sanctu- 
ary to  learn  by  adoration. 

The  angels  guiding  the  glittering  orbs 
through  the  vast  realms  of  space  unveiled 
themselves  to  the  contemplative  eye  of 
heaven's  elected  bride:  the  mother  of  in- 


*  Prov.  xxviii,  5, 


carnate  wisdom  did  not  watch  in  vain 
when  in  material  forms  she  traced  the 
spirit,  and  in  the  law  that  sent  them  forth 
beheld  the  great  idea  of  order,  of  attrac- 
tion, vital  force — concealed  from  vulgar 
eyes,  yet  manifest  to  her,  the  watcher  in 
the  sanctuary. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Supplication* 


Holy  Mother,  as  I  pray 

Bend  those  loving  eyes  on  me  t 
Turn,  O  turn  thou  not  away, 

Let  me  breathe  my  woes  to  thee  ! 

n. 

At  thy  feet  close  let  me  steal, 
Mary!  am  I  not  thy  child? 

Speak  !  O  whisper  as  I  kneel 

One  word  to  calm  this  tumult  wild. 


Darkness  !  gloom  !  this  stifled  air  ! 

These  heavy  clouds  that  round  me  roll  i 
Sweet  Mother  !  pray  'tis  not  despair, 

This  iron  hand  that  grasps  my  soul  I 

rv. 

Nearer,  nearer  let  me  creep  ! 

I'd  clasp  those  holy  feet  of  thine; 
O,  see  what  bitter  tears  I  weep  ! 

Behold  what  bitter  grief  is  mine  I 

v. 

See  my  heart,  'tis  like  a  grave, 

Where  shrouded  joys  all  mould'ring  lie, 
The  brightest  hopes  life  ever  gave 

Now  glide  like  weeping  spectres  by. 

VL 

Crushing,  darker  grows  the  gloom  I 
I  grope  my  way  !  I  cannot  see  ; 

Oh,  smile,  and  light  this  living  tomb  I 
My  Mother!  Mary!  speak  to  me! 

vn. 
Oh,  smile,  and  speak,—  this  heart  will  break  ; 

In  mercy  reach  thy  hand  to  me  ; 
This  bruised  heart  to  Jesus  take, 

That,  bleeding,  prays  and  clings  to  thee, 
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LETTER 

Granting  to  all  the  faithful  a  Plenary  In- 
dulgence in  the  form  of  a  Jubilee, 

AND 

ORDERING  PRAYERS    FOR   THE  GENERAL    COUNCIL. 


To  all  the  Faithful  who  shall  see  this  Let- 
ter :  POPE  PIUS  IX:  Health  and 

the  Apostolic  Benediction  : 
No  one  can  be  ignorant  that  we  have 
decreed  the  opening  of  an  (Ecumenical 
Council  in  our  Vatican  Basilica  on  the  8th 
of  December  next,  the  day  consecrated  to 
the  Immaculate  Conception  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  Mother  of  God.  Since  that  time 
we  have  never  ceased  humbly  to  pray  with 
fervor,  and  to  supplicate  "  the  Father  of 
lights,  from  whom  cometh  doxrii  every 
best  gift,  and  every  perfect  gift,"  to  send 
down  "the  wisdom  that  sitteth  by  His 
throne,"  to  remain  with  us,  to  work  in  us, 
that  we  may  know  what  is  agreeable  to 
Him.  That  almighty  God  may  deign  to 
listen  to  our  prayers,  and  incline  His  ear 
to  our  supplications,  we  have  determined 
to  excite  all  the  faithful  to  greater  piety 
and  devotion  in  order  that  by  uniting 
their  prayers  to  ours,  we  may  obtain  the 
aid  of  His  all-powerful  arm,  arid  the  heav- 
enly light,  that  so  we  may  establish  in 
this  Council  all  that  can  contribute  to  the 
salvation  of  Christians,  and  to  the  greater 
glory,  happiness,  and  peace  of  the  Catholic 
Church.  And  as  prayers  are  more  agree- 
able to  God  when  they  ascend  from  a  clean 
heart,  that  is,  from  a  soul  purified  from  all 
stain, — we  wish  on  this  occasion  to  open 
with  apostolic  liberality  the  celestial  treas- 
ury of  Indulgences  of  which  the  dispensa- 
tion is  confided  to  us,  so  that  encouraged 
thereby  to  true  repentance,  and  purified 
from  all  sin  in  the  Saci'ament  of  Penance, 
the  faithful  may  approach  with  greater 
confidence  to  the  throne  of  God,  and  ob- 
tain by  this  opportune  assistance  His 
mercy  and  His  grace. 

With  this  intention  we  announce  to  the 
whole  Catholic  world  an  Indulgence  in 
the  form  of  a  Jubilee.  In  the  name  of 
God  most  powerful  and  most  merciful, 


supported  by  the  authority  of  the  holy 
apostles  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul,  and  in 
virtue  of  the  power  of  binding  and  loosing 
with  which  our  Lord  has  invested  us,  how- 
ever unworthy,  we  grant  a  Plenary  Indul- 
gence, and  remission  of  all  their  sins,  as 
it  is  granted  in  the  year  of  Jubilee,  to  all 
the  faithful  of  both  sexes,  either  dwelling 
in  our  much-loved  city  of  Rome,  or  having 
come  within  her  wall,  who  shall  between 
the  first  of  June  and  the  day  of  the  open- 
ing of  the  (Ecumenical  Council  convoked  • 
by  us,  visit  the  basilicas  of  St.  John 
Lateran,  of  the  Prince  of  the  Apostles,  and 
St.  Mai'ia  Majore,  or  at  least  visit  one  of 
them  twice,  and  devoutly  pray  there  for 
some  time  for  the  conversion  of  sinners, 
for  the  propagation  of  the  faith,  and  for 
the  peace,  tranquillity,  and  triumph  of  the 
Catholic  Church;  who,  in  addition  to  the 
accustomed  fast  of  the  Ember  days  shall 
fast  for  three  days,  even  not  consecutively, 
that  is  to  say,  Wednesday,  Friday  and  Sat- 
urday, and  who,  in  the  course  of  the  time, 
shall  have  confessed  their  sins,  reverently 
received  the  Holy  Sacrament  of  the  Eu- 
charist, and  given  some  alms  to  the  poor 
according  to  their  power.  To  all  not  liv- 
ing in  Rome,  we  grant  the  same  Plenary 
Indulgence,  and  remission  of  their  sins, 
on  condition  of  their  visiting,  within  the 
given  time,  the  churches  which  shall  be 
pointed  out  by  the  ordinary  of  the  place, 
or  the  vicars  to  whom  the  charge  of  souls 
is  committed,  and  fulfilling  the  conditions 
already  spoken  of.  This  Indulgence  is 
applicable  to  the  souls  in  purgatory. 

Travellers  by  land  and  sea  may  gain  it 
by  fulfilling  the  conditions  and  visiting 
twice  the  cathedral  or  parish  church  of 
the  place  where  they  are. 

As  to  the  regulars  of  either  sex  who 
live  in  monasteries,  and  all  persons  whether 
lay  or  clerical,  secular  or  regular,  who, 
detained  in  prison,  or  for  any  cause  de- 
prived of  their  liberty,  or  prevented  by 
sickness  or  other  obstacles,  shall  find  it 
impossible  to  comply  with  the  conditions, 
we  grant  to  any  confessor  approved  by  the 
bishop,  the  power  of  commuting  the  works 
of  piety  for  some  others,  or  of  postponing 
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them  to  a  future  time  not  distant,  or  of 
prescribing  such  things  as  these  penitents 
may  be  able  to  perform.  Confessors  may 
also  dispense  from  Communion  those  chil- 
dren who  have  not  yet  made  their  first 
Communion. 

Also,  to  all  the  faithful,  secular  and  reg- 
ular, of  whatsoever  order  or  institute  they 
may  be,  we  grant  the  power  of  choosing  a 
confessor  either  secular  or  regular,  pro- 
vided they  choose  one  approved  by  the 
bishop.  This  permission  is  extended  to 
all  religious  novices  and  others,  provided 
the  confessor  is  approved  by  the  religious, 
and  these  confessors  shall  have  the  power, 
for  this  time  only,  to  absolve  and  release, 
inforo  conscientice,  from  excommunication 
and  other  ecclesiastical  censures  a  jure  or 
ab  homine. 

In  virtue  of  holy  obedience  we  exhort 
and  command  most  rigorously  the  Ordi- 
naries of  each  separate  place,  or,  in  the  ab- 
sence of  their  vicars,  whoever  has  the 
charge  of  souls  in  their  place,  that  as  soon 
as  they  shall  judge  it  to  be  convenient 
after  seeing  this  letter,  they  shall  publish 
or  cause  to  be  published,  in  their  churches 
and  dioceses,  provinces,  towns,  and  vil- 
'lages,  the  name  of  the  church  or  churches 
which  are  to  be  visited  in  order  to  gain 
the  Indulgence. 

We  also  ordain  that  from  the  1st  of  June 
next,  to  the  close  of  the  (Ecumenical  Coun- 
cil, all  the  priests  of  the  Catholic  world, 
secular  or.  regular,  shall  add  every  day  in 
in  their  Mass,  the  prayer  to  the  Holy  Ghost, 
and  that  besides  the  accustomed  Mass,  the 
Mass  of  the  Holy  Ghost  shall  be  said 
every  Thursday,  except  on  a  double  of  the 
first  or  second  class,  in  all  the  parish 
churches,  basilicas,  or  collegiate  churches 
in  Rome,  and  in  all  cathedrals  and  college 
chapels  throughout  the  world,  by  their 
respective  canons,  also  in  every  church 
served  by  regulars,  and  bound  to  say  a 
conventual  Mass. 

This  Mass  of  the  HolyGho  st  binds  under  no 
obligation  regarding  the  application  of  it. 

Given  at  St.  Peter's  in  Rome,  the   llth 
April,  1869,  the  23rd  year  of  our  Pontificate. 
N.  CARD.  PARACCIANI  CLABELLI. 


THE  ROMAN  CATACOMBS, 

And  their  Connection  with  Catholic  Dogma, 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  REV.  M.  WOLTER,  BY  REV. 
J.  A.  BERGHATH. 

"Sed  tu  qui  legis,  ora  pro  me  et  (h)abeas  Domi- 
num  protectorem." — Catacombs  of  Pontianu*. 

THE  CHUECH  SUFFERING. 

XIV. 

The  love  entertained  by  the  early  Chris- 
tians for  the  souls  in  Purgatory  did  not 
content  itself  with  mere  sympathy  for  their 
sufferings,  and  prayers  for  their  relief. 
Based  upon  the  Catholic  principle  regard- 
ing the  merit  of  good  works,  we  find  this 
charity  for  the  departed  also  manifesting 
itself  in  yet  many  other  most  efficient 
ways.  Thus  we  find  the  Christians  of  that 
period  having  the  Holy  Sacrifice  offered  up 
for  the  souls  of  the  departed,  especially  on 
the  anniversaries  of  their  death ;  again  we 
see  them  performing  various  good  works 
in  behalf  of  those  who  have  gone  before 
them,  or  undertaking  difficult  pilgrimages 
for  their  sake;  nay,  even  the  assistance 
of  the  saints  is  implored  for  this  purpose. 
The  latter  assertion  may  be  proved  from 
monumental  inscriptions,  and  by  thousands 
of  memorials  still  left  visible  on  the  walls 
of  the  crypts.  Here  are  some  of  this  kind: 
"Lady  Basilla,  we  recommend  to  thee 
our  daughter  Crescentia."  COMMEN- 
DAMVS  TIBI.  "May  lord  ffippolytus, 
by  his  prayers,  obtain  for  you  relief."  "  O, 
thou  martyr  Januarius,  refresh  the  spirit  of 
(Maxi)mus."  "Here  resteth  Cyriace  .  .  . 
in  testimony  of  her  life  the  holy  martyrs 
shall  be  her  advocates  with  God  and  Christ." 
ERVNT  ADVOCATI.  This  advocator- 
ship  of  the  saints  we  also  find  exemplified 
in  several  paintings  that  decorate  the  tombs 
of  the  catacombs.  In  these  we  behold  the 
Saviour  represented  as  judge,  while  near 
Him  are  the  saints,  also  seated,  as  if  they 
were  councillors  or  associate  judges— a 
representation  by  which  the  artist  undoubt- 
edly intended  to  express  the  confident 
faith  of  the  early  Church  in  the  intercession 


374 


of  the  saints  and  the  partaking  of  their 
merits. 

With  these  remarks  we  close  our  dis- 
quisition on  the  "  Church  suffering,"  and 
this  all  the  more  readily,  as  we  are  con- 
vinced that  a  further  requisition  upon  the 
material  that  lies  ready  at  our  hand  is  not 
necessary  to  enable  our  readers  to  form 
an  opinion  and  draw  the  conclusion  which 
must  inevitably  follow.  Let  the  experi- 
ment be  made :  and  a  non-Catholic,  who 
has  learned  from  the  symbolic  books  that 
were  placed  in  his  hands  to  regard  our 
doctrine  concerning  Purgatory  as  nothing 
more  than  "  a  mischievous  invention  of 
the  devil" — we  say,  let  such  an  one  be 
conducted  into  one  of  these  ancient  Chris- 
tian cemeteries  and  museums.  Once  there, 
you  may  leave  him  confidently  to^decide 
for  himself,  whether  or  not  these  venerable 
vaults  have  the  appearence  of  a  Catholic 
cemetery  as  seen  at  the  present  day,  and 
whether  or  not  Catholic  charity  has  clus- 
tered its  mementos  around  the  graves  of 
those  early  and  sainted  dead  with  almost 
the  same  profusion  with  which  the  faith- 
ful ivy  throws  its  festive  screen  of  never- 
fading  verdure  around  the  tombstones  of 
our  loved  and  lost.  Such  an  one,  if  he  is 
otherwise  honest,  will  be  just  as  loth  to 
deny  the  self-evident  fact  as  was  the  Re- 
former of  Geneva,  who  has  left  us  the  fol- 
lowing very  remarkable  confession :  "  The 
custom  of  offering  up  prayers  for  the  dead 
can  be  proven  to  have  prevailed  even  1300 
years  ago  (i.  e.,  during  the  apostolic  times) 
— but  then,  I  must  say  that  they  had  all 
fallen  into  error,  "sed  omnes,  fateor,  in 
errorem  abrepti  fueruntf" 

THE  CHURCH  MILITANT. 

xv. 

In  order  to  complete  our  series,  a  few 
words  remain  yet  to  be  said  by  way  of 
throwing  some  light  upon  the  doctrine  re- 
garding the  Church  militant  as  shown 
forth  from  our  studies  of  the  catacombs. 
The  primitive  monuments  there  found 
represent  the  Church  in  most  instances  as 
the  ark  of  God  constructed  by  Christ,  the 
heavenly  Noah,  and  progenitor  of  a  new 


and  ransomed  generation.  In  other  words, 
they  represent  the  Church  as  the  only  in- 
stitution of  its  kind  in  which  safety  and 
salvation  can  be  had. 

It  is  necessary  here  to  make  a  remark 
for  the  better  understanding  of  what  we 
mean.  Ancient  Christian  art  is  of  a  sym- 
bolic nature,  and  stands  subordinate  to  the 
influence  of  a  higher  and  holier  science. 
The  unavoidable  intercourse  of  the  early 
Christians  with  their  neighbors  forced 
them  to  adopt,  not  only  in  their  writings  , 
and  their  public  speeches,  but  also,  in  the 
department  of  painting  and  the  plastic 
arts,  a  certain  rule  of  secrecy,  according 
to  which  all  of  these  proficiencies  were 
only  made  so  many  means  whereby  to 
throw  a  veil,  as  it  were,  over  the  chief 
mysteries  of  the  faith.  Hence,  as  a  general 
rule,  the  paintings,  etc.,  found  in  the 
catacombs  have  yet  another  and  a  far 
deeper  signification  than  that  which  at 
first  sight  strikes  the  eye  of  a  casual  be- 
holder. These  pictures  are  only  a  historic 
or  symbolic  curtain,  through  which  the 
hidden  idea  shines  forth  to  the  initiated, 
thus  giving  it  life  and  vigor.  This  may 
be  said  more  particularly  of  the  biblical 
scenes  not  unfrequently  met  with,  and 
explains  to  us  at  once  the  reason  why  the 
artist  has  but  very  seldom  rendered  any 
given  scene  in  strict  accordance  with  the 
wording  of  the  Bible — purely  because  the 
the  picture  was  not  intended  to  be  a  mere 
representation  of  a  simple  historic  fact. 
Thus,  for  example,  we  often  meet  with  a 
picture  of  Noah  in  our  walks  through  the 
various  sepulchral  chambers.  In  most  of 
these  he  is  represented  as  emerging  half- 
length  from  a  square  box, ,  which  seems 
barely  large  enough  to  contain  his  entire 
person.  Nor  is  the  expression  given  him 
always  the  same ;  for  now  he  appears  in 
the  flower  of  youth,  then  again  as  an  old 
man,  while  on  several  occasions  he  is  even 
represented  as  a  woman, — always  with  his 
arms  uplifted  in  prayer,  and  for  the  most 
part  accompanied  by  a  dove  bearing  the 
olive-branch. 

We  have  therefore,  evidently,  in  these 
pictures  a  representation  of  the  departed 
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Christian^  who  rises  up  from  that  firm  ark, 
the  Church  on  earth,  to  the  resurrection 
and  the  eternal  life  in  God,  for  the  simple 
reason  that  he  has  died  as  a  member  of, 
und  in  peace  with,  the  Church,  and  not  like 
unto  those  who,  according  to  St.  Epipha- 
nius, "  have  departed  withoutpeace."  Now, 
let  us  ask,  could  the  Catholic  tenet,  that 
"  Outside  of  the  Church  there  is  no  salva- 
tion," be  more  expressively  symbolized? 
Again,  the  saving  ark  is  seen  to  float  on 
the  troubled  diluvian  waters  that  cover 
the  earth,  whereby  we  are  to  understand 
that  the  Church  on  earth  is  of  her  very 
nature  a  militant,  an  oppressed  and  a  per- 
secuted one.  To  insinuate  this  idea  all 
the  more  plainly,  we  find,  at  least  in  one 
instance,  that  Noah  (i.  e.,  the  Christian) 
instead  of  emerging  from  his  stereotype 
box,  is  seen  standing  in  a  round  barrel 
neatly  decorated  with  lions'  heads,  and 
evidently  suggestive  of  a  wine-press.  The 
same  idea  seems  to  predominate  quite  fre- 
quently in  the  paintings  that  represent 
Jonas,  the  prophet.  On  the  waves  of  a 
storm-lashed  ocean  we  behold  a  ship  whose 
mast,  boom  or  tiller  is  ornamented,  now 
with  a  cross,  then  agaia  with  a  symbol  of 
Christ  (i.  e.,  a  fish  or  monogram),  or  else 
with  a  dove  representing  the  Holy  Ghost. 
On  board  the  ship  itself  we  occasionally 
meet  with  a  praying  figure,  symbolic  of 
the  Church  and  of  Mary,  or  else  the  craft 
bears  the  superscription :  "  Jesus,"  to  in- 
dicate the  divine  protection  promised  and 
awarded  to  the  Church  of  God.  The  storm- 
tossed  sea  underneath  evidently  points  to 
the  militant  condition  of  the  Church  here 
on  earth,  while  amid  the.  foam-crested 
waves  there  is  seen  swimming  a  monster 
with  gigantic  head,  serpent-like  neck  and 
coiled-up  tail,  which  is  evidently  designed 
to  represent,  not  so  much  the  whale  of 
Jonas,  as  rather  the  infernal  dragon.  When 
we  therefore  behold  the  prophet  cast  over- 
board into  the  open  jaws  of  this  monster, 
a  double  interpretation  of  the  picture  is 
quite  in  its  place.  First  it  symbolizes  how 
the  Christian  who  apostatizes^  or  is  expelled 
from  the  safe  ship  of  the  Church,  becomes 
at  once  a  prey  to  the  devil,  and  in  this 


sense  we  draw  from  it  a  proof  to  sustain 
our  argument.  But  the  picture  also  rep- 
resents in  a  symbolic  form  how  the  dying 
Christian  sinks  from  the  firm  deck  of  the 
Church  into  the  yawning  grave — t.  «.,  into 
the  jaws  of  death.  And  as  the  monster  of 
the  sea  in  the  olden  time  spewed  out  the 
prophet  Jonas — thereby  typifying  the  res- 
urrection of  Christ — so  shall  the  grave  also, 
at  some  future  day,  give  back  its  Christian 
dead  that  they  may  thenceforward  rest  for- 
ever from  their  labors  in  the  delicious 
shades  of  Paradise.  We  need  here  but 
simply  indicate  how  strikingly  all  these 
truths  are  expressed  in  the  generally  com- 
bined scenes  of  the  punishment,  the  rescue 
and  the  rest  of  Jonas, 

In  conclusion,  we  beg  leave  to  refer  to 
yet  two  other  paintings  which  express 
most  forcibly  the  idea  of  the  one  saving 
Church  in  contradistinction  to  the  many 
sects  of  false  and  unbelievers.  One  of 
these  paintings  covers  both  sides  of  an 
arcosolium.  To  the  right  we  see  the  pic- 
ture of  the  Good  Shepherd,  watching  and 
guarding  His  sheep  on  good,  rich  pastures, 
while  on  the  left  we  behold  the  hireling, 
surrounded  on  all  sides  by  rushes  and 
moor-grass,  making  preparations  to  milk 
his  sheep  in  a  most  brutal  manner.  This, 
in  our  opinion,  is  the  strongest  possible 
juxtaposition  in  which  the  blessings  of 
the  Catholic  Church  and  the  fatal  curse  of 
any  and  all  heresy  could  be  placed.  In 
the  second  painting,  to  which  we  desire  to 
direct  attention,  there  may  be  seen  a  lamb 
placed  between  two  ravenous  wolves.  Over 
the  lamb  there  is  the  superscription: 
"  SVSANNA,"  while  the  wolves  are  des- 
ignated as  «  SENIORIS  "  (elders).  The 
lamb,  in  this  connection,  of  course  typifies 
the  chaste  bride  of  Christ,  i.  e.,  the  Church, 
while  the  lecherous  elders  serve  as  the 
representatives  of  those  unhappy  men  who 
oppose  the  Church  and  thereby  imprint 
the  seal  of  God's  condemnation  on  their 
foreheads. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 

^  •  •»  *  » 

AMIDST   affronts  and  injuries  we  may 
gather  a  harvest  of  virtues. 
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AVE      MARIA. 


[Translated  from  the  French  for  the  ATE  MARIA.] 

MARY   OUR  MODEL. 


X. — MAKY  MODEL  OF  MOTHERS. 

In  the  eyes  of  faith  it  is  beautiful  to  be 
a  mother — that  is  to  say,  to  be  associated 
with  the  Creator  in  giving  life  to  intelli- 
gent beings  who  are  immortal  and  will 
partake  of  the  heritage  of  Jesiis  Christ. 
But  this  maternity,  so  grand  and  so  beau- 
tiful, imposes  upon  mothers  obligations 
which  they  cannot  forget  Avithout  being 
guilty  of  unfaithfulness.  For  their  chil- 
dren whom  God  gives  them  belong  more 
to  Him  than  to  them.  What  are  they,  in 
fact,  but  the  instruments  of  His  omnipo- 
tence ?  The  illustrious  mother  ^f  the 
Machabees  said  with  much  good  sense  to 
her  sons  :  "  I  know  not  how  you  were  formed 
in  my  womb :  for  I  neither  gave  you  breath, 
nor  soul,  nor  life  ;  neither  did  I  frame  the 
limbs  of  every  one  of  you.  But  the  Crea- 
tor of  the  world,  that  formed  the  nativity 
of  man,  and  that  found  out  the  origin  of 
of  all,  He  will  restore  to  yon  again  in 
His  mercy,  both  breath  and  life,  as  you 
now  despise  yourselves  for  the  sake,  of 
His  laws."  *  No  being  comes  into  exist- 
ence but  by  Him ;  not  a  spark  of  intelli- 
gence flashes,  not  an  atom  of  matter  moves, 
not  an  effect  is  produced  by  a  secondary 
cause,  without  the  will  of  the  First  Cause. 
The  infant  that  is  born  belongs  entirely 
to  Him  before  being  its  mother's.  He 
entrusts  it  to  her  rather  than  gives  it  to 
her.  It  is  He  who  created  it,  Avho  assigns 
to  it  its  end,  and  who  traces  its  way  and 
places  just  conditions  for  the  attainment 
of  happiness.  The  mother  whom  He  as- 
sociates with  Himself  in  His  work  of  love, 
cannot  swerve  from  His  plan  without 
revolting  against  Him,  without  being 
grievously  culpable.  For  if  He  shares 
with  creatures  the  sublime  titles  of  father 
and  mother,  He  never  abdicates  His  own 
peculiar  title  of  Creator. 


*  2  Mach.  vii,  22,  23. 


What  mother  has  ever  so  thoroughly" 
understood  these  elementary  and  funda- 
mental truths  as  the  august  Virgin  Mary? 
Before  receiving  the  Word  of  God  in  her 
chaste  womb,  she  said  to  the  archangel 
Gabriel:  "Behold  the  handmaid  of  the 
Lord ;"  and  these  words  became  the  rule 
of  her  whole  life.  Then  only,  the  heavenly 
Father  confided  His  Son  to  her  care,  and  as  a 
recompense  for  her  humble  docility  He 
conferred  on  her  in  her  divine  maternity 
the  greatest  glory  that  a  creature  coiild 
receive.  For  is  there  in  heaven  or  on  earth 
a  dignity  to  be  compared  to  that  of  the 
Mother  of  God  ? 

O  Christian  mothers,  if  you  are  also  serv- 
ants of  God,  and  your  children  are  truly 
His  children  of  adoption,  your  glory  shall 
be  great  before  honest  men  and  before 
the  angels  of  heaven  ;  for  you  are  in  one 
sense  the  mothers  of  the  sons  of  God ;  you 
will  see  them  one  day  crowned  in  His 
kingdom  and  treated  as  the  well-beloved 
brothers  of  Jesus  Christ.  You  will  enjoy 
their  triumph  and  have  your  share  in  it. 

Already  you  are  honored  as  such  by  the 
Church,  if  you  are  really  the  servants  of 
God  and  co-workers  with  Him.  But  do  not 
forget  that  you  owe  all  your  dignity  to 
religion ;  for  without  it  you  would  fall 
to  the  rank  of  those  who  fill  the  forests 
with  monkeys  and  wolves. 

Must  we  speak  plainly  ?  When  a  woman 
forgets  her  most  sacred  duties  she  lowers 
herself  below  the  beasts  of  the  forest; 
for  these  nourish  their  young,  and  defend 
them  from  all  peril ;  whereas  we  see  heart- 
less mothers  abandon  to  mercenary  arms 
the  children  that  God  gives  them,  and 
thenceforward  care  neither  for  their  souls 
nor  their  bodies. 

If  a  painful  necessity  compelled  them 
to  do  this,  they  might  be  pardoned;  but 
most  frequently  there  is  no  other  motive 
for  the  neglect  of  this  first  duty  of  a  mother 
than  the  wish  to  avoid  the  trouble  of  bring- 
ing up  a  child,  or  the  fear  of  being  de- 
prived of  some  frivolous  pleasure. 

Well,  le.t  us  not  hesitate  a  moment  to 
proclaim  it:  the  wife  who  does  not  wish 
to  be  a  mother,  or  who  wishes  to  be  a 
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mother  only  on  the  condition  of  not  ful- 
filling her  duty,  is  the  shame  of  her  sex. 

Do  we  mean  to  say  that  the  duties  of 
maternity  are  not  painful  to  nature?  By 
no  means;  they  require  unceasing  devoted- 
ness.  The  mother,  the  true  mother,  must 
renounce  the  golden  dreams  of  the  young 
girl;  she  is  condemned  to  night-vigils, 
to  anxieties,  to  privations  and  self-sac- 
rifice without  reserve.  Ah!  if  I  should 
tell  what  we  have  cost  our  mothers — we 
who  have  had  good  mothers — what  a  tab- 
leau I  should  have  to  paint !  But  I  yield 
the  pen  to  some  one  of  those  good  mothers 
whom  I  know  and  whom  I  admire.  I  can 
only  exclaim:  Who  among  us  can  ever  be 
sufficiently  grateful  for  so  much  love,  for 
so  many  benefits!  Maternity  is  synony- 
mous with  tenderness,  sorrow  and  devo- 
tedness,  but  it  is  none  the  less  the  honor 
of  woman.  !''v; 

What  heart  has  better  understood  these 
sublime  sentiments  than  the  heart  of  Mary  ? 
What  mother  has  ever  put  them  in  practice 
with  more  perfection?  She  never  quitted 
Jesus  for  a  moment;  she  served  Him  in 
poverty,  in  exile — in  the  most  painful  cir- 
cumstances. She  would  rather  have  died 
than  be  separated  from  Him.  Behold  the 
model  of  mothers  ! 

You  must  know  how  to  love  your  chil- 
dren for  themselves,  or  rather  for  God,  and 
not  for  yourselves ;  that  is — you  must 
love  them  wisely ;  love  their  souls  more 
than  their  bodies;  instruct  them  for  heav- 
en rather  than  earth,  and  take  more  care 
of  their  salvation  than  of  their  life.  Thus, 
faith  prescribes.  Thus  you  will  receive 
the  benediction  of  the  heavenly  Father. 

LACK  OF  THE  MATERNAL  INSTINCT. 

After  reading  so  many  beautiful  pages, 
written  by  brilliant  authors,  upon  maternal 
instinct,  if  we  did  not  thoroughly  know  the 
corruption  of  society  at  the  present  day  it 
would  be  difficult  to  imagine  how  this  in- 
stinct, so  natural  and  so  admirable,  could 
disappear  from  the  heart  of  a  woman  ;  yet 
such  is  the  result  of  selfishness  and  the  un- 
bridled love  of  pleasure. 


Madam  B —  is  one  of  those  women  of 
whom  we  have  already  spoken,  who  marry 
only  to  give  themselves  up  with  less  re- 
straint to  their  passion  for  worldly  pleas- 
ures; and  far  from  desiring  the  honor  of  be- 
ing a  mother,  she  fears  it.  To  be  kept  at 
home  by  little  ones  who  cry  day  and  night, 
— who  are  noisy,  slovenly,  sick,  and  always 
troublesome, — is  not  that  rather  too  much 
for  a  young  woman  who  wishes  to  enjoy 
life,  and  who  has  never  yet  made  a  single 
sacrifice?  She  prays  heaven  to  let  her 
free  before  ten  years,  and  this  perhaps  is 
the  only  prayer  she  ever  makes. 

As  for  Mr.  B — ,  he  asks  for  a  son  and 
daughter,  and  murmurs  against  Provi- 
dence for  bestowing  on  him  more  chil- 
dren, because  his  plans  for  the  future  can- 
not be  definitely  arranged.  He  has  calcu- 
lated that  his  fortune  divided  between  two 
would  be  for  each  a  becoming  inheritance, 
and  ensure  them  a  rank  worthy  of  his  name. 
He  thinks  God  would  conform  to  his  wish- 
es, and  his  prayer  seems  like  a  menace. 

He  consented  beforehand  that  his  dear 
wife  should  not  be  troubled  with  nursing 
her  children.  He  knows  they  will  not  be 
seen  in  the  house  from  the  day  after  their 
birth,  and  that  another  woman  will  take 
charge  of  them  while  their  mother  will 
take  her  drives,  go  to  dances,  theatres, 
and  all  the  rest. 

How  maternal,  noble,  Christian  and 
worthy  of  praise  is  all  this  ?  Alas !  the 
like  actions — unknown  to  the  beasts  of 
the  forest — are  not  rare  in  our  degraded 
society. 

Notwithstanding,  heaven  seeme.d  to  grant 
the  request  of  the  father.  Madam  B — 
had  first  a  son.  She  confided  him  at  once 
to  a  nurse,  who  nourished  it  with  her  sub- 
stance and  became  really  its  mother ;  but 
a  secret  taint  in  the  blood  of  the  nurse  was 
communicated  to  the  child — he  languished 
awhile  and  died. 

Madam  B —  had  afterwards  a  daughter, 
whom  she  placed  in  the  hands  of  another 
nurse  chosen  with  greater  care.  The  child 
lived  and  realized  all  their  wishes,  for  she 
had  a  pretty  face  and  displayed  a  charm- 
ing character.  When  she  was  old  enough 
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to  amuse  her  mother  by  her  pretty  ways 
she  was  brought  home,  and  soon  became 
her  idol.  Her  mother  was  so  proud  of  her 
that  she  had  her  praised  and  admired  by 
everyone.  That  is  the  same  thing  as  to 
say  that  she  spoiled  her  daughter,  and 
gave  her  her  own  liking  for  vanity  and 
pleasure.  Hardly  was  this  young  girl  fif- 
teen years  old  when  her  parents  sought 
an  alliance  worthy  of  her.  But  a  sudden 
attack  of  typhoid  fever  carried  her  off  in 
ten  days.  Farewell  to  the  hopes  of  pride, 
and  to  golden  dreams  ! 

Great  was  the  grief  of  the  family ;  the 
father  and  mother  supplicated  heaven  to 
give  them  otjier  children.  But  heaven 
was  deaf  to  their  prayers.  The  two  are 
growing  old,  like  two  isolated  oaks  in  a 
field.  Their  riches  will  go  to  their  jieph- 
ews  and  cousins. 

It  is  thus  God  often  punishes  the  con- 
tempt of  His  providence  and  resistance 
to  His  designs. 

I  could  give  many  examples.  At  other 
times  He  abandons  these  children  of  pride 
and  ambition  to  their  wicked  instincts ; 
and  the  guilty  parents  find  their  own  pun- 
ishment in  the  disorders,  the  scandals 
and  ignominy  of  those  sons  and  daughters 
from  whom  they  expected  their  happiness. 

How  foolish  is  man  to  pretend  to  make 
his  will  and  his  calculations  prevail  against 
the  designs  of  God  ! 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BY    MBS.     ANNA    H.     DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XV.  — LETTERS. 
(Continued.) 

"  I'll  box  your  ears,  you  sarcy  jade,"  re- 
sponded the  Deacon,  quite  purple  in  the 
face. 

"  No  you  won't !"  she  answered,  fearless 
of  consequences,  in  her  zeal  for  the  friends 
so  dearly  loved  and  so  unjustly  injured. 
"  I'd  like  to  know  what  the  battle  of  Lex- 
ington and  Bunker  Hill,  and  all  the  other 
battles  that  you  all  make  such  spread-eagles 


over,  training  days  and  Independence  Day, 
were  fought  for,  if  it  wa'n't  for  liberty  of 
conscience,  and  to  keep  people  from  being 
hung  and  quartered,  if  they  happened  not 
to  be  Puritans?  What  right  have  you 
got  to  meddle  with  Elder  Flemming,  even 
if  he  was  to  turn  Pagan  or  Jew,  so  long  as 
he  don't  cheat  you,  which  you  know  -he 
has  never  done?" 

"  Huldy,  hold  your  tongue.  I'll  have 
no  Papist  in  my  business,  nor  in  my  family 
either;  do  you  hear  that?"  he  exclaimed, 
loosening  his  neckcloth. 

"  Yes,  father,  I  hear  you,"  she  replied, 
defiantly.  "I  hear  you;  but  that  does  not 
change  my  opinion  in  the  least.  And  if 
you  don't  take  care,  you  will  have  one  in 
your  family  more  than  you  count  on." 

"  Huldy  Sneathen  !"  said  Miss  Debby, 
holding  up  her  dough-fringed  hands,  "  I 
wonder  the  bears  don't  rush  down  from 
the  mountings  and  devour  you !  To  talk 
so  to  your  father,  who  is  doing  nothing 
but  a  righteous  act." 

"  If  the  bears  ever  eat  me,  aunty,  it  will 
be  when  they  come  after  you  and  get 
scared  at  the  looks  of  you.  Bears  don't 
like  skin  and  bone,"  said  Hulda,  with  a 
saucy,  angry  laugh. 

"Wai,  neow!"  I'd  like  to  know!" 
gasped  Miss  Debby,  white  with  rage. 

"  Father,"  said  Hulda,  laying  down  the 
spoon,  and  speaking  more  gently  and 
gravely,  "  don't  send  that  letter  to  Elder 
Flemming.  I  am  aorry  I  spoke  saucily  to 
*you — if  that  will  do  any  good ;  but  don't 
send  it." 

"  Don't  meddle  with  what  don't  concern 
you,  Huldy,"  answered  the  Deacon,  re- 
folding the  letter.  "  It's  to  go." 

"  Huldy  Sneathen,  you're  a  sassy  piece 
of  goods ;  and  I  reckon  if  it  wasn't  for 
Nick  Flemming  you  wouldn't  be  so  dret- 
fully  cut  up,"  at  last  broke  out  Miss  Debby. 

"  It  will  make  no  difference  between  me 
and  Nick,  whatever  happens;  depend  upon 
that.  I'd  marry  Nick  Flemming  if  he  was 
the  Pope  himself,"  she  exclaimed,  her  hand- 
some eyes  flashing  with  anger.  "  And  I 
tell  you  again,  father,  you  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  yourself  to  do  such  a  thing  as 
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you  are  going  to  do."  Then  she  turned 
her  back  on  them,  her  heart  throbbing 
passionately  and  tears  blinding  her  as 
she  pretended  to  busy  herself  over,  her  pies. 

Miss  Debby  whispered  something  to  the 
Deacon  as  he  went  towards  the  door,  and 
he  stopped  to  consider  for  a  moment,  then 
said  :  "I  say,  Huldy,  don't  be  going  down 
toFlemming'sany more.  I won'tallow  it." 

The  girl  turned  round  and  looked  at 
her  father,  her  face  pale  now,  and  a  look  in 
it  as  if  she  did  not  quite  comprehend  him. 
"What  did  you  say,  father?" 

"  I  say  you  are  not  to  go  to  Flemming's 
any  more,"  he  repeated. 

"Father!"  she  replied,  looking  straight 
into  his  eyes,  while  her  thin  nostrils  ex- 
panded and  the  color  came  back  in  hues 
of  brightest  carnation  to  her  cheeks  and 
lips.  "  Your  command  is  both  unreason- 
able and  cruel,  and  I  won't  obey  it.  I  shall 
go  to  see  the  Flemmings  as  long  as  they 
will  let  me  come." 

"I  do  admire  to.  see  such  impidence ! 
I'd  lock  you  up,  and  keep  you  on  bread 
and  water,"  exclaimed  Miss  Debby,  in  an 
ecstasy  of  anger. 

"  Try  it, — any  of  you,"  answered  Hulda, 
turning  her  back  once  more.  The  Deacon, 
almost  suffocated  with  excitement,  went 
out  without  another  word,  to  send  his 
letter  away  by  a  messenger  on  horseback, 
that  it  might  the  sooner  reach  its  desti- 
nation; and  Miss  Debby  began  a  severe 
lecture,  which  Hulda  put  a  stop  to  by  tell- 
ing her  if  she  did  not  hold  her  tongue  she 
would  turn  her  out  of  the  kitchen  and  lock 
the  door ;  and  as  Miss  Debby  knew  that 
her  niece  had  not  only  the  spirit  but 
strength  to  put  her  threat  into  execution, 
she  sniffed,  took  a  good  long  stare  at  the 
girl,  standing  there  with  such  a  determined 
look  as  if  only  waiting  for  the  slightest 
provocation  to  do  as  she  said,  gave  her 
chin  an  extra  elevation,  cleared  her  throat 
vociferously,  and  said:  "It  is  wasting 
breath  to  talk  to  you,  Huldy  Sneathen ;" 
then  held  her  peace. 

Hulda  did  not  behave  at  all  like  a  model 
young  lady  in  defying  her  father,  and 
threatening  her  aunt  as  she  did;  but  her 


nature  had  been  engaged,  ever  since  she 
could  remember,  in  a  life-long  conflict  with 
an  injudicious  training,  which  instead  of 
crushing  had  developed  the  spontaneity 
of  her  impulsive  character;  and  if  she  had 
not  propriety  on  her  side  in  this  instance, 
she  had  justice.  Particularly  improper — 
if  she  had  only  known  it — was  her  allusion 
to  the  Pope ;  but  she  only  meant  to  let 
them  know,  in  the  strongest  terms  she 
could  put  it,  that  she  would  marry  Nicholas 
Flemming  if  he  were  ten  thousand  times 
Catholic. 

The  next  day  the  Deacon  received  the 
following  reply  to  his  letter : 

April  10th. 
SHADBACH  SNEATHEN. 

Sir :  Your  letter  informing  me  of  your  decision 
in  relation  to  the  partnership  hitherto  existing  be- 
tween us  is  received.  The  accounts  of  Sneathen  & 
Flemming  are  all  balanced  and  can  be  closed  at 
once.  My  son  Nicholas  has  my  authority  to  settle 
up  my  share  of  the  concern. 

Respectfully  yours, 

WOLFEKT  FLEMMING. 

"He's  jined  to  his  idols,"  muttered  the 
Deacon,  who  felt  much  crestfallen  as  he 
read  and  re-read  the  brief  note  ;  "  and  he's 
too  proud  even  to  thank  me  for  the  offer 
I  made  him.  In  fact,  he  don't  notice  it 
any  way.  Wai !  I've  done  my  duty." 

Flemming's  religion  was  too  far  above 
all  sordidness  to  be  dragged  into  the  mire 
by  such  an  offer  as  Deacon  Sneathen  had 
made  him;  he  did  not  give  it  a  second 
thought  in  connection  with  the  business, 
the  loss  of  which,  it  is  true,  would  bring 
upon  him  a  crowd  of  cares  and  anxieties 
and  pecuniary  troubles,  which  he  scarcely 
dared  to  think  of;  much  less  did  he  listen 
to  the  faintest  whisper  of  temptation  to 
compromise  his  faith  for  worldly  gain — his 
faith,  for  which  he  was  prepared,  if  needs 
be,  to  sacrifice  all.  Then  he  wrote  another 
letter,  this  one  to  Patrick  McCue,  in 
which  he  told  "fcim  of  the  great  change 
wrought  in  his  religious  sentiments  by  the 
book  he  had  left  him,  thanked  him  with 
eloquent  sincerity  for  the  gift  which  had 
been  productive  of  such  great  results  to 
him,  and  asked  him  to  select  other  Catho- 
lic books,  doctrinal  and  devotional,  and 
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forward  the  package  to  him  by  the  stage. 
He  enclosed  fifteen  dollars,  and  though  he 
did  notknow  that  it  would  ever  reach  him, — 
he  did  not  even  know  that  the  peddler 
was  in  Boston, — he  thought  it  something 
worth  the  risk;  and  asking  the  blessing  of 
almighty  God  on  his  intention,  he  rode 
over  to  Wier's  Landing,  the  nearest  post- 
office,  whei'e  he  mailed  his  letter.  Then 
he  wrote  to  Nicholas,  informing  him  of 
the  events  and  changes  that  had  so  recently 
occurred,  and  directed  him  to  wind  up  their 
business  at  the  Pines  as  speedily  as  pos- 
sible and  return  home. 

It  was  a  day  of  surprises  to  Nicholas 
Flemming,  who  had  never  received  more 
than  one  or  two  letters  in  his  life,  to  get 
three  in  one  day;  one  from  his  father, 
which  alone  would  have  given  him  enough 
to  think  over  for  six  months  to  come  ;  one 
from  Deacon  Sneathen,  telling  him  that  he 
withdi-ew  his  consent  to  his  marriage  with 
his  daughter,  "Huldy,"  and  ordered  him 
not  to  visit  her  any  more.  The  grotesque 
pigeon-English  of  the  Deacon  would  have 
made  Nick  Flemmi-ng  laugh  if  it  had  not 
been  for  the  terrible  things  it  meant,  being 
nothing  less  than  the  destruction  of  his 
best  earthly  hopes  and  the  wrecking  of  a 
career  just  begun.  The  third  letter  was 
from  Hulda,  written  in  a  storm  of  anger  and 
affection,  which  really  did  make  him  laugh 
and  ciy  together.  "  You  know,  Nick," 
she  wrote,  "  that  it  is  no  use  to  mind  father 
or  Aunt  Deb.  either.  I  don't.  I  never 
did.  I  know  exactly  what  she's  after,  for 
she's  been  nagging  me  about  it  ever  since 
Eva  threw  George  Merrill  over;  but  it 
won't  do,  although  she  has  succeeded  in 
talking  father  over  to  her  plans.  Not  all 
the  George  Merrills  in  the  world,  if  every 
one  of  them  wore  a  crown,  and  had  Alla- 
deen's  lamp  to  boot,  could  induce  me  to 
change  my  mind.  I  don't  care  a  snap  ;  and 
if  you  don't  want  to  be  off",  I  am 

"  Affectionately  and  faithfully  yours, 

"  HULDA." 

Nicholas  Flemming  had  never  in  all 
his  life  experienced  such  an  excitement. 
"  Here,"  thought  he,  "  is  trouble  in  aheap. 


My  father,  of  all  men  in  the  world,  to  go  and 
turn  Catholic ;  the  business  broken  up,  and 
I  ordered  not  to  see  Hulda,  whom  I  have 
loved  ever  since  she  was  a  little  girl !  A 
pretty  kettle  of  fish  for  a  man  to  jump  into. 
I  wonder  if  I  am  awake  ?  Yes,  I  am  wide 
awake.  That  pinch  convinces  me  that 
I  am  not  dreaming.  I  suppose  there's 
trouble  enough  at  home  among  them  all ; 
and  there's  my  poor  little  mother !  I 
wonder  how  she  takes  it?  She  hasn't 
much  love  for  Papists, — I  know  that.  But 
my  father's  right  to  do  what  he  pleases 
about  his  own  soul; — but,  by  George  !  it's 
mighty  inconvenient !  I  know  that  he 
must  have  had  weighty  and  good  reasons 
for  what  he  has  done!  *  *  *  Whew!" 
Then  Nicholas  Flemming  doubled  up  one 
fist,  and  holding  the  Deacon's  letter  in  the 
palm  of  his  other  hand  he  pounded  it,  then 
tore  it  into  small  bits  and  scattered  them  on 
the  cold  gusty  air.  Then  he  went  into  his 
hut,  stirred  up  the  coals  on  his  hearth, 
filled  his  pipe,  and  sat  down  to  smoke  and 
think  it  all  over. 

[TO    BE    CONTINUED.] 


"A  sweet  and  amiable  zeal  is  far  more 
efficacious  than  that  which  is  harsh  and 
passionate.  Hence  it  is  that "  Isaiah  wish- 
ing to  show  the  Messiah's  power  to  bring 
the  universe  under  the  power  of  his  easy 
yoke,  does  not  call  Him  the  "  Lion  of 
Judah,"  but  the  "Lamb,  the  ruler  of  the 
land."  Mildness  is  come  upon  us  :  and 
we  shall  be  corrected,  says  the  prophet." 
(Ps.  Ixxxix.  10). 

"  WE  should  cherish  those  little  virtues 
which  grow  at  the  foot  of  the  cross,  be- 
cause they  are  bedewed  with  the  Son's 
own  blood;  such  are  patience,  kindness, 
condescension,  tenderness  for  our  neigh- 
bor, suavity  of  manners,  good  nature,  cor- 
diality, candor  and  the  like.  Such  virtues 
are  like  violets  which  grow  better  in  the 
freshness  of  the  shade,  are  best  nourished 
by  the  dew,  and,  however  humble  and 
modest,  diffuse  all  around  a  sweet  odor." 
— St.  Francis  de  Sales. 
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Semi- Annual  Ordination 

AT  THE    PROVINCIAL    SEMINARY,  TROY,  N.   Y. 


The  semi-annual  ordination  at  the  Pro- 
vincial Seminary,  Troy,  N.  Y.,  took  place 
on  Saturday,  May  22.  The  service  was  per- 1 
formed  by  his  Grace,  the  Most  Rev.  Arch- 
bishop, in  the  chapel  of  the  Seminary. 
The  following  is  a  list  of  those  promoted  to 
Orders : 

TO  THE  PRIESTHOOD. 

ArcMiocese  of  New  York. — Rev.  Messrs.  Henry 
P.  Baxter,  Martin  J.  Brophy,  Michael  Callaghan, 
John  C.  Henry,  John  M.  McClancy,  John  J.  Mc- 
Namee,  James  F.  Welsh. 

Diocese  of  Albany, — Rev.  Messrs,  David  J. 
Browne,  John  Kennedy,  Patrick  J.  Muldoon, 
Michael  C.  Mullaney,  John  Scully,  M.  C.  Stanton. 
Diocese  of  Boston. — Rev.  Messrs.  Joseph  H. 
Gallagher,  Daniel  S.  Healy,  Michael  F.  Higgins, 
Laurence  J.  Morris,  James  E.  O'Brien,  Michael 
Walsh. 

Diocese  of  Hartford. — Rev.  Messrs.  Antonio  Ber- 
nard, Patrick  F.  Goodwin,  Joseph  B.  Reid,  Stephen 
P.  Sheffrey,  Owen  M.  Conlan,  Eugene  M.  O'Cal- 
laghan. 

TO  THE  DEACONSHIP. 

Archdiocese  of  New  York. — Rev.  Messrs.  William 
F.  Brady,  James  Mullen.-  ~» 

Diocese  of  Albany. — Damase  Archambeault,  John 
Craven,  Moise  Fournier,  William  B.  Nyhan,  James 
Scanlon,  John  Walsh. 

TO  THE  SUBDEACON8HIP. 

Diocese  of  New  York. — Rev.  Messrs.  Andrew  J. 
Canary,  Patrick  Healy,  Joseph  H.  Hayne,  James 
Mce,  Isidore  Meister,  Martin  O'Flaherty,  Michael 
Phelan. 

Diocese  of  Albany. — Rev.  Messrs.  William  J. 
Bourke,  John  J.  Hayden,  James  S.  Lynch. 

Diocese  of  Boston. — -Rev.  Messrs.  James  H.  Con- 
lan, Philip  J.  Carrigan,  Walter  C.  Henneberry, 
Michael  McManus. 

Diocese  of  Hartford. — Rev.  Martin  Lalor. 

Diocese  of  Portland. — Rev.  Edward  Sweeny. 

Diocese  of  Roclmter. — Rev.  James  F.  Hare. 

Seven  were  promoted  to  Minor  Orders  and 
twenty-six  received  the  Tonsure. 

ORDINATION  AT  MOUNT  ST.  MARY'S  OF  THE 
WEST. — On  Saturday,  May  22,  Priesthood  was  con- 
ferred on  Rev.  Messrs.  T.  Byrne,  A.  Feldhaus,  H. 
Riecken,  N.  Fas,  L.  Klawittcr,-»-all  five  for  the 
Archdiocese  of  Cincinnati;  on  Rev.  P.  Frawlcy 
of  the  Diocese  of  Fort  Wayne,  and  on  Rev.  Brother 
Gregory  of  the  Order  of  St.  Francis,  by  the  Arch- 
bishop.— Cincinnati  Catholic  Telegraph. 


Rome, 


[Correspondence  of  the  London  Register.] 

The  Milanese  conspiracy  and  its  consequences 
continue  to  fill  all  the  Italian  press.  Several  ar- 
rests have  been  made  in  Florence  and  Naples,  and 
Victor  Emmanuel,  after  a  freezing  reception,  left  the 
latter  place  before  the  arrival  of  Prince  Napoleon, 
whom  he  had  gone  purposely  to  meet.  A  plot  to 
assassinate  him  is  reported  to  be  the  motive  of  this 
precipitate  flight.  That  the  conspiracy  includes 
the  assassination  of  the  Emperor  Napoleon  is  also 
certain,  and  since  the  last  examinations  of  those  ar- 
rested, the  Italian  authorities  have  thought  fit  to 
warn  the  Parisian  police  to  watch  the  Italian  emi- 
grants in  France.  Mazzini's  extradition  from  Lu- 
gano has  been  demanded  by  the  Florentine  Cabi- 
net, and  the  Swiss  Minister,  M.  Piada,  has  given 
no  satisfactory  answer,  and  Italy  has  drawn  a  mil- 
itary cordon  across  the  Peninsula  below  Venetia 
to  prevent  the  passage  of  envoys  from  Lugano. 
Switzerland  is  stigmatized  as  harboring  conspira- 
tors and  assassins !  A  very  pretty  pleasantry  from 
the  protectors  of  Cucchi,  Ansiglioni,  and  the  other 
persons  whose  banishment,  with  far  more  reason, 
might  be  demanded  by  Pins  IX !  No  praise  was 
great  enough  once  for  "  generous  Switzerland,  the 
home  of  exiles  and  cradle  of  liberty,"  when  no  one, 
save  Francis  of  Naples,  or  Modena,  or  Louisa  of 
Parma,  or  Pius  IX,  were  menaced.  But  now  that 
the  Ticino  harbors  a  man  who  is  carrying  out  the 
same  theories  in  a  different  direction,  no  name  is 
bad  enough  for  the  Helvetic  confederacy.  When 
all  the  gentlemen  concerned  in  the  events  of  the 
Agro  Romano,  which  is  Menabrea's  polite  way  of 
speaking  of  the  invasion  of  1867,  including  Serris- 
tori,  are  sent  out  of  Italy,  it  will  be  quite  time  for 
Italy  to  sermonize  Switzerland  on  international 
responsibilities. 

THE  POPE  drives  out  every  day,  and  appears 
wonderfully  well,  if  we  may  judge  from  his  fresh 
color  and  cheerful  look.  He  walked  clown  the 
Corso  a  few  dayfe  since,  and  was  most  warmly  re- 
ceived. 

MGR.  TANCIONI,  Rector  of  the  Propaganda,  died 
last  week.  His  loss  will  be  most  sincerely  felt  by 
the  students  and  those  who  had  official  intercourse 
with  him.  The  ex-Minister  of  Public  Works  and 
Agriculture,  Baldini,  is  also  dead,  and  his  funeral 
yesterday  was  attended  by  his  successor,  Cardinal 
Berardin,  and  all  the  Ministers, 

A  MEETING  of  the  heads  of  Catholic  committees 
now  in  Rome  was  held  last  week,  under  the  presi- 
dency of  M.  Deuxmct,  agent  in  Rome  of  the  Paris 
committee,  the  Comte  von  Blome  representing 
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Germany ;  M.  D'Emptine,  Belgium,  and  Monsignor 
Stonor,  England.  The  Peter's  Pence  will  require 
a  much  fuller  organization  this  year,  as  what  has 
been  given  for  the  Jubilee  will  be  absorbed  by  the 
expenses  of  the  Council,  the  current  expenses  of 
the  Holy  See  being  35,000,000  francs,  of  which 
15,000,000  is  devoted  to  the  Pontifical  Army.  The 
meeting  was  held  in  order  to  establish  a  more  per- 
fect understanding  between  the  committees  of  the 
different  countries,  and  to  ensure  common  action 
whenever  needed. 

AMEKICAK  money  and  arms  are  said  to  be  the 
principal  resource  of  the  "  Nuova  Italia,"  as  Maz- 
zini's  special  followers  are  called,  and  the  Ameri- 
can fleet  is  relied  on  for  covert  aid  and  protection. 
Several  of  the  persons  arrested  are  ex-Garibaldians 
of  Montana  and  Viterbo,  and  this  disproves  their 
assertion  that  they  have  had  no  hand  in  the  plot. 
No  doubt  the  less  depraved  among  them  are 
ashamed  of  their  work,  as  wholesale  assassination 
of  priests  and  persons  of  the  reactionary  g^fty  was 
their  aim,  as  the  cipher  correspondences  prove; 
but  they  were  ready  to  profit  by  it  and  to  aid  Maz- 
zini  in  every  way,  Menotti  having  been  at  Lugano 
only  a  day  or  two  before  the  Milan  arrests. 

THERE  seems  a  growing  impression  that  a 
change  in  the  policy  of  France  is  at  hand,  and  will 
date  from  the  month  of  June,  when  the  elections 
will  be  decided.  The  Italian  journals  assert  it,  and 
those  of  the  Ministry  speak  of  it  as  probable.  M. 
Nigra  has,  moreover,  evidently  been  authorized  to 
give  this  impression  by  M.  de  Lavalette. 


IT  seems  to  be  ultimately  decided  now  that  the 
Piazza  Navona  is  to  be  cleared  of  the  buyers  and 
sellers  of  old  wares,  books  and  curiosities,  the  Jew 
costermongers  and  fruttivendoli,  to  be  paved  and 
set  in  order,  and  perhaps  planted ;  it  is  an  improve- 
ment of  which  this  magnificent  Piazza  is  quite 
worthy,  It  is  one  of  the  vastest  in  Europe,  if  not 
the  very  largest;  a  rough  measurment  one  day 
gave  me  a  length  of  850  feet,  and  a  width  of  180, 
which,  I  think,  shows  an  area  of  over  five  acres. 
There  is  the  memory  of  its  antiquity  preserved  in 
its  form.  There  is  the  great  fountain  in  the  centre, 
in  which  the  breezy  character  of  Bernini's  sculp- 
tural designs  was  never  less  out  of  place,  to  say 
the  least,  and  however  we  may  quarrel  with  them 
in  general,  it  undeniably  presents  great  boldness  of 
conception ;  the  Ganges,  the  Nile,  the  Plata,  the 
Danube,  the  mighty  ancient  rivers  pouring  out 
their  abundant  tribute  of  waters  from  the  four 
quarters  of  the  world  in  the  service  of  the  world's 
metropolis ;  and  there  is  the  beautiful  church  of 
St.  Agnese  and  the  noble  palaces  which  decorate 
its  sides  and  suggest  lines  for  the  improvement  of 


the  meaner  fa9ades  between  them.  All  this  is  mo- 
tive enough  to  make  a  grand  modern  square  of  it  f 
but  it  will  be  a  long  time  before  we  cease  to  regret 
the  pleasant  hunts  after  curiosities  its  former  con- 
dition afforded,  and  the  curious  agglomeration  of 
men  of  divers  races  and  characters  with  which  it 
brought  us  in  contact,  from  its  most  faithful  votary, 
old  King  Louis  of  Bavaria,  downwards ;  even 
though  we  had  to  pick  our  way  over  pond-like 
puddles  and  heaps  of  rotten  green  stuff,  though 
we  were  encumbered  by  heaps  of  rubbish,  and  in 
spite  of  all  our  fancied  knowingness,  often  found 
ourselves  taken  in,  though  jostled  by  the  most  un- 
savory crowds  and  stunned  by  the  touting  of  ven- 
dors who  could  not  be  persuaded  we  did  not  want 
fried  fish  and  pies,  onions  and  oranges,  because  we 
were  searching  for  a  bronze  or  a  gem.  I  wonder 
why  people  fancy  they  are  happier  for  crushing 
out  individuality,  for  being  all  dressed  and  combed 
alike,  for  having  everything  around  them  in  one 
country  made,  as  nearly  as  possible,  like  what  they 
see  round  them  in  all  others,  for  destroying  all  un- 
evenness  and  in  making  everything  straight  and 
square !  When  we  have  cleaned  out  the  Piazza 
Navona  and  trimmed  it  after  the  pattern  of  the 
Palais  Royal  of  Paris,  or  the  Puerta  del  Sol  of 
Madrid,  or  the  Neumarket  of  Vienna,  will  its  decent 
grandeur  ever  give  us  the  satisfaction  of  its  days  of 
picturesque  squalor,  suggestive  of  the  subjectivity 
of  the  rules  of  convenience ;  its  discordant  cries, 
each  a  study  of  the  effect  of  tradition  on  etymol- 
ogy ;  its  lively  earnest  baratteria,  a  picture  of  life 
in  miniature,  and  especially  of  indigenous  foreign 
life?  , 

This  subject  leads  me  to  mention  that  the  Gas 
Company  has  in  the  past  twelve  months  laid  down 
21,286  feet  of  new  gas  main  and  set  up  427  lamps. 
— Cors.  Westminster  Gazette. 

THE  OECUMENICAL  COUNCIL. — The  Univers  has 
received  from  Rome  some  details  relative  to  the 
preparations  for  the  approaching  Council.  The 
Holy  Father  not  being  satisfied  with  the  plan  of 
the  architect  first  consulted,  M.  Sarti,  called  in  an- 
other, M.  Vespignani.  This  gentleman  laid  an  en- 
tirely new  scheme  before  his  Holiness,  who  adopt- 
ed it  at  once.  The  whole  lateral  nave  of  St.  Mar- 
tinia  will  be  devoted  to  the  assembly,  thus  afford- 
ing greatly  increased  space  and  much  better  acous- 
tic qualities.  The  Pope's  throne  will  be  erected 
at  the  bottom  of  the  abside  and  the  altar  in  the 
centre.  The  end  will  be  closed  by  a  curtain,  which 
can  be  opened  to  enable  the  people  to  behold  the 
Pope.  This  new  plan  gives  general  satisfaction. 

THE  health  of  the  Holy  Father  continues  ex- 
cellent after  all  the  fatigues  of  the  Jubilee ;  I  have 
met  him  several  times  in  his  afternoon  drives,  and 
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also  walking,  and  thought  him  looking  particularly 
well. 

Of  all  the  three  hundred  and  fifty-eight  Pontiff's 
who  have  sat  in  the  Chair  of  Peter  only  fourteen 
have  observed  such  a  Jubilee  celebration — John 
XXII,  Gregory  XII,  Callixtus  III,  Paul  III,  and 
IV,  Innocent  X,  Clement  X,  Innocent  XII,  Bene- 
dict XIII,  Pius  VI,  and  VII,  and  Gregory  XVI. 
—  Westminster  Gazette. 

THE  Procession  of  the  Precious  Blood,  which  is 
only  held  once  in  fifty  years,  was  celebrated  this 
week  in  Bruges.  It  afforded  as  magnificent  a  spec- 
tacle as  the  mediaeval  pageant  itself  could  have 
presented.  The  streets  through  which  it  was  to 
pass  were  hung  throughout  with  brilliant  draper- 
ies and  garlands,  and  the  whole  town  was  illum- 
inated in  the  evening.  The  old  town  was  alive 
with  the  crowds  of  spectators  who  flocked  in  from 
all  parts  by  every  train. — Ibid, 

THE  feud  between  Mr.  "Whalley  and  Mr.  Newde- 
gate,  the  twin  champions  of  dire  Protestantism,  is 
very  amusing.  They  seem  to  have  fallen  out  irre- 
concilably. Mr.  Whalley  protests  against  the  su- 
periority and  supremacy  assumed  by  Mr.  Newde- 
gate  towards  himself,  and  Mr.  Newdegate  declares 
that  by  his  incompetency  Mr.  Whalley  has  covered 
the  great  Protestant  cause  with  ridicule.  With 
the  final  removal  of  the  Maynooth  question  from 
the  House  of  Commons  the  occupation  of  these 
twin  represenatives  of  an  antiquated  Protestant- 
ism will  be  gone. — Ibid. 
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None  of  them,  however,  answered  to  his 
recollections  of  the  "black-robe;"  but  while 
he  was  engaged  among  them,  a  faint  cry 
struck  on  his  ear,  and  following  the  di- 
rection of  the  sound,  he  soon  perceived  it 
proceeded  from  a  human  figure  tied  to  a 
plank,  which  had  got  tightly  wedged  be- 
tween two  large  rocks.  Having  with  some 
difficulty  forced  it  out  of  this  position,  he 
found  the  figure  Avas  that  of  a  woman,  yet 
alive,  though  apparently  in  a  dying  state. 
A  little  infant  lay  upon  her  bosom,  fast- 


ened there  by  a  broad  leather  belt,  and 
either  dead  or  in  a  state  of  insensibility. 
He  found  it  impossible  to  undo  the  fasten- 
ings, so  he  out  them  across  with  a  knife 
which  he  always  carried  about  him  ;  and 
taking  the  child  in  his  arms,  with  some- 
thing of  motherly  tenderness  in  his  man- 
ner, he  perceived  by  the  beating  of  its  heart 
that  it  was  not  yet  quite  dead.  He  paused 
for  a  moment,  uncertain  what  to  do  next; 
but  a  half-uttered  entreaty  from  the  lady 
that  he  would  save  the  child  at  all  risks, 
decided  him  ;  and  telling  her  he  would 
return  directly,  he  ran  as  fast  as  he  could 
to  his  own  cottage,  gave  the  infant  to  his 
wife,  to  do  what  she  could  for  its  recovery, 
and  returned  to  the  beach,  holding  a  small 
bottle  filled  with  an  Indian  liquor  called 
chica  in  his  hand. 

A  little  of  this  cordial,  poured  down  her 
throat,  revived  the  lady;  and  then  she 
begged  most  piteously  that  he  would  at- 
tend to  her  child,  and  leave  her  to  her 
fate.  She  made  use  of  the  Spanish  lan- 
guage, so  the  Indian  understood  her  per- 
fectly. He  assured  her  the  child  was  in 
safety,  and  he  begged  her  to  try  and  ac- 
company him  to  his  hut,  where  his  wife 
would  assist  him  in  his  endeavors  to  re- 
store her.  To  this  the  poor  lady  willingly 
consented ;  but  when  she  attempted  to 
walk,  she  fainted  from  the  pain  and  weak- 
ness ;  and  the  Indian  found,  to  his  great 
dismay,  that  one  of  her  ankles  w<1s  severely 
crushed,  and  both  her  arms  so  terribly  frac- 
tured that  they  hung  down  at  her  side,  for 
she  had  no  longer  the  power  to  lift  them. 
For  one  instant  he  despaired  of  being  able 
to  assist  her,  and  had  half  determined  to 
abandon  her  to  her  fate  ;  but  the  recollec- 
tion of  his  good  friend  the  priest,  and  all 
he  had  done  to  console  him  in  his  captiv- 
ity, rushed  to  his  mind,  and  he  resolved 
to  do  his  very  best  to  assist  this  poor  lady 
in  her  utmost  need.  Though  an  old  man, 
he  was  strong  and  active,  and  his  hut  was 
at  no  great  distance  ;  so  he  took  her  in  his 
arms,  and  in  a  short  time  she  was  safely  oil 
:i  bod  of  leaves,  still  sensible,  though  evi- 
dently with  but  few  moments  of  life  remain- 
ing for  her. 
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In  the  mean  time  the  child  began  to  re- 
vive under  the  anxious  tenderness  of  the 
Indian  woman ;  and  when  the  dying 
mother  heard  its  feeble  cry,  she  raised 
her  dim  eyes  to  heaven,  and  cried  out, 
"  Mother  of  God,  I  thank  thee  !  Mother  of 
my  Jesus,  for  this  did  I  devote  her  to  thee, 
that  thou  mightest  bear  her  in  safety  over 
those  terrible  waves."  She  was  silent  for 
a  moment ;  then  some  thought  of  extreme 
pain  convulsed  her  features,  and  she  added, 
almost  incoherently,  "But  what  do  I  say? 
the  unhappy  child  is  unbaptized.  She  will 
live  among  these  Indians  not  loved  by  God 
— not  knowing  Him — not  loving  Him  or 
thee."  Tears  burst  from  her  eyes,  and  sobs 
of  agony  convulsed  her  frame.  The  good 
Indian  was  grieved  at  her  distress  ;  he 
knelt  down  beside  her,  and  besought  her 
to  tell  him  how  he  could  assist  her. 
Light  and  hope  flashed  once  more  from  the 
mother's  eyes  as  he  spoke.  "You  can  as- 
sist me,"  she  cried ;  "pour  water  on  that 
infant's  head,  and  say,  'I  baptize  you  in 
the  name  of  the  Father,  and-  of  the  Son, 
and  of  the  Holy  Ghost.' — Oh  !  why  do  you 
delay?"  she  added,  as  she  saw  the  Indian 
did  not  move  from  the  place  where  he  knelt 
beside  her. 

"  Ask  anything  but  that,  lady,"  said  he, 
in  a  voice  of  sorrow  and  dismay  ;  "  that  is 
the  office  of  the  'black-robe'  (priest)  of 
your  God;  and  I  dare  not  do  as  you 
wish,  lest  I  bring  His  vengeance  on  my 
head." 

In  vain  the  poor  lady  begged  and  en- 
treated him  to  change  his  resolution.  The 
Indian's  superstitious  fears  were  stronger 
than  even  his  compassion,  and  he  posi- 
tively refused  to  do  as  she  required.  The 
mother's  strength  was  exhausted  in  this 
ineffectual  struggle,  and  feeling  herself 
rapidly  sinking,  she  made  signs  that  the 
infant  should  be  placed  on  her  bosom ; 
then,  in  the  most  solemn  manner,  she  ad- 
dressed the  Indian:  "If  you  will  not  pour 
water  on  the  head  of  this  child,  at  least 
swear  to  me  that  you  will  bring  her  to  a 
'  black-robe,'  and  say  to  him,  '  This  is  An- 
gelina, the  unbaptized  one;'  he  will  then 
know  what  he  is  to  do  for  her." 


"  This  I  swear  ;  as  soon  as  she  is  well 
enough  to  travel,  I  will  myself  bring  her 
to  the  huts  of  the  Spaniards,"  replied  the 
Indian,  moved  by  the  dying  anxiety  of  the 
mother. 

"  I  thank  thee,  Indian. — Unhappy  babe," 
she  added,  addressing  her  child  once  more, 
"  thou  shalt  not  always  be  the  unbaptized 
one."  The  words  died  away  on  her  lips; 
and  the  Indian  removed  the  child,  for  he 
saw  that  its  mother  was  dead. 

Two  days  afterwards  he  left  his  hut, 
where  he  had  so  long  dwelt  in  peace,  and 
with  his  wife  began  a  long  and  painful 
journey,  for  the  purpose  of  complying  with 
the  lady's  last  request,  by  placing  her  child 
in  the  hands  of  a  Christian  priest.  For 
this  purpose  he  resolved  to  avoid  the  set- 
tlements on  the  coast,  which  were  all  in- 
habited by  the  most  wicked  of  the  Spanish 
nation,  and  striking  deep  into  the  country 
endeavor  to  reach  the  banks  of  the  river 
de  la  Plata  higher  up  towards  its  sources, 
where,  a  wandering  Indian  had  informed 
him,  some  good  "black-robes"  had  formed 
colonies  of  Indians,  which  were  quite  in- 
dependent of  the  Spaniards  in  the  towns. 

After  many  a  day  of  weary  wandering, 
they  reached  at  last  the  banks  of  the  river, 
about  the  place  where  it  loses  the  name  of 
the  Paraguay,  and  takes  that  of  La  Plata, 
conferred  on  it  by  the  Spaniards,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  silver  which  they  fancied 
it  contained.  Here  the  poor  woman  was 
seized  by  a  terrible  illness,  which  deprived 
her  of  the  use  of  her  lower  limbs,  and  ren- 
dered all  further  travelling  impossible.  So 
as  the  Indian  found  himself  obliged  to  re- 
main where  he  was,  he  resolved  to  dwell 
on  one  of  the  islands  of  the  river,  thinking 
he  should  thus  be  more  secure  from  the 
visits  of  any  Spaniards  coming  up  from 
the  sea-port  towns.  Having  therefore  con- 
structed a  canoe,  he  rowed  his  wife  to  the 
largest  island  he  could  see;  and  there  he 
soon  built  a  little  hut,  in  which  they  dwelt 
for  many  years  with  the  poor  little  child 
who  had  been  placed  in  so  extraordinary  a 
manner  under  their  protection. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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The  Watcher  in  the  Sanctuary, 


BY  M.  A.  GELL. 


In  ancient  times  the  contemplative  spirit 
was  held  in  reverence.  Men  believed  in 
their  hearts  that  God  spoke  to  the  lonely 
watcher  at  his  footstool,  that  He  revealed 
Himself  to  those  who  waited  on  Him  trust- 
fully. "  Be  still,  and  see  that  I  am  God,"  was 
not  an  unmeaning  phrase,  a  figurative  ex- 
pression, but  a  principle  carried  into  effect 
by  those  who  realized  that  it  MEANT  SOME- 
THING to  be  a  child  of  the  Most  High 
,God. 

Talk  of  solitude  now,  and  the  world 
turns  round  upon  you,  prates  of  the  ex- 
igencies of  the  times,  of  the  duties  we 
owe  to  society.  It  has  lost  apprehension 
of  the  fact  that  God  speaks  to  man  in  that 
silence,  in  that  solitude  which  is  consecra- 
ted to  Him.  It  forgets  that  solitude  formed 
the  saints,  that  the  spirit  of  the  world 
but  brings  out  exterior  demonstrations 
which  lead  to  no  solid  result.  The  exper- 
iment has  been  tried  over  and  over  again, 
but  it  has  ever  come  to  naught  where  the 
spirit  of  the  reformer  was  not  watching  in 
the  sanctuary,  tracing  with  Mary  the  steps 
of  God  when  developing  Himself  in  human 
nature,  reverencing  with  awe  each  man- 
ifestation, and  feeling  profoundly  that  the 
whole  universe  exists  but  for  this  end, 
the  glorification  of  God  in  creation — of 
which  the  Man-God  is  the  visible  head 
that  He  may  unite  it  to  the  Father,  who 
hath  put  all  things  under  Him;  that  when 
all  things  shall  be  subdued  unto  Him,  then 
the  Son  also  Himself  shall  be  subject  unto 


Him  who  put  all  things  under  Him,  that 
God  may  be  all  in   all."  * 

The  world  is  often  visibly  disorganized, 
and  many  attempts  have  been  made  by 
well-meaning  men  to  restore  matters  to  a 
true  position;  and  the  permanence  of  the 
improvements  they  have  effected  has  ever 
been  in  exact  proportion  as  the  impulse 
given  has  acted  on  the  outer  demo.nstra- 
tion  or  on  that  interior  life  which  has  its 
birth  in  the  sanctuary,  and  is  watched  over 
by  those  who  are  constantly  looking  for 
the  manifestation  of  God.  This  was  well 
illustrated  by  two  celebrated  characters  in 
the  time  of  the  revival  of  what  is  called 
classical  learning. 

It  was  an  age  emerging  from  barbarism. 
The  irruptions  of  the  Goths,  Vandals  and 
Huns  had  done  a  work  of  destruction  in  re- 
gard to  the  ancient  civilization  of  Greece 
and  Rome,  which  has  hardly  been  suffi- 
ciently realized  by  the  general  reader  of 
history.  These  barbarous  nations  had 
looked  on  literature  with  contempt,  as 
tending  to  render  the  character  effeminate 
and  cowardly.  They  found  the  inhabit- 
ants of  the  provinces  which  they  overran 
sunk  in  sloth  and  luxury,  averse  to  war, 
and  they  attributed  this  degeneracy  of 
manners  to  their  !ove  of  learning.  "He 
who  has  been  accustomed,"  said  they, 
"to  tremble  under  the  rod  of  a  pedagogue, 
will  never  look  on  a  sword  or  spear  with 
an  undaunted  eye." 

For  themselves,  their  passion  for  war 
was  extreme.  "  As  in  polished  societies 
(says  Ammianus)  ease  and  tranquillity  are 
courted,  they  delight  in  war  and  dangers. 
He  who  falls  in  battle  is  reckoned  happy," 


*  1  Cor.  XT,  27,  28, 
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The  consequences  of  these  opinions  in 
those  who  held  the  sway  after  the  fall  of 
the  Roman  empire,  naturally  operated  to  the 
destruction  of  ancient  learning, — which, 
but  that  it  had  been  preserved  by  the  resi- 
dents of  the  monasteries,  must  have  been 
swept  away  from  the  face  of  the  earth. 
But  when  the  gospel  had  somewhat  tamed 
these  wild  children  of  physical  force,  there 
arose  by  degrees  the  ancient  love  of  learn- 
ing— learning,  which  civilizes  and  softens; 
— and  in  the  fifteenth  century  the  furor 
for  the  revival  of  classic  literature  had 
reached  its  height.  The  beautiful  city  of 
Florence  was  at  the  head  of  the  movement. 
A  sudden  mania  for  intellectual  culture 
took  possession  of  men's  minds,  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  spirituality.  Everyth/ng  was 
materialized  with  a  material  intellectuality 
— eventhemagnificentritualofthe  Church. 
It  was  a  revulsion  of  feeling — a  sudden 
reaction  from  despising  too  much  all  letters 
that  were  not  of  a  religious  cast,  to  an 
over-estimate  of  their  value ;  and  thus  it 
happened  that  when  a  son  of  St.  Dominic 
trudged  his  way  on  foot  to  Florence,  "his 
spirit  was  stirred  within  him,"  like  St. 
Paul ;  for  to  his  view  Florence  was  given 
up  to  idolatry.  "He  beheld  a  Christian 
court  and  people  priding  itself  on  its  ma- 
terial greatness,  its  intellectual  gifts  and 
its  social  refinement,  while  it  abandoned  it- 
self to  luxury,  to  feast  and  song  and  revel, 
to  fine  shows  and  splendid  apparel,  to  an 
impure  poetry,  to  a  depraved  and  sensual 
character  of  art,  to  heathen  speculations, 
and  to  forbidden  superstitious  practices. 
His  vehement  spirit  could  not  be  restrained, 
and  got  the  better  of  him,  and  ....  he 
burst  forth  into  a  whirlwind  of  indigna- 
tion and  invective  against  all  that  he 
found  in  Florence,  and  condemned  the 
whole  established  system  and  all  who  took 
part  in  it,  high  and  low,  prince  or  prelate, 
ecclesiastic  or  layman,  with  a  pitiless 
rigor.  ...  A  revolution  ensued.  Won- 
derful were  the  conversions  which  followed 
the  enunciation  of  truths  so  undeniable,  so 
grave  in  import,  so  earnestly  enforced. 

Many  artists   became  Dominicans 

The  population  of  Florence  rose  from  their 


beds  soon  after  midnight,  in  winter,  to 
attend  upon  his  sermons.  There  they 
stood  in  the  church,  waiting  taper  in  hand, 
or  singing  hymns,  or  praying,  or  singing 
office,  for  three  or  four  hours,  till  he  began 
to  preach.  They  showed  the  fruits  of  his 
exhortations  in  their  homes.  Women  re- 
formed their  dress,  youths  unlearned  their 
light  songs,  heads  of  families  read  the 
lives  of  saints  to  their  children.  At  length 
the  zealous  preacher  determined  on  having,' 
in  token  of  repentance,  a  solemn  confla- 
gration in  the  great  square.  .  .  .  He 
raised  a  high  pyramid,  with  a  quantity  of 
gunpowder  at  its  base.  His  innumerable 
penitents  formed  in  a  long  procession, 
and  hither  they  marched  with  the  instru- 
ments and  incentives  of  iniquity  in  their 
hands,  to  be  offered  up  in  expiation  of  their 
sins.  It  was  a  costly  sacrifice  ruthlessly 
performed.  Artists  brought  their  beauti- 
ful pictures,  portraits  and  figures,  in  ivory 
or  alabaster,  and  flung  them  upon  the  pyre ; 
others  brought  richly-worked  tapestries; 
others,  lutes,  flutes,  guitars,  cards,  dice, 
looking-glasses,  perfumery,  paint,  masks, 
disguises;  others,  novels  and  poems. 
Lighted  torches  were  then  applied,  and, 
amid  the  ringing  of  bells  and  the  accla- 
mations of  the  multitude,  the  whole  was  re- 
duced to  ashes.  A  foreigner  had  in  vain 
offered  a  sum  equal  to  $32,000  of  our 
money  to  ransom  them  from  the  flames."* 
Such  was  the  power  of  Savonarola  ! — 
mighty  in  eloquence,  wonderful  in  the  per- 
sistency of  his  zeal !  For  ten  years  he  had 
his  own  way  in  Florence ;  and  the  year  after 
the  first  burnt-offering,  another  took  place 
equally  impressive  as  the  former.  But 
the  end  came.  His  success  was  too  great 
for  his  humility — he  presumed — fell  into 
disobedience.  This  rendered  his  reform  fu- 
tile. Trouble  came — a  reaction  ensued — 
his  enemies  prevailed.  He  perished  at 
the  stake,  and  matters  at  Florence  resumed 
their  former  luxurious  round  of  costly, 
pagan-like  festivities — leaving  to  us  this 
lesson:  The  outward  reforms  produced 
by  a  spasmodic  action  on  the  sentimental 


*  Dr.  Newman. 
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organizations  of  an  easily-excited  people 
cannot  be  lasting;  on  this  fickle  earth  the 
true  purification  of  the  heart  takes  place 
when  watching  before  the  all-Holy.  One, 
with  Mary,  in  the  silence  of  the  sanctuary. 

Savonarola  passed  away.  He  did  good 
in  his  day;  his  triumphs  though  but  brief 
were  yet  real  while  they  lasted.  They 
bore  testimony  to  the  fact  that  there  is  a 
chord  in  the  human  heart  which  may  be 
struck  for  God,  and  struck  efficiently — 
that  men  do  recognize  the  fact,  when 
forcibly  appealed  to,  that  they  have  souls, 
to  save  which  any  sacrifice  is  all  too  little. 
Savonarola — the  impetuous,  vehement,  he- 
roic friar,  had  passed  away;  and,  twenty 
years  after,  another  soul  was  sent  into  the 
world,  not  less  earnest  but  moi'e  gentle. 

Philip  Neri  was  born  in  Florence  while 
the  memory  of  Savonarola  was  still  fresh 
in  the  minds  of  men.  He  heard  mention 
made  of  him  on  all  sides;  the  scenes  he 
had  enacted  were  recounted  of  him ;  the 
memory  of  him  still  lingered  in  the  minds 
of  his  penitents.  Philip  went  to  schqol  at 
the  convent  of  St.  Mark,  where  the  great 
reformer  had  lived,  and  he  learnt  to  cherish 
his  memory  with  a  fond  affection  that 
lasted  all  his  life.  But  St.  Philip  was  a 
child  of  predilection,  not  an  earthly  hero 
endowed  with  superabundant  human  gifts; 
and  yet  these  were  by  no  means  wanting 
to  him. 

St.  Philip  lived  in  a  period  of  struggles. 
On  the  one  hand  "  the  magnificent  aim 
of  the  children  of  St.  Dominic  was  to 
form  the  whole  matter  of  human  knowl- 
edge into  one  harmonious  system,  to  se- 
cure the  alliance  between  religion  and 
philosophy,  and  to  train  men  to  the  use 
of  the  gifts  of  nature  in  the  sunlight  of 
divine  grace  and  revealed  truth ;  .  .  .  . 
on  the  other  a  violent  effort  was  in  prog- 
ress, on  the  part  of  the  powers  of  evil,  to 
break  up  this  sublime  unity,  and  to  set 
human  genius,  the  philosopher  and  the 
poet,  the  artist  and  the  musician,  in  op- 
position to  religion."* 

St.  Philip's  mission  seemed  marked  out 


*  Dr.  Newman. 


for  him  by  the  pressure  of  the  times. 
With  a  mind  not  less  earnest  than  Savon- 
arola, he  was  less  vehement,  and  placed 
less  stress  on  exterior  manifestations. 
Savonarola,  in  spite  of  his  personal  sanc- 
tity, in  spite  of  his  protests  against  a 
mere  external  sanctity  in  the  Church,  be- 
gan with  an  external  reform.  St.  Philip's 
maxim  seemed  to  be,  that  if  the  interior 
was  amended,  the  exterior  would  conform 
itself  thereto  of  its  own  accord. 

But  St.  Philip,  like  most  of  the  saints 
of  old,  believed  in  inspiration,  believed  in 
listening  to  what  the  Lord  God  reveals  to 
the  watcher  in  the  sanctuary.  He  had  been 
educated  among  the  Dominicans.  But  that 
was  not  enough.  "  Not  far  from  San  Ger- 
mano" — that  is,  the  townto  which  Philip 
had  been  sent^-there  is  a  celebrated  moun- 
tain, which,  according  to  a  very  ancient  and 
common  tradition,  is  one  of  those  which 
opened  at  our  Saviour's  death.  Itbelongs  to 
the  Benedictine  Fathers  of  Monte  Cassino, 
who  have  a  church  there  dedicated  to  the 
Most  Holy  Trinity.  This  mountain  is 
split  from  top  to  bottom  by  three  huge 
fissures ;  and  in  the  middle  of  the  three, 
which  is  the  steepest,  there  is  a  little 
chapel  on  a  rock,  under  the  care  of  the 
monks,  and  on  it  is  a  crucifix  painted, 
which  the  sailors  salute  with  their  guns, 
as  they  pass  under.  Here  Phi]ip  was  in 
the  habit  of  retiring  for  prayer  and  medi- 
tation on  the  Lord's  Passion."  And  here, 
amid  rocks,  fronting  the  sea,  in  the  very  rent 
in  the  solid  mountain  opened  in  the  same 
hour  "when  our  Lord  hung  upon  the  cross, 
Saint  Philip  passed  the  greater  part  of 
his  time  during  ten  years."*  Ten  years 
of  contemplation  with  his  God,  medita- 
ting on  the  Passion,  believing  he  should 
be  taught  of  God !  Truly,  a  watcher  in 
the  sanctuary  !  "  And  here,"  continues 
Dr.  Newman,  "he  lodged  with  the  old 
martyr  Popes,  and  their  saintly  court  and 
retinue,  their  deacons  and  chamberlains, 
and  chaplains;  with  St.  Callistus  and  St. 
Sebastian  and  St.  Laurence;  with  St.  Mar- 
cellian,  with  St.  Agnes  and  St.  Cecilia, 
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with  St.  Nereus  and  St.  Achilleus,  with  St. 
Papias  and  St.  Maurus,  till  at  length  he 
had  that  marvellous  visitation,  when  the 
Holy  Ghost  came  down  upon  him  in  a 
ball  of  fire,  about  the  time  of  Pentecost, 
and  filled  his  heart  with  consolations  so 
overwhelming  that  lest  he  should  die  of 
ecstasy  he  came  up  into  the  world  of  men, 
and  set  about  a  work  to  flesh  and  blood 
more  endurable."* 

In  these  utilitarian  days,  when  even 
Catholics  are  apt  to  count  the  moments 
they  spend  |in  meditative  prayer,  and  to 
look  upon  the  exterior  works  of  tending 
the  sick,  instructing  the  ignorant  or  la- 
boring for  this  world's  bread,  as  a  more 
profitable  expenditure  of  time  than  "  so 
much  meditation" — it  is  refreshing  ,to  find 
an  almost  modern  saint, — one  wlfo  after- 
wards spent  not  hours  but  years  in  guiding 
souls, — still  keep  alive  in  practice  the 
old  traditions,  and,  acting  on  an  impulse 
of  spiritual  inspiration,  become  a  watcher 
of  long  years  in  the  sanctuary  of  holy  sol- 
itude ere  he  took  upon  himself  to  guide 
his  fellow-men. 

It  is  refreshing  to  feel  that  the  power  of 
saintliness  can  dispense  with  the  false 
tinsel  of  artistic  skill.  Saint  Philip's 
forms  were  simple :  eloquence  he  dis- 
trusted, as  fostering  human  pride ;  he  re- 
newed the  apostolic  practice  of  discours- 
ing in  a  plain  familiar  style  on  God  and 
the  things  of  God.  His  best  pulpit  was 
the  confessional.  There  he  wrought  his 
miracles  of  conversions,  as  do  the  sons 
of  his  Congregation  unto  this  day.  He 
allured  men  to  the  service  of  God  so  dex- 
terously that  it  was  as  if  the  inspiration 
received  in  the  sanctuary  never  left  him, 
but  made  him  "  all  things  to  all  men" — a 
sun  at  noonday,  knowing  no  distinction  ; 
shining  over  the  broad  plain,  but  also  il- 
lumining every  nook  and  corner.  He 
taught  poor  begging  women  to  use  men- 
tal prayer ;  he  protected  orphans  ;  he  took 
boys  out  to  play.  Monks,  canons,  lawyers, 
physicians  consulted  him.  His  mission 
was  in  the  world — to  break  the  hau«rhti- 
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ness   of  rank   and   the    fastidiousness   of 
fashion  by  infusing  love  of  God. 

And  his  work  went  deeper  than  that  of 
Savonarola, — and  it  lasted ;  his  children 
are  with  us  to  this  day,  doing  their  saint- 
ly work,  converting  the  hearts  of  men, 
and  bringing  them  to  the  silence  of  the 
sanctuary, — there,  with  Mary,  to  watch 
the  growth  of  God  in  the  human  frame, 
and  drink  in  large  draughts  of  holiness  and 
bliss.  Can  we  do  better  than  meditate  on  , 
these  things — and  become,  in  our  own  per- 
sons, watchers  in  the  sanctuary? 


[From  the  Atlantic  Monthly  for  June.] 

Norembega.* 

BY  JOHN  G.  WHITTIER. 

Tue  winding  way  the  serpent  takes 

The  mystic  water  took, 
From  where,  to  count  its  beaded  lakes, 

The  forest  sped  its  brook. 

A  narrow  space  'twixt  shore  and  shore, 

For  sun  or  stars  to  fall, 
While  evermore,  behind,  before, 

Closed  in  the  forest  wall. 

The  dim  wood  hiding  underneath 
Wan  flowers  without  a  name ; 

Life  tangled  with  decay  and  death, 
League  after  league  the  same. 

Unbroken  over  swamp  and  hill 

The  rounding  shadow  lay, 
Save  where  the  river  cut  at  will 

A  pathway  to  the  day. 

Beside  the  track  of  air  and  light, 

Weak  as  a  child  unweaned, 
At  shut  of  day  a  Christian  knight 

Upon  his  henchman  leaned. 


*  Norembega,  or  Norembigue,  is  the  name  given  by  early 
French  fishermen  aud  explorers  to  a  fabulous  country  south  of 
Cape  Breton,  first  discovered  by  Verrazzani  in  1534.  It  was  sup- 
posed to  have  a  magnificent  city  of  the  same  name  on  a  great  river, 
probably  the  Penobscot.  The  site  of  this  barbaric  city  U 
laid  down  on  a  map  published  at  Antwerp  in  1570.  In  1604, 
Champlain  Bailed  in  search  of  the  Northern  Eldorado,  twen- 
ty-two leagues  up  the  Penobscot  from  the  Isle  Uaute.  He  sup- 
posed the  river  to  be  that  of  Norembega.  but  wisely  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  those  travellers  who  told  of  the  gr»at  city  had 
never  seen  it.  He  saw  no  evidences  of  anything  likecivilination> 
but  mentions  the  finding  of  a  cross,  very  old  aud  mossy,  iu  th« 
woods. 
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The  embers  of  the  sunset's  fires 

Along  the  clouds  burned  down ; 
•'  I  see,"  he  said,  "  the  domes  and  spires 
Of  Norembega  town." 

"Alack!  the  domes,  O  master  mine, 

Are  golden  clouds  on  high ; 
Yon  spire  is  but  the  branchless  pine 
That  cuts  the  evening  sky." 

"  O  hush  and  hark !    What  sounds  are  these 

But  chants  and  holy  hymns?" 
"  Thou  hear'st  the  breeze  that  stirs  the  trees 

Through  all  their  leafy  limbs." 

"Is  it  a  chapel  bell  that  fills 

The  air  with  its  low  tone  ?" 
"  Thou  hear'st  the  tinkle  of  the  rills, 

The  insect's  vesper  drone." 

"  The  Christ  be  praised ! — He  sets  for  me 

A  blessed  cross  in  sight !" 
"  Now,  nay,  'tis  but  yon  blasted  tree 

With  two  gaunt  arms  outrightj" 

"  Be  it  wind  so  sad  or  tree  so  stark, 

It  mattereth  not,  my  knave ; 
Methinks  to  funeral  hymns  I  hark, 
The  cross  is  for  my  grave ! 

"  My  life  is  sped ;  I  shall  not  see 

My  home-set  sails  again ; 
The  sweetest  eyes  of  Normandie 
Shall  watch  for  me  in  vain. 

"  Yet  onward  still  to  ear  and  eye 

The  baffling  marvel  calls ; 
I  fain  would  look  before  I  die 
On  Norembega's  walls. 

"  So,  haply,  it  shall  be  thy  part 

At  Christian  feet  to  lay 
The  mystery  of  the  desert's  heart 
My  dead  hand  plucked  away. 

"  Leave  me  an  hour  of  rest ;  go  thou 

And  look  from  yonder  heights ; 
Perchance  the  valley  even  now 
Is  starred  with  city  lights." 

The  henchman  climbed  the  nearest  hill, 

He  saw  no  tower  nor  town, 
But,  through  the  drear  woods,  lone  and  still 

The  river  rolling  down. 

He  heard  the  stealthy  feet  of  things 
Whose  shapes  he  could  not  see, 

A  flutter  as  of  evil  wings, 
The  fall  of  a  dead  tree. 

The  pines  stood  black  against  the  moon, 

A  sword  of  fire  beyond ; 
He  heard  the  wolf  howl,  and  the  loon 

Laugh  from  his  reedy  pond. 


He  turned  him  back :  "  O  master  dear, 

We  are  but  men  misled ; 
And  thou  hast  sought  a  city  here 

To  find  a  grave  instead." 

"  As  God  shall  will !  what  matters  where 

A  true  man's  cross  shall  stand, 
So  heaven  be  o'er  it  here  as  there 
In  pleasant  Norman  land  ? 

"  These  words,  perchance,  no  secret  hide 

Of  lordly  tower  and  hall ; 
Yon  river  in  its  wanderings  wide 
Has  washed  no  city  wall ; 

"  Yet  mirrored  in  the  sullen  stream 

The  holy  stars  are  given ; 
Is  Norembega  then  a  dream 
Whose  waking  is  in  heaven  ? 

"  No  builded  wonder  of  these  lands 

My  weary  eyes  shall  see ; 
A  city  never  made  with  hands 
Alone  awaiteth  me — 

"  '  Urbs  Sion  mysticaf  I  see 

Its  mansions  passing  fair, 
'\Gondita  ccdo?  let  me  be, 

Dear  Lord,  a  dweller  there  !" 

Above  the  dying  exile  hung 

The  vision  of  the  bard, 
As  faltered  on  his  failing  tongue 

The  song  of  good  Bernard. 

The  henchman  dug  at  dawn  a  grave 

Beneath  the  hemlocks  brown, 
And  the  desert's  keeping  gave 

The  lord  of  fief  and  town. 

Years  after,  when  the  Sieur  Champlain 

Sailed  up  the  mystic  stream, 
And  Norembega  proved  again 

A  shadow  and  a  dream, 

He  found  the  Norman's  nameless  grave 

Within  the  hemlock's  shade, 
And,  stretching  wide  its  arms  to  save, 

The  sign  that  God  had  made — 

The  cross-bough  ed  tree  that  marked  the  spot 

And  made  it  holy  ground ; 
He  needs  the  earthly  city  not 

Who  hath  the  heavenly  found  I 


VIRTUE  should  be  loved  even  more 
than  vice  abhorred,  and  loved  because  it 
pleases  God  even  more  than  because  of 
its  agreeableness ;  while  sin  should  be 
shunned  more  for  its  displeasing  God  than 
because  it  injures  him  who  embraces  it. 
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Diocese  of  Fort  Wayne. 


CIRCULAR. 

The  Holy  Father  having  proclaimed  a 
Plenary  Indulgence  in  the  form  of  a  Jubi- 
lee, to  commence  on  the  first  day  of  June 
and  continue  until  the  close  of  the  Gen- 
eral Council  to  be  opened  at  Rome  the  4th 
of  December  next,  we  request  the  Pastors 
of  souls  to  give  to  all  those  committed  to 
their  charge  the  benefits  of  the  same,  if 
possible,  between  the  first  of  June  and  the 
end  of  the  year. 

The  conditions  for  gaining  the  Indul- 
gence, unless  otherwise  expressed  in  the 
Apostolic  Letter  of  our  Holy  Father^  Pius 
IX,  which  is  to  be  found  in  all  our^Catho- 
lic  journals,*  are  those  ordinarily  pre- 
scribed for  such  occasions. 

The  churches  to  be  visited  In  Fort 
Wayne  are  St.  Mary's,  St.  Paul's  and  the 
Cathedral.  In  places  where  there  are  but 
two  churches,  two  visits  to  their  parish 
church  and  one  to  that  of  the  other  con- 
gregation. 

Where  it  is  possible,  the  Pastors  will 
give  their  congregations  the  benefit  of  a 
regular  Mission ;  the  more  so,  if  no  such 
Mission  has  been  given  for  years. 

The  alms  will  be  exclusively  for  the  bene- 
fit of  the  Orphan  Asylum,  which  stands  so 
much  in  need  of  assistance. 

The  Clergy  will  also  add  in  the  Mass 
the  Collect  de  Spiritu  Sancto  from  the  1st 
of  June  till  the  close  of  the  Council. 

-I.JOHN  HENRY, 

^Bishop  of  fort  Wayne. 
FORT  WAYNE,  May  30,  1869. 

*  See  AVE  MARIA  of  June  12,  page  372. 


APPLICATIONS  TO  THE  ASSOCIATION  OF  OUR  LADY 

OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 
For  the  month  of  May,  1869. 
For  membership,  7,189 ;  for  conversion,  93 ;  for 
recovery  of  health,  54 ;  for  deceased  members,  30 ; 
for  particular  favors,  79 ;  for  religious  vocation,  9 ; 
for  happy  death,  35 ;  for  temporal  favors,  62. 
ST.  MARY'S,  May  31,  1869. 


BLOSSOMS  OF  FAITH  AND  LOVE; 

—  OR, — 

Bouquets  for  every  Season. 


NO.    VIIJ. 

THE  MONTH  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 

"  I  say  with  all  confidence,"  said  Blessed 
Margaret  Mary,  whose  name  is  indissolu- 
bly  connected  with  the  devotion  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  "  that  if  it  were  known  how 
dear  this  devotion  is  to  Jesus  Christ,  there 
is  not  a  Christian,  however  languid  his 
love  for  our  loving  Redeemer,  who  would 
not  practice  it.  *  *  *  Our  Lord  gave 
me  to  see  that  the  names  of  great  numbers 
were  graven  on  His  divine  Heart,  because 
of  the  ardent  longing  they  feel  to  cause  it 
to  be  honored  and  loved;  and  never  shall 
those  names  be  effaced."  Similar  to  this 
is  the  ardent  exclamation  of  Father  Felix: 
"Jesus  Christ  holds  bound  to  His  Heart 
with  the  cords  of  His  love  the  generations 
of  those  who  love  Him.  I  say  to  myself 
when  I  look  at  the  pierced  Heart  of  Jesus: 
O,  if  all  our  hearts  were  there  !"  But  alas, 
what  will  not  our  foolish,  perverse  hearts 
cling  to  in  preference  to  Him;  where  will 
they  not  seek  to  establish  themselves 
sooner  than  there,  where  they  should  find 
their  true  home?  "One  is  good,  God  !" 
says  our  Blessed  Teacher.  And  so  we  may 
say  one  Heart  is  good,  one  Heart  alone  un- 
changeable, eternal,  excessive  in  goodness; 
one  Heart  alone  to  which  we  can  cling 
with  perfect  trust;  which,  when  the  dearest 
and  most  fondly  trusted  prove  fickle,  un- 
kind or  treacherous,  when  all  on  which 
we  had  blindly  rested  proves  but  a  broken 
reed,  piercing  us  to  the  heart  as  it  falls — 
is  still  ready  to  receive  and  comfort  us. 
"  I  will  comfort  you  even  as  a  mother 
comforts  her  child;  as  a  tender  mother 
soothes  the  troubles  of  her  little  one  by 
her  embraces,  so  do  I  desire  to  soothe  all 
your  pain  and  grief  by  the  sweet  murmur 
of  My  loving  words."  Ah,  it  is  not  only 
a  Gertrude,  a  Teresa,  whom  this  tender 
Heart  longs  to  comfort  so  lovingly.  That 
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would  not  perhaps  be  so  wonderful ;  but 
it  is  only  the  sinful  or  imperfect  soul,  the 
world-weary  and  "  heavy  laden,'.'  that  can 
feel  most  sensibly  the  depth  of  love  hoarded 
up  in  the  Heart  of  Jesus  for  all  His 
creatures.  We  read,  with  eager  delight, 
of  the  marvellous  favors  accorded  to  those 
pure,  holy  souls,  the  chosen  ones  "who 
have  been  always  with  Him;"  but  the 
very  heart  is  moved  with  emotions  that 
can  never  find  expression,  at  such  words 
as  those  addressed  to  St.  Margaret  of  Cor- 
tona  in  the  early  days  of  her  penance:  "I 
consign  thee  as  My  precious  treasure,  0  My 
poor  little  one,  to  the  care  and  good  di- 
rection of  My  brethren,  whom  I  enjoin  for 
My  sake  ever  to  protect  and  instruct  thee;" 
and  what  a  recompense  even  on  earth  He 
promises  to  these  brethren,  the  sons  of  His 
beloved  Francis, — "  for  by  the  special  care 
that  these  Fathers  take  of  thy  salvation 
their  order  will  become  more  honorable  to 
the  whole  world."  And  this  while  she 
was  "  still  the  child  of  sin,"  as  He  after- 
wards told  her  when  she  longed  for  the 
title  of  "daughter;"  not  yet  could  the 
Heart  all  perfect  and  holy,  give  her  the 
name  of  child,  but  it  could  call  her  its  poor 
little  one,  its  precious  treasure  !  "  O  Heart 
most  amiable !  grant  that  we  may  love  you 
by  imitating  you,  in  your  boundless  charity, 
forbearance  and  pity !" 

I. THE  LOVE  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART  IN 

THE  HOLY  SACRAMENT. 

It  is  chiefly  in  the  presence  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  that  the  Church  desires  us  to 
adore  and  praise  the  Heart  which  is  there 
truly  present,  with  all  the  love  and  com- 
passion it  felt  for  all  during  our  Lord's 
mortal  life.  How  he  wishes  us  to  approach 
Him  there,  it  pleased  Him  on  several  oc- 
casions to  explain  to  St.  Gertrude.  Once, 
having  heard  a  sermon  on  the  justice  of 
God,  she  was  overcome  with  fear,  so  that 
she  dared  not  approach  the  altar;  but  He 
reassured  her  thus:  "If  you  will  noj  look 
with  the  eyes  of  your  soul  on  the  many 
mercies  which  I  have  bestowed  on  you, 
open  at  least  the  eyes  of  your  body,  and  be- 


hold Me  before  you  enclosed  in  a  little  pix, 
and  know  assuredly  that  the  rigor  of  My 
justice  is  even  thus  limited  within  the 
bounds  of  the  mercy  which  I  exercise  to- 
wards men  in  the  dispensation  of  this 
Sacrament." 

And  again:  "I  would  that  My  elect 
should  not  consider  Me  so  severe,  but 
rather  believe  that  I  receive  as  a  benefit 
the  least  service  they  render  Me  at  their 
own  expense.  For  example,  she  makes  a 
sacrifice  to  God  at  her  own  expense,  who, 
although  she  finds  no  sweetness  in  de- 
votion, never  omits  the  service  of  God, 
either  by  prayers,  prostrations  or  other 
acts  of  devotion,  still  hoping,  in  His  mercy, 
that  He  will  accept  the  fulfilment  of  these 
duties." 

II. OF    THE    HOLY    SACRIFICE. 

It  was  a  holy  custom  with  St.  Gertrude 
to  offer  the  adorable  Host  to  the  Eternal 
Father,  at  the  moment  of  the  Elevation, 
in  satisfaction  for  her  sins  and  reparation 
for  her  negligences.  "  It  was  revealed  to 
her  that  whenever  any  one  assists  at  Mass 
with  devotion,  occupied  with  God,  who 
offers  Himself  in  it  for  the  whole  world, 
he  is  regarded  by  the  Eternal  Father  with 
the  tenderness  merited  by  the  sacred  Host 
which  is  offered  to  Him,  and  becomes  like 
to  one  who,  coming  out  of  a  dark  place 
into  the  midst  of  sunlight,  finds  himself 
suddenly  surrounded  by  brightness."  The 
Saint  having  asloed  if  he  who  falls  into  sin 
is  not  deprived  of  this  good,  the  Lord  re- 
plied:  "No;  f<3r  although  the  sinner  hides 
My  divine  light  from  him,  still  My  good- 
ness will  not  fail  to  leave  hirti  some  ray  to 
guide  him  to  eternal  life l,  and  this  light 
will  increase  whenever  he  hears  Mass  with 
devotion  or  approaches  the  Sacraments." 

During  a  wonderful  vision  in  which  St. 
Gertrude  beheld  our  Lord  celebrating  Mass 
in  heaven,  His  divine  Heart  appeared  at 
the  offertory  "  as  a  golden  altar  of  marvel- 
lous brightness,  on  which  the  guardian 
angels  offered  the  good  works  and  prayers 
of  those  committed  to  their  care." 

As   it  is   only   through    this    adorable 
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Sacrifice  that  we  can  give  due  and  accept- 
able praise  and  thanks  to  the  majesty  of 
God,  so  also  is  it  the  only  worthy  homage 
we  can  give  to  the  Sacred  Heart, — offering 
to  it  the  love  and  delight  with  which  it  is 
regarded  by  the  Holy  Trinity,  thus  sup- 
plying for  our  deficiency  and  repairing  our 
faults  in  its  service.  Assisting  at  Mass, 
therefore,  either  actually  or  in  spirit,  every 
Friday,  with  this  intention,  is  a  pious 
custom  with  fervent  worshippers  of  the 
Sacred  Heart. 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BY    MRS.     ANNA    H.    DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

TRIALS  COME  NOT  SINGLY. 

When  a  Protestant  disassociates  him- 
self from  the  sect  with  which  he  has  been 
in  communion,  to  join  some  other  Protest- 
ant sect  holding  different  doctrines,  it  is 
only  necessary  for  him  to  present  a  "cer- 
tificate of  good  membership  "  from  his 
former  pastor  to  be  received.  This  cer- 
tificate he  obtains  without  difficulty,  and 
however  loth  his  pastor  and  brethren  may 
be  to  lose  him,  they  attach  no  odium  to 
the  act,  which  they  look  upon  as  a  simple 
exercise  of  liberty  of  conscience,  and  which 
they  consider  one  of  the  most  sacred  pre- 
rogatives of  a  free-born  American  citizen. 
He  suffers  neither  in  reputation  nor  estate, 
and  enjoys,  with  unctuous  meekness,  the 
coddling  of  his  new  coreligionists. 

But  the  case  is  different  when  a  man  be- 
comes a  convert  to  the  Catholic  faith. 
That  means  sacrifice.  It  means  humilia- 
tion. It  means  contempt.  It  means  false 
accusations.  It  means  the  standing  aloof 
of  friends  and  neighbors.  It  means  the 
Cross.  It  means,  even  now,  everywhere 
in  this  broad  free  land  of  ours,  —  where 
"liberty  of  conscience"  is  the  political 
boast  of  the  demagogue,  and  the  favorite 
sounding  phrase  of  the  pulpit,  —  anathema. 
For  when  a  man  becomes  a  Catholic  he 


enters  not  only  into  an  entirely  new  spir- 
itual life,  but  must  be  prepared  for  the 
painful  rending  of  many  ties  which  made 
the  old  one  pleasant.  He  begins  a  war- 
fare of  grace  against  nature.  It  is  a  re- 
ligion which  accepts  no  compromise,  be- 
cause it  is  divine;  a  faith  which  must 
reign  supreme  in  the  soul,  and  over  the 
will,  intellect,  and  being  of  its  children — 
which  being  in  sweet  subjection  to  it,  be- 
come elevated  and  holy. 

This  contrast  is  full  of  a  deep  and  sig- 
nificant meaning,  which  can  be  explained  in 
no  other  way  than  that  the  kingdom  of 
Christ  upon  earth,  which  is  the  Holy 
Catholic  Church,  being  not  of  this  world, 
all  the  thousand  contradictory  sects  whose 
doctrines  are  human  inventions, — and,  con- 
sequently, of  the  world, — are  engaged  in 
perpetual  conflict  against  her ;  and  while 
they  claim  Christ  as  their  Head,  reject 
the  doctrine  He  has  revealed,  tear  to 
pieces  His  divine  word  to  substantiate 
their  fallacies,  and  trample  Him  under 
the  feet  of  poor  finite  human  reason,  and 
a  more  than  half-pagan  philosophy  ! 

Why  is  it  that  when  a  man  eminent  for 
learning  and  talents  becomes  a  Catholic  it 
is  immediately  said  by  his  former  core- 
ligionists that  "  He  always  wanted  bal- 
ance ;"  "  He  was  a  very  eccentric  person  ;' ' 
"  In  fact,  his  friends  always  thought  him 
just  not  crazy,  and  some  of  them  dreaded 
that  he  was  entirely  so"  ?  Then  with  a 
smile  of  derision,  they  "Hope  with  his 
visionary  ideas  that  he  may  stop  short  of 
actual  atheism."  Of  other  converts  of 
less  repute  they  declare  them  "  Always  to 
have  been  hypocrites ;  and  their  going  over 
to  Rome  was  for  wider  license  to  sin,  for 
which  they  could  get  absolution  before- 
hand" ;  or  that  "  Their  ignorance  had  been 
imposed  upon,  and  their  senses  led  astray 
by  religious  pomps  and  ceremonies;"  of 
the  poor  and  obscure,  who  see,  as  in  a  city 
of  refuge,  the  heavenly  consolations  of 
a  true  faith,  they  say:  "Poor  ignorant 
souls  !  we  are  well  rid  of  them,  and  Popery 
is  wefcome  to  all  such  weeds.  Let  them 
support  those  whom  they  have  perverted"  ; 
then  they  are  stripped  of  employment  and 
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turned  adrift  to  join  that  great  army 
which  is  one  of  the  distinctive  marks  of 
the  true  Church,  the  innumerable  army  of 
the  suffering  poor,  of  whom  our  Lord  said: 
"  The  poor  ye  will  always  have  with  you." 

There  is  no  surer  test  of  the  truth  of  the 
Catholic  religion  than  this  undying,  cease- 
less persecution  against  it,  and  the  spirit 
of  sacrifice  which  it  involves  in  its  war- 
fare with  the  faithful  soul,  enabling  it  in 
the  end  to  exclaim:  "I  have  fought  the 
good  fight" ;  then  to  go  covered  with  the 
glorious  scars  of  the  conflict  to  receive  its 
eternal  reward. 

Many  err  through  the  accident  of  their 
birth  and  surroundings ;  some  err,  sin- 
cerely believing  they  "  do  God  a  service" 
when  they  persecute  His  people ;  and  others 
through  ignorance ;  but  alas !  for  those 
who,  more  enlightened,  close  their  eyes  and 
see  not,  and  their  ears  and  hear  not ;  who 
stifle  in  their  souls  the  whispers  of  grace 
and  truth,  and  strike  blindly  against  a 
divine  faith  which  not  even  the  "  gates  of 
hell  "  can  move  !  Alas  for  such  ! — were  it 
not  better  that  they  had  never  been  born  ? 

Wolfert  Flemming  felt  that  he  was  {pit- 
ting into  deep  waters  ;  but  a  peace  passing 
all  human  understanding  filled  his  inner 
life  and  gave  him  courage.  The  out-look 
was  not  cheering.  There  was  a  mortgage 
on  part  of  his  property,  which  he  had  ex- 
pected to  clear  and  have  a  handsome  profit 
over  from  the  lumber  business ;  but,  as  I 
have  related,  he  was  cut  quite  off  from  that 
by  Deacon  Sneathen's  fanaticism.  He 
could  see  no  mode  of  relief  except  by  sell- 
ing, which  it  went  severely  against  his 
heart  even  to  think  of;  for  he  had  in- 
vested all  his  ready  money  the  year  before 
in  building  the  large  addition  to  his  house, 
in  erecting  a  new  stone  barn  and  other 
out-houses,  and  in  enriching  and  fencing 
in  his  lands.  It  is  true  that  he  had  a  year 
before  him  in  which  to  look  round  and 
manage  for  the  best,  but  his  way  was  so 
hemmed  in  just  now,  that  if  he  could  man- 
age to  pay  interest  and  get  the  mortgage 
extended  it  was  as  much  as  he  dared  hope 
to  accomplish.  In  addition  to  this  serious 
cause  for  anxiety,  there  was  his  .wife  grow- 


ing thin ;  the  light  had  faded  out  of  her 
eyes,  the  cheerful  ring  was  gone  from  her 
voice,  and  she  was  miserably  unhappy. 
And  the  boy,  Reuben,  the  idol  of  the  house- 
hold, grew  more  dreamy  every  day ;  some- 
times wan  and  drooping,  at  other  times 
glowing  and  brilliant  with  feverish  excite- 
ment, he  was  an  enigma  which  none  of 
them  could  comprehend.  The  doctor 
had  been  sent  for,  and  his  scrutiny  into 
the  case  resulted  in  the  sage  opinion  that 
"  he  must  be  let  alone.  He  was  too  fra- 
gile for  bleeding  and  physicking,  and  must 
be  as  much  as  possible  in  the  open  air. 
He  could  not  decide  whether  the  case  was 
one  of  inertia,  or,  what  was  worse,  soften- 
ing of  the  brain."  So  Ruby  had  his 
liberty,  which  above  all  things  he  desired 
just  now;  and  he  really  was  selfish  enough 
to  feel  glad  that  they  were  all  uneasy 
enough  about  him  to  follow  the  doctor's 
sensible  advice.  Had  it  been  otherwise 
some  of  his  fine  plans  would  have  come 
to  grief.  For  Ruby  had  a  secret  which 
he  guarded  with  jealous  care  ;  and  when 
his  keen-eyed,  anxious  little  mother  found 
out  that  the  boy  was  making  a  mystery  of 
something,  it  added  to  her  unhappiness, 
and  she  wondered  with  a  dull  ache  at  her 
heart  if  he  was  going  daft?  She  had 
never  got  over  the  talk  about  the  "  soft 
stone,"  and  nothing  could  have  convinced 
her  that  it  was  not  a  feature  of  mental 
hallucination  in  him  to  imagine  such  a 
thing. 

Then  Nick  had  run  down  for  a  day  and 
night  from  the  Pines  to  get  some  instruc- 
tions from  his  father  relative  to  a  final  set- 
tlement of  his  affairs,  and  he  told  them 
about  the  letter  he  had  got  from  Deacon 
Sueathen ;  the  poor  fellow  bore  it  bravely 
enough,  for  he  had  Hulda's  faithful,  cheer- 
ing letter  as  an  offset  to  it;  but  his  father 
and  mother  knew  that  this  sudden  turn  in 
the  affairs  of  his  young  and  happy  life 
was  no  light  burden  for  him  to  bear,  and 
they  comforted  him  as  best  they  could, 
"  speaking  words  of  endearment,  where 
words  of  consolation  availed  not."  *  Al- 
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together  the  situation  of  the  family  at  the 
Old  Homestead  was  grave.  But  Wolfert 
Flemining  had  counted  the  cost ;  and  come 
weal  or  woe,  the  peace  of  his  soul  was  un- 
disturbed, his  faith  unshaken.  The  read- 
ings from  Milner's  "  End  of  Controversy  " 
went  on  regularly  every  evening — Mrs. 
Flemming  now  habitually  absenting  her- 
self. Her  quaint  high-backed  chair  looked 
forlorn  and  empty ;  they  not  only  missed 
her  presence,  but  deplored  the  cause ;  even 
the  great  tortoise-shell  cat,  which  was  wont 
to  sleep  curled  up  at  her  feet,  seemed  to 
understand  that  something  was  wrong,  and 
finally  one  night  mounted  quietly  into  the 
chair  where  she  sat,  sadly  blinking  at  the 
fire  until  her  mistress  came  in  to  prayers, 
then  springing  lightly  to  the  floor  sbe  met 
her  half-way,  rubbed  her  sides  against  her 
and  lay  down  in  her  old  place  at  her  feet, 
where  she  dozed  contentedly.  This  gro- 
tesque little  episode  occurred  every  night, 
and  no  one  disturbed  Griselda,  who,  like 
her  famous  namesake,  behaved  with  the 
greatest  propriety.  Meanwhile  Eva  and 
Hope  became  more  and  more  interested, 
and  more  sincerely  convinced  by  the  argu- 
ments they  heard  that  the  Catholic  faith 
was  the  one,  only  true,  and  holy  apostolic 
faith,  upon  earth.  Convinced  of  the  divine 
origin  and  truth  of  the  Church,  a  belief  in 
its  dogmas  necessarily  followed,  although 
their  faith  in  some  of  these  was  not  alto- 
gether clear ;  for  instance,  the  doctrine  of 
Purgatory,  so  unlike  anything  they  had 
ever  heard  of  or  conceived,  was  a  draw- 
back ;  also  Tradition  and  the  Invocation 
of  Saints  were  subjects  which  they  dis- 
cussed night  after  night  with  their  father, 
who  in  his  grave  patient  way  turned  first 
to  the  Bible  and  then  to  Milner,  linking 
the  proofs  together  by  his  own  strong 
natural  reason  and  the  inspirations  of  grace, 
until  they  felt  that  however  strongly  their 
human  reason  might  be  opposed  to  such 
doctrines  they  could  not  see  how  they 
could  believe  otherwise — and  experienced 
for  the  first  time  in  their  lives  that  grace 
is  supernatural,  and  above  all  worldly 
reason  and  philosophy;  that  the  high  mys- 
teries of  God  are  not  to  be  solved  by 


mortal  minds,  or  dragged  into  the  mire  of 
human  understanding,  but  were  to  be 
reverenced  and  adored.  Then  it  occurred 
to  them  that  the  Trinity,  which  they  had 
always  believed,  without  the  shadow  of  a 
doubt,  was  a  g'reater  and  more  inaccessible 
mystery  than  any  of  these  new  dogmas  they 
had  been  hearing  about,  and  which  they 
desired  to  accept;  yet  they  had  never 
thought  it  necessary  to  fathom  its  mean- 
ing, or  even  troubled  themselves  for  a 
single  moment  about  it;  they  simply  be- 
lieved it,  and  if  need  be  would  have  suffered 
death  rather  than  deny  their  faith  in  it. 
They  had  many  talks  together  over  their 
sewing  in  the  daytime,  when  their  mother 
was  not  present,  on  the  subject  of  the  pre- 
vious night's  reading;  grave,  quiet  con- 
versations, indicating  not  only  an  appre- 
ciation of  new  and  strange  information, 
which  in  itself  affords  a  certain  pleasure 
to  intelligent  minds,  but  the  dawn  and 
awaking  of  a  spiritual  life  which  already 
inspired  them  to  place  their  will  in  sub- 
jection to  the  supreme  will  and  service  of 
God.  And  Eva  daily  meditated  on  the 
picture  that  the  peddler  gave  her.  She 
had  learnt  much  about  that  Virgin  Mother 
who  stood  weeping  at  the  Cross.  Her 
Bible  told  her  in  its  prophecies  and  in  its 
gospels  who  SHE  was;  and  Milner  told  her 
how  and  why  the  Church  venerated  her  and 
sought  her  intercession- — and  the  thought 
of  MARY  became  more  deeply  precious  to 
her;  it  was  her  companion  in  solitude  ;  it 
was  the  purest  and  tenderest  motive  of  her 
soul,  the  model  by  which  she  was  interiorly 
striving  to  fashion  her  own  life.  She  was 
the  sinless  Mother  of  Jesus ;  through  Him 
she  was  also  hers ;  she  was  the  new  Eve 
who  had  brought  healing  and  salvation  to 
her  progeny,  instead  of  malediction  and 
eternal  woe  as  did  the  first  Eve.  She  suf- 
fered in  her  soul  all  that  her  Son  suffered 
in  His  body,  that  the  ruin  wrought  by  our 
first  mother  mightbe  healed;  and — thought 
the  girl — lest  her  Son's  passion  should 
become^  through  our  own  perverseness, 
fruitless  for  us,  she  intercedes  without 
ceasing  for  us,  for  whom  she  suffered  a 
supreme  martyrdom.  Then  Eva  began  to 
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understand  that  the  little  statue  in  old  Mis- 
sisquoi's  room  was  not  an  ideal  "Peace" 
or  "Charity,"  but  an  image  of -the  holy 
Mother  and  her  Divine  Babe  ;  and  in  a  lit- 
tle while  the  table  was  covered  with  an 
embroidered  drapery;  it  was  drawn  out 
from  the  side  of  the  wall  and  set  in  the 
middle  of  the  room,  with  the  ivy-covered 
window  for  a  background,  and  before  the 
statue  she  daily  placed  a  vase  of  wild 
flowers.  Into  this  retreat  Eva  used  to 
steal  at  twilight,  sometimes  at  sunrise,  and 
in  fact  whenever  an  opportunity  presented 
itself,  to  offer  her  pure  devotions,  to  read 
and  meditate  on  all  the  wonderful  and  sub- 
lime truths  which  were  gradually  illumin- 
ating her  spirit,  and  ask  with  timid  yearn- 
ing love  the  intercession  of  the  Mother  of 
Jesus.  After  a  little  time  the  family  got  to 
know  where  Eva  was  to  be  found  when 
she  was  missing,  for  she  now  often  took 
her  sewing  with  her,  and  sat  there  full  of 
content  and  peace,  thinking  and  thinking 
of  her  sweet  Virgin  Mother  until  all  earthly 
things  were  lost  sight  of.  One  day  her 
mother  surprised  her  there.  Mrs.  Flem- 
ming  stood  on  the  threshold  and  saw  it  all : 
the  image,  the  flowers,  the  embroidered 
draperies ;  and,  above  all,  Eva  sitting  there 
on  a  low  chair,  her  hands  lightly  clasped 
over  her  knee,  and  her  face  uplifted,  gazing 
with  a  rapt  far-away  look  in  her  eyes  upon 
the  fair  likeness  of  MARY. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


[Translated  from  Le  Rosier  de  Marie.] 

Feast  of  the  Ascension. 


ROME,  May  6,  1869. 

The  Holy  Father  went  in  state  yester- 
day to  St.  John  Lateran,  where  it  is  custom- 
ary for  the  popes  to  hold  chapel  for  the 
feast  of  the  Ascension.  On  his  way  from 
the  Vatican  to  the  basilica  he  was  re- 
ceived with  the  greatest  enthusiasm.  At 
his  arrival  the  evvivas  redoubled.  Every- 
one was  impressed  by  the  cheerful  and 
healthy  appearance  of  Pius  IX. 


Cardinal  de  Reisach  officiated  at  the 
papal  altar,  instead  of  his  Eminence  Patrizzi, 
who  was  suffering  from  an  attack  of  the 
gout.  After  the  Mass  the  Pope  passed 
into  the  sacristy,  where  the  canons  and 
clergy  were  admitted  to  the  kissing  of  the 
foot.  He  presented  to  the  Chapter  a  chas- 
suble  magnificently  wrought  in  silk  and 
gold,  which  had  been  sent  to  him  the  llth 
of  April  by  the  Chapter  and  Religious  of 
Aix-la-Chapelle.  It  may  appear  strange 
that  the  Pope  so  deprives  himself  of  gifts 
sent  him  by  the  faithful.  The  least  reflec- 
tion, however,  will  convince  us  that  noth- 
ing is  more  noble,  nor  more  honorable  to 
the  donors.  If  the  Pope  retained  for  him- 
self those  presents,  at  his  death  they  would 
all  pass  into  other  hands — would  fall  into 
forgetfulness,  or  disappear  in  private 
families.  When  he  bestows  them  upon 
churches  they  are  preserved,  become  the 
property  of  Christendom,  perpetuate  with 
the  remembrance  of  his  munificence  the 
souvenir  of  the  piety  of  the  giver.  The 
chasuble  of  Aix-la-Chapelle  belongs  to 
the  treasury  of  St.  John  Lateran.  There 
for  centuries,  it  will  be  shown  in  the  same 
way  as  the  dalmatic  of  Charlemagne,  which 
has  for  ten  centuries  been  preserved  at  St. 
Peter's. 

Permit  me  to  cite  a  trait  which  will  show 
how  Pius  IX  makes  use  of  the  most  costly 
gifts  bestowed  upon  him.  Several  years 
ago  the  Queen  of  Spain  presented  him 
with  a  tiara  of  great  value.  Although  it 
was  adorned  with  eighteen  thousand  dia- 
monds and  precious  stones,  the  workman- 
ship was  so  delicately  executed  that  the 
Pope  could  wear  it  with  ease ;  more- 
over, it  was  the  most  beautiful  of  the  three 
worn  by  him  on  solemn  occasions,  and 
which  are  placed  upon  credences  during 
the  grand  pontifical  ceremonies.  Ah,  well! 
— Pius  IX,  who  was  in  need  of  money, 
sold  it;  he  did  not  dispose  of  it  to  a  jew- 
eller or  a  Jew,  but  to  the  treasury  of  the 
Sixtine  Chapel,  so  that  succeeding  Pontiffs 
may  wear  it  on  the  great  feasts  of  Easter, 
Christmas,  Ascension,  the  feast  of  Saint 
Peter,  etc.  What  did  he  do  with  the  price? 
He  consecrated  the  entire  sum,  400,000 
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francs,  to  the  foundation  of  a  seminary 
called  the  Seminario  Pio. 

Such  is  Pius  IX ;  such  were  his  prede- 
cessors; such  will  be,  to  the  end,  his  suc- 
cessors. 

Will  many  popes  succeed  Pius  IX? 
This  is  a  question  discussed  by  the  men 
who  are  occupied  with  the  interpret- 
ations of  the  Apocalypse  and  making 
them  coincide  with  the  numerous  revela- 
tions and  prophecies  which  the  sacred  an- 
nals have  preserved.  The  prevailing  be- 
lief is  that  the  end  of  time  is  near  at  hand. 
The  greater  number  of  commentators  are 
of  opinion  that  the  popes,  successors  of 
Pius  IX,  will  occupy  the  papal  throne  only 
for  short  periods.  In  the  basilica  of  Saint 
Paul  there  are  but  twenty-two  chronolo- 
gical mosaic  medallions  of  the  Sovereign 
Pontiffs  vacant.  [These  signs  are  very 
insignificant. — ED.] 

As  to  Pius  IX — he  is  the  grand  person- 
age of  the  present  century,  whose  tribula- 
tions heaven  recompenses  by  marvellous 
graces.  He  will  see  that  which  no  Pope 
ever  saw :  the  years  of  Peter.  We  are  as- 
sured that  the  revelations  of  Anna  Maria 
Taigi  promised  him  a  reign  of  twenty 
seven  years.  You  are  aware,  however, 
that  those  revelations  are  in  great  part 
secret,  and  deposited  in  the  archives  of 
the  Congregation  of  Rites,  which  is  occu- 
pied with  the  cause  of  the  beatification  of 
this  venerable  woman. 

It  is  further  said,  that  the  last  years  of 
the  Pontificate  of  Pius  IX  will  be  illus- 
trated by  striking  prodigies;  that  God 
will  enlighten  unbelievers  and  force  them 
to  acknowledge  the  divinity  of  the  holy 
Church. 

To  return  to  the  Ascension.  After  the 
ceremony  the  Pope,  borne  in  sedia  gestato- 
ria,  appeared  in  the  balcony  of  the  basilica. 
The  immense  space  was  crowded  with 
people  and  battalions  of  the  papal  army. 
In  a  clear  distinct  voice  he  gave  the  bene- 
diction. Those  who  heard  that  voice 
could  have  no  doubt  of  the  strength  and 
vitality  of  Pius  IX.  He  was  enthusiasti- 
cally greeted — then,  in  silence,  he  gave 
his  blessing. 


For  the  Month  of  June, 

NINE    ELEVATIONS    OF    THE    SOUL    TO    THE 
SACRED    HEART    OF   JESUS. 

1.  Heart  of  Jesus,  perfect  adorer  of  the  Godhead, 
teach  me  to  adore  Thy  heavenly  Father  like  Thee 
and  through  Thee. 

2.  Heart  of  Jesus,  inflamed  with  love  for  me,  in- 
flame my  heart  with  Thy  divine  love. 

3.  Heart  of  Jesus,  the  only  victim  worthy  of  God, 
unite  me  to  the  divine  sacrifice  of  Thyself. 

4.  Heart  of  Jesus,  overwhelmed  with  sorrow  for 
the  sins  of  men,  break  my  heart  with  contrition  for 
my  own  sins. 

5.  Heart  of  Jesus,  abyss  of  humility,  annihilate 
my  pride. 

6.  Heart  of  Jesus,  living  exemplar  of  sweetness, 
grant  me  perfect  meekness 

7.  Heart  of  Jesus,  infinitely  pure  and  holy,  grant 
me  inviolable  purity  of  mind,  body  and  heart. 

8.  Heart  of  Jesus,  devoured  with  zeal  for  the  glory 
of  Thy  heavenly  Father,  inflame  me  with  an  ardent 
zeal  for  Thy  glory  and  my  own  sanctification. 

9.  Heart  of  Jesus,  reign  Thou  ever  in  my  heart, 
and  grant  that  one  day  I  may  reign  with  Thee  in 
heaven. 

PRAYER. 

Sweetest  Jesus,  who  not  only  dost  not  reject  any 
of  Thy  chosen  ones,  but  who  even  receivest  the 
greatest  sinners  provided  only  they  repent,  have 
pity  on  those  especially  who  invoke  Thy  Sacred 
Name.  Graciously  hear  the  prayer  of  those  who 
desire  to  adore  Thee  in  spirit  and  in  truth ;  grant 
that  all  true  lovers  of  Thy  most  Sacred  Heart  may, 
according  to  Thy  loving  promises,  find  in  it  light, 
joy,  strength,  peace,  protection,  Thy  holy  love  in 
time  and  in  eternity.  Amen. 


Life  of  Mother  Mary  Seraphine  F- 

[CONTINUED.] 


The  Lord  so  formed  and  perfected  the 
soul  of  this  saintly  nun,  giving  to  her 
such  an  entire  comprehension  of  the  great 
precept  of  charity  it  seemed  if  she  had 
heard  from  the  lips  of  her  divine  Master 
Himself  the  tender  words :  "  This  is  My 
commandment  that  you  love  one  another." 
The  love  of  God  which  filled  her  whole 
being  poured  itself  forth  on  her  neighbor 
in  a  stream  of  good-will,  of  kindness,  and 
pure  delight  in  doing  good.  Zeal  for 
souls  was  the  first  characteristic  of  this 
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holy  charity.  How  could  it  be  otherwise, 
knowing  as  she  did  they  were  redeemed 
by  the  blood  of  her  divine  Saviour  ?  How 
could  she  help  ardently  desiring  that  all 
hearts  should  have  the  blessedness  of  liv- 
ing in  obedience  to  His  laws?  She  shed 
tears  of  joy  on  hearing  of  the  conversion 
of  a  sinner;  and  the  same  zeal  made  her 
sympathize  warmly  in  missionary  enter- 
prizes,  grieving  for  all  obstacles  that  re- 
tarded the  labors  of  those  who  devoted 
themselves  to  this  work,  and  thanking 
God  in  a  transport  of  happiness  when  the 
Annals  of  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith 
related  successes  which  had  rewarded 
their  generous  efforts.  Her  consolation 
was  extreme  when  any  of  these  apostolic 
men  promised  to  her  community  a  share 
in  their  prayers,  and  in  the  merit  of  their 
self-devotion.  She  thought  she  could 
give  no  more  fervent  proof  of  her  love  for 
God  than  by  laboring  for  the  salvation  of 
her  neighbor.  The  Sacred  Heart  seemed 
to  have  communicated  to  hers  a  ray  of 
its  burning  love  for  souls,  and  thence  too 
she  had  learned  the  engaging  sweetness 
and  gentleness  that  won  all.  "  I  have  no 
other  desire  than  the  good  of  my  neigh- 
bor," she  said,  with  simple  candor;  and 
her  goodness,  her  indulgence,  her  benig- 
nity were  so  great  she  was  sometimes  re- 
proached for  the  excess  of  them  by  less 
charitable  souls.  One  day  she  had  been 
seriously  reprehended  for  this,  and  went 
to  cast  herself  at  the  feet  of  our  Lord  and 
examine  her  heart:  "And  our  Lord  made 
me  feel  that  He  is  far  more  merciful,  for- 
bearing, and  mild." 

Like  the  Good  Shepherd,  she  sought 
the  lost  sheep  and  carried  it  home  in  her 
bosom.  What  solicitude,  what  care  would 
she  not  give  to  recall  a  soul  that  had 
wandered  from  the  right  way !  What 
prayers  and  penances !  There  was  no 
possible  means  that  her  charity  did  not 
use;  and  then  again  what  rejoicing  when 
at  length  the  prodigal  returned;  the  kiss 
of  forgiveness  stopped  even  the  confession 
of  the  fault,  and  would,  if  it  could,  erase 
even  the  recollection  of  it.  She  never 
broke  the  bruised  reed,  nor  extinguished 


the  smoking  flax.  When  some  poor  sonl 
was  growing  languid  and  listless  she 
tended  it  with  inexpressible  tenderness ; 
her  fervent  and  strong  words  poured  the 
oil  and  wine  into  the  wounds  of  those  souls 
whom  robbers  had  wounded  and  despoiled. 

Like  a  good  nurse,  she  often  took  her- 
self the  remedies  her  sick  infant  needed — 
humbling  herself,  to  make  the  soul  compre- 
hend the  need  it  had  of  humiliations;  open- 
ing her  own  heart  to  it,  to  win  it  to  openness ; 
praying  with  it,  to  teach  it  how  to  pray. 
She  made  herself  all  to  all — rejoicing  with 
the  glad,  mourning  with  the  sad,  and  with 
the  weak  seeming  not  only  to  enter  into 
their  difficulties,  but  even  to  partake  in 
them.  At  all  times,  in  all  places,  day  or 
night,  in  season  and  out  of  season,  any  or 
everyone  could  go  to  her  for  aid,  sure  of 
being  well  received.  A  sister  once  im- 
patiently asked,  when  they  had  been  re- 
peatedly interrupted  while  engaged  in 
some  important  business,  "  if  they  were 
not  to  be  left  a  moment  alone?"  "What 
would  you  have  me  do  ?"  said  Mother 
Seraph ine;  "  am  I  not  their  mother?"  An- 
other sister  represented  to  her  that  she 
was  too  overburdened  with  occupations 
to  be  interrupted  thus.  "  Why  am  I  here," 
she  replied,  "except  to  devote  and  sacri- 
fice myself  for  my  neighbor?"  At  one 
time  when  she  was  suffering  from  weak- 
ness of  the  chest,  a  notice  was  pinned  to 
the  door  of  her  cell  to  forbid  any  one  to 
enter;  as  soon  as  she  saw  it,  she  said: 
"Remove  that  paper;  I  am  placed  here 
only  to  serve  the  community." 

The  characteristics  of  true  charity  enu- 
merated by  Saint  Paul  might  very  well 
be  applied  to  Mother  Seraphine;  in  par- 
ticular she  showed  "longanimity"  in  her 
treatment  of  imperfect  and  unpolished 
subjects — bearing  with  them,  and  encour- 
aging like  a  mother  their  first  unsteady 
steps  in  the  interior  life.  "  We  must 
labor  to  secure  all  good,"  she  said  to  a 
novice  who  had  lost  much  time,  "  and 
must  pardon  no  fault  in  ourselves;  but 
make  reparation  for  all,  both  the  great 
and  the  little  ones."  In  the  same  way  she 
had  inexhaustible  patience  for  souls  tried 
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by  scruples.  One  of  her  daughters,  tried 
in  this  way,  she  permitted  to  come  to  her 
many  times  in  the  day  and  even  in  the 
night,  always  listening  to  all  there  was 
to  say,  though  ready  sometimes  to  sink 
with  weariness  and  drowsiness.  To  see 
the  sweetness  with  which  she  would  en- 
dure the  trifling  difficulties,  the  tiresome 
and  inopportune  details,  the  petty  troubles 
and  vexations  brought  to  her  by  some  of 
the  sisters,  recalled  the  heart  of  Saint 
Francis  de  Sales  himself.  "  Mother,  you 
literally  carry  charity  to  your  neighbor 
to  the  bounds  of  folly,"  said  one  of  the 
sisters  to  her. 

All  that  was  hers  was  just  as  much  for 
others;  as  she  used  for  her  neighbor  all 
her  lights  and  her  experience,  so  all  exterior 
conveniences  and  comforts  she  had  were 
for  them;  she  reserved  nothing  for  her 
own  needs.  How  watchful  and  anxious 
was  she  to  provide  for  the  comfort  of  each 
one  of  her  daughters  !  A  young  lay  sis- 
ter, who  slept  not  far  from  Mother  Sera- 
phine's  cell,  on  rising  one  morning  found 
to  her  surprise  spread  over  her  bed  the 
coverlet  and  some  of  the  garments  of  her 
superior,  and  took  them  back  to  her,  ex- 
pressing her  wonder  how  they  got  there. 
"Why  are  you  surprised?"  was  the  an- 
swer ;  "  you  were  suffering  with  cold  in 
the  night."  Mother  Seraphine  had  heard 
her  shivering  and  moaning  in  her  sleep 
and  had  risen  several  times  to  add  again 
and  again  to  the  coverings  of  her  bed. 
Some  of  her  own  warm  underclothing  was 
thus  bestowed  on  others,  and  she  managed 
to  keep  it  unknown  for  part  of  the  winter. 
This  disregard  for  self  was  just  as  touch- 
ingly  shown  on  every  occasion.  On  one 
of  her  journeys,  in  bitter  winter  weather, 
she  saw  a  poor  man  mounting  to  the  out- 
side of  the  diligence ;  greatly  humbled  to 
perceive  that  she,  who  had  vowed  poverty 
for  the  sake  of  Jesus  Christ,  was  so  much 
more  comfortably  provided  for  than  this 
poor  person,  she  took  off  the  warm  wrap- 
pings that  had  been  procured  for  her  and 
sent  them  to  him.  In  the  same  way,  on 
another  journey,  she  gave  to  a  poor  woman 
and  her  child  her  little  stock  of  provisions. 


The  woman,  a  rough  and  coarse-minded 
person,  who  disliked  all  priests  and  re- 
ligious, had  treated  Sister  Seraphine  with 
unprovoked  rudeness,  and  was  so  softened 
by  this  unexpected  return  for  her  insult, 
that  it  wrought  a  total  change  in  her  feel- 
ings. 

She  was  entirely  free  from  human  re- 
spect. All  could  approach  her  with  equal 
facility,  whether  high  or  low ;  and  if 
she  made  any  difference  it  was  only 
in  favor  of  those  whose  station  or  less 
attractive  appearance  she  thought  gave 
them  a  still  greater  claim  on  her  kindness. 
She  would  entreat  forgiveness  of  any  one 
who  had  been  kept  waiting  for  her,  how- 
ever insignificant  they  might  be,  saying: 
"  It  always  pains  me  to  know  I  have  made 
anyone  who  needed  me  wait."  To  one 
who  admired  her  equality  of  manner  to 
all  persons  she  replied:  "Our  good  God 
gave  it  to  me;  I  perceive  nothing  and 
consider  nothing  but  souls." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One; 

—  OE  — 

THE  STORY  OF  THE  THREE  BAPTISMS. 


BT  THB  AUTHOR  OP  "BLIND  AGNE8E,"  "GENE- 
VIEVE,"  ETC. 


CHAPJER  II. 

Soon  the  old  Indian  and  his  wife  learned 
to  love  the  little  Angelina  as  if  she  had 
been  a  child  of  their  own.  Though  con- 
fined to  her  bed  by  illness,  the  kind-hearted 
woman  was  never  weary  of  nursing  and 
cherishing  the  poor  little  orphan  ;  and  as 
soon  as  it  grew  a  little  older  and  stronger, 
her  husband  would  take  it  in  his  arms,  and 
sitting  down  beneath  the  shadow  of  some 
tall  forest  tree,  would  watch  over  it  for 
hours.  He  never  forgot  the  promise  he 
had  made  to  the  poor  Spanish  lady,  but 
there  now  appeared  little  chance  of  his 
ever  being  able  to  fulfil  it,  for  his  wife  grew 
worse  every  day ;  and  wearied  out  by  long 
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attendance  on  her,  he  began  htfnself  to  feel 
all  the  infirmities  of  old  age  approaching. 
There  was  one  thing,  however,  which  he 
could  do,  and  this  he  most  religiously  per- 
formed. When  the  little  child  began  to 
speak  and  understand  him,  he  taught  her 
Spanish,  that  she  might  be  able  to  compre- 
hend the  instructions  of  the  first  "  black- 
robe"  chance  might  throw  in  her  way ;  and 
he  told  her  as  much  as  he  himself  knew 
concerning  the  God  whom  her  Spanish 
mother  had  wished  her  to  worship.  The 
Indian  language  she  learned  from  the  wo- 
man, who  spoke  no  other  ;  but  with  "  her 
Indian  father,"  as  he  made  her  call  him, 
she  always  conversed  in  Spanish.  When 
she  was  about  seven  years  old,  the  woman 
died,  and  then  she  became  the  constant 
companion  of  the  old  man.  It  was  her  de- 
light to  sit  at  his  feet,  and  listen  to  him 
while  he  talked  to  her  of  the  white  Christ, 
who  had  come  down  from  the  bright  blue 
skies  to  die  on  a  cross  for  the  love  of  her. 
She  was  never  weary  of  making  him  tell 
her  of  the  good  "black-robe"  who  had 
visited  him  in  prison  and  dressed  his 
wounds  and  told  him  that  he  did  so  in  obe- 
dience to  his  God,  who  had  sent  him  to 
console  the  poor  Indians  for  the  cruelty 
of  their  Spanish  masters.  But  most  of  all 
she  loved  to  hear  him  tell  of  the  time  when 
Christ  was  a  little  infant  weeping  in  His 
Mother's  arms,  and  when  that  Mother,  who 
was  sweeter  than  the  flowers  of  the  forest, 
and  more  lovely  than  the  stars  of  the 
heaven,  had  watched  over  Him,  and  tended 
Him  as  fondly  as  the  old  Indian  had  cher- 
ished her  in  the  days  of  her  infancy. 

Every  morning  and  every  evening  she 
bent  her  little  head  to  the  very  dust  while 
she  said  with  fervent  devotion,  "  Christ, 
who  died  on  the  cross,  have  mercy  on  me;" 
and  night  and  day  she  often  used  to  say  in 
her  heart,  "Mary  and  the  little  infant  Jesus, 
love  me,  I  pray  of  you."  Both  of  these 
prayers  her  Indian  father  had  taught  her, 
and  in  the  simplicity  of  his  he*art  he  would 
often  say  them  with  her  himself.  It  may 
be  wondered  how  he  could  know  so  much 
about  the  Christian  religion  ;  but  though 
he  had  always  refused  to  allow  himself  to 


be  baptized,  he  had  often  listened  with 
much  attention  to  the  instructions  the  mis- 
sionary priests  had  given  to  his  compan- 
ions in  misfortune  ;  and  during  his  cap- 
tivity among  the  Indians  he  had  reflected 
so  much  upon  them  that  they  became  firmly 
imprinted  on  his  memory,  and  he  could 
even  remember  some  of  the  little  ejacula- 
tory  prayers  they  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
making  their  neophytes  repeat.  Among 
these  were  two  little  prayers  which  he  had 
taught  the  little  Spanish  girl  the  moment 
she  could  utter  the  words,  and  which  he 
never  suffered  her  to  omit  a  single  morn- 
ing of  her  life.  Naturally  of  a  serious  dis- 
position, the  solitary  life  which  this  child 
led  in  the  midst  of  the  woods  rendered  her 
grave  and  thoughtful  above  her  years. 
She  never  sought  the  amusements  in  which 
other  children  seem  always  to  delight ; 
and  there  was  a  calm  thoughtfulness  in 
her  eyes,  and  a  subdued  seriousness  in  her 
voice,  that  often  made  the  Indian  wonder 
why  she  was  so  little  like  all  the  other 
young  girls  he  had  ever  seen  of  her  age. 
In  his  simplicity  he  used  to  fancy  it  was 
because  the  waters  of  baptism  had  never 
made  her  a  child  of  the  Christ  who  was 
the  God  of  her  nation;  and  he  used  then 
earnestly  to  entreat  the  "  Great  Father" 
in  heaven  to  send  one  of  His  black-robed 
servants  to  their  cabin,  that  he  might  see 
her  made  happy  before  he  died. 

Often  after  a  long  silence  she  would 
startle  him  by  entreaties  that  he  would 
journey  with  her  to  the  kingdom  oi  the 
white  men,  where  she  might  be  made  a 
child  of  the  God  of  her  mother;  and  when 
he  would  answer  by  a  mournful  shake  of 
the  head,  and  an  observation  that  she  was 
too  young  and  h?  too  old  for  such  an  ex- 
pedition, she  would  bring  water  in  a  gourd, 
and,  kneeling  before  him,  entreat  him  to 
pour  it  on  her  head,  as  he  had  often  said 
her  white  mother  had  besought  him  to  do. 
But  the  superstitious  fears  of  the  old  man 
always  prevented  his  complying  with  the 
request  of  his  beloved  orphan;  and,  be- 
sides this,  he  had  quite  forgotten  the  words 
by  which  he  knew  that  the  pouring  of  the 
water  should  be  accompanied.  The  knowl- 
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edge  that  her  mother  had  wept  over  her 
in  dying  because  she  was  "the  unbaptized 
one,"  the  often  repeated  assurance  of  the 
Indian  that  until  this  mysterious  ceremony 
was  conferred  upon  her  she  could  not  be 
the  child  of  the  crucified  Christ  whom  she 
so  tenderly  loved,  at  last  began  to  prey 
seriously  on  the  mind  of  the  solitary  child; 
her  eyes  grew  heavy,  her  cheek  grew  pale, 
and  by  the  time  she  had  reached  her  twelfth 
year,  without  having  any  real  conception 
of  the  nature  of  that  which  she  longed  for 
so  ardently,  her  soul  might  truly  be  said 
to  thirst  after  the  waters  of  baptism. 
About  this  time  the  Indian  became  com- 
pletely crippled  by  old  age,  and  unable  to 
creep  farther  than  the  door  of  his  hut, 
where  he  used  often  to  lie  for  hou/s,  half 
asleep,  in  the  sunshine. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  "Children  of  Wary"  at  Quebec, 

During  the  beautiful  month  that  is  now  drawing 
to  a  close,  we  have  witnessed  many  religious  cere- 
monies very  consoling  and  refreshing  to  the  Cath- 
olic heart.  We  have  seen  young  men  piously 
kneeling  at  the  altar,  paying  their  tribute  of  filial 
homage  to  their  Heavenly  Queen,  and  young  ladies 
fondly  clustering  round  the  hallowed  Sanctuary  of 
Mary  to  make  a  generous  oblation  of  themselves  to 
their  august  Patroness ;  we  have  seen  men  with 
hoary  locks,  and  matrons  with  silvery  tresses,  pros- 
trate themselves  before  the  time-honored  shrine  of 
our  Blessed  Lady,  and  mingle  their  quivering  voices 
with  the  mellow  tones  of  their  sons  and  daughters 
in  the  solemn  chant  of  the  Salve  Regina  and  the 
Ave  Mar  is  Stella;  but  the  ceremony  that  has  made 
the  deepest  impression  upon  us,  was  that  which 
took  place  in  the  church  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity, 
on  Saturday  29th  inst.  All  the  young  children, 
who,  a  few  weeks  previous,  had  been  admitted  to 
Communion  and  Confirmation,were  there  assembled 
to  consecrate  themselves  irrevocably  to  their  august 
Queen,  and  to  receive  as  a  badge  of  their  consecra- 
tion the  Scapular  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

It  was  nigh  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  The 
chapel  was  decorated  as  on  great  festival  days ;  the 
galleries  were  filled  with  parents  and  spectators,  the 
vast  nave  being  reserved  for  the  "  Children  of  Mary," 
who  there  awaited  the  precious  moment,  like  the 
spouse  mentioned  in  the  Book  of  Canticles.  Two 
little  girls,  distinguished  from  the  rest  by  the 
greater  beauty  of  their  apparel — the  one  being 


dressed  in  green  and  the  other  in  pink — sat  in  the 
centre  as  the  queens  of  the  festival.  Both  were 
covered  with  long  flowing  veils  and  held  a  pavilion 
in  their  hands.  The  sun's  golden  beams  sporting 
blithefully  amidst  those  precious  jewels,  lightly 
crimsoned  the  soft  hue  that  mantled  over  their 
virgin  cheek  and  added  a  lustre  to  the  bright  radi- 
ance of  their  countenance.  The  priest  who  pre- 
sided at  this  ceremony  addressed  his  youthful  hear- 
ers on  the  importance  of  the  act  they  were  about  to 
perform,  and  to  an  observant  eye  it  was  easy  to  see 
that  his  simple  and  eloquent  words  delighted  not 
only  their  ears  but  re-echoed  in  all  the  recesses  of 
their  tender  hearts.  What  a  heavenly  sight  now 
followed,  when  those  young  children,  whose  white 
costume  typified  the  purity  of  their  soul  and  whose 
mild  look  bespoke  the  candor  of  their  age,  with 
hands  clasped  like  the  adoring  seraph,  with  head 
gently  inclined  and  wreathed  with  a  garland  of 
freshly-culled  flowers,  slowly  advanced  toward  the 
altar  of  the  most  Blessed  Virgin,  to  place  them- 
selves, like  so  many  nestling  doves,  under  the  pro- 
tection of  their  gracious  Mother !  Meanwhile  their 
seniors  blended  their  voices  with  the  dulcet  strains 
of  the  harmonium,  and  wafted  to  heaven  a  fervent 
prayer  for  their  dear  little  companions,  the  "  Chil- 
dren of  Mary."  Many  a  heart  was  melted  to  ten- 
derness, and  many  a  mother's  eye  dropped  a  tear 
of  joy.  Another  hymn  was  now  intoned,  and  again 
the  towering  vault  of  the  sacred  edifice  echoed  back 
the  sweet  tones,  the  mellifluous  accents  of  the  grate- 
ful choir  of  little  angels.  The  Benediction  of  the 
Most  Blessed  Sacrament  then  followed,  and  ter- 
minated the  pious  and  profoundly  impressive  cere- 
mony of  the  reception  of  the  "  Children  of  Mary." 
QUEBEC,  May  30,  1869. 


"  From  our  most  tender  years,  nothing  was  dearer, 
more  precious  to  us,  than  to  honor  the  Blessed 
Virgin  by  a  particular  piety,  a  special  veneration, 
the  most  intimate  devotion  of  our  heart,  and  to  do 
all  that  appeared  to  us  likely  to  contribute  to  her 
glory,  praise,  and  the  diffusion  of  her  devotion." — 
Encyclical,  Feb.  2,  1849. 

If  such  is  the  language  of  Pius  IX 
since  his  earliest  youth,  if  he  had  but 
one  single  desire  :  that  of  loving,  serving, 
and  honoring  Mary,  with  all  the  ardor  of 
his  soul  and  heart, — what  should  be  our 
feelings,  we  who  have  been  placed  be- 
neath him  to  receive  his  example?  Let 
us  imitate  this  model  by  recalling  the 
words  of  the  gospel:  "The  servant  is  not 
greater  than  the  master."  Yes,  let  us  unite 
with  Pius  IX  in  exalting  the  Mother  of  God. 
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NOTEE  DAME,  INDIANA,  JUNE  26,  1869. 


No.  26. 


The  Santa  Casa. 


Very  Rev.  Father  Sorin  promised,  while 
yet  in  Europe,  to  write  about  the  Santa 
Casa  which  he  visited  while  over  the  wa- 
ter. He  was  unable  to  fulfil  that  promise 
until  the  present  time,  and  under  the  cir- 
cumstances which  his  letter  will  unfold : 

ON  BOARD  THE  BISMARCK, 
May  30,  1869. 

Rev.  Dear  Father :  We  passed  early 
this  morning  the  famous  city  of  Vicksburg, 
where  we  stopped  nearly  two  hours.  Like 
many  other  points  on  this  mighty  river,  it 
tells  yet  the  sad  results  of  our  late  war. 
I  sincerely  wish  to  see  this  once  beautiful 
country  rise  again  to  prosperity;  but  it 
will  take  time.  As  to  its  final  recovery  I 
never  entertained  a  doubt. .  I  may  live 
yet  to  see  it  myself  and  rejoice  at  it. 
Meanwhile,  this  long  series  of  depreda- 
tions— the  unavoidable  consequences  of 
a  war  without  a  precedent  in  the  annals 
of  the  world — brings  to  my  mind  deeds 
of  like  character,  but  every  way  criminal 
and  without  a  shadow  of  palliation  or  ex- 
cuse. The  notes  I  find  among  my  papers 
on  this  subject  may  interest  your  readers, 
and,  therefore,  I  send  you  a  few  of  them. 

You  are  already  aware  that  I  spent  five 
days  last  spring  at  the  Holy  House,  where 
I  made  a  short  retreat — the  sweetest  in 
my  life.  I  commenced  it  with  the  first 
vespers  of  the  Annunciation,  and  closed 
it  on  the  evening  of  Easter  Sunday.  There 
I  prayed,  as  our  dear  Minims  so  beauti- 
fully say,  "  the  best  I  could  "  for  all  our 
friends, — and  what  a  list  I  made  !  Stripped 
as  it  is  comparatively,  Loreto  is  yet  the 


house  of  Mary,  as  you  know  it  yourself 
from  personal  experience ;  that  is  to  say,  a 
house   where    Christians   pray  as  I   have 
^  never  seen  people  pray  elsewhere. 

THE  FORMER  TREASURES  OP  LORETO. 

In  vain  should  we  look  anywhere  in  the 
Christian  world  for  another  sanctuary 
where  gratitude  and  generosity  have  been 
so  admirably  blended  to  enrich  a  treas- 
ury, as  in  Loreto. 

In  1694,  Misson,  a  Protestant  writer, 
visiting  Italy;  described  it  in  the  fol- 
lowing terms:  "The  treasury  is  a  large 
room  with  a  high  ceiling  beautifully  deco- 
rated. Seventeen  huge  cupboards  with 
double  doors  fill  up  the  whole  space  in- 
side along  the  walls.  In  none  of  these  is 
silver  admitted  ;  this  was  done  in  the  be- 
ginning, but  at  present  such  articles  are 
stowed  up  here  and  there  confusedly. 
These  large  presses  are  therefore  opened 
but  to  pure  gold,  precious  stones,  vases 
and  ornaments  more  valuable  even  than 
gold.  I  would  not  attempt  to  enumerate 
them;  it  exceeds  all  imagination.  To  com- 
prehend how  these  immense  riches  thus 
accumulated  at  Loreto,  one  has  to  bear  in 
mind  that  all  the  nations  and  states  and 
princes  who  acknowledge  the  authority  of 
the  Pope,  continue  to  bring  there,  since 
four  hundred  years."  So  much  for  a  non- 
Catholic  visitor,  whose  testimony  will  not 
be  suspected  of  exaggeration. 

In  the  latter  end  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury, instead  of  seventeen,  we  find  that 
sixty-seven  large  cupboards  (armoires) 
could  scarcely  hold  the  most  precious  of 
these  offerings.  The  simple  inventory  or  de- 
signation of  them  fills  up,  in  Murri,  thirty- 
seven  large  pages  in  4to,  closely  written. 


402 


AVE      MARIA. 


La  Santa  Casa  one  hundred  years  ago, 
possessed  twenty-three  lamps  of  massive 
gold  before  the  statue ;  forty-seven  of  sil- 
ver before  the  altar;  twenty- four  outside, 
before  the  altar  of  the  Annunciation  and 
around  the  sacred  walls;  in  all,  ninety- 
four  rich  lamps,  burningby  day  and  night, 
without  counting  those  hanging  before 
the  numerous  altars  in  the  vast  basilica 
built  over  the  Blessed  House,  nor  a  splen- 
did silver  chandelier  weighing  eighty  ft>s. 
Gold  and  silver  were  literally  lavished 
in  all  directions.  Twelve  statues  of  chil- 
dren in  pure  gold,  and  many  more  in  silver, 
were  suspended  around  the  niche  in  which 
the  cedar  statue  that  came  from  the  East 
with  the  Holy  House  is  venerated.  There 
were  two  angels  in  gold,  six  in  silver,  hold- 
ing lights ;  horns  of  abundance  in  silver, 
arid  fixed  in  the  walls,  sustaining  the  offer- 
ings. As  to  busts,  small  statues,  bas-reliefs 
in  silver,  they  were  almost  innumerable. 
The  sacred  walls  were  wholly  covered  with 
the  ex  votos  to  which  this  honor  had  been 
granted.  The  statue  itself  was  loaded  with 
precious  stones,  pearls  and  jewels  of  great 
value ;  the  altar  likewise  was  all  covered 
with  the  same. 

Every  nation  was  represented  at  Loreto 
by  some  special  gift.  Louis  XIII,  to 
thank  the  Blessed  Virgin  for  the  birth 
of  a  son,  Louis  the  Great,  after  a  child- 
less union  of  twenty-four  years,  had  sent 
to  Loreto  a  golden  infant  of  twenty- 
four  pounds,  borne  by  an  angel  in  silver 
weighing  over  three  hundred  pounds,  and 
two  crowns  of  gold  which  remained  on  the 
head  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  that  of  the 
Divine  Infant  until  the  day  of  vandalism 
brought  onby  the  French  revolution  of '93. 
Henry  III  offered  a  ciborium,  a  complete 
masterpiece  of  art  and  magnificence. 

After  the  examples  of  the  kings,  great 
cities,  noble  families,  warriors,  generals, 
seamen,  persons  of  all  ranks  and  condi- 
tions, in  the  course  of  time  accumulated 
gifts  at  Loreto  to  such  an  extent  that  no 
spot  upon  earth  could  be  compared  to  it 
in  point  of  intrinsic  value. 

In  1580  the  city  of  Lyons,  after  a  long 


and  fatal  experience  of  a  pestilence  against 
which  all  the  skill  of  doctors  and  the  pre- 
cautions of  prudence  had  failed,  placed  in 
a  solemn  manner  all  her  citizens  under  the 
protection  of  Our  Lady  of  Loreto.  The 
public  calamity  ceased  immediately ;  all 
the  sick  grew  well  and  not  a  single  new 
case  was  heard  of.  The  following  year  a 
deputation,  headed  by  the  celebrated  Fa- 
ther Edmund  Auger,  S.  J.,  brought  to  Lo- 
reto, as  a  token  of  the  gratitude  of  the  ' 
city,  a  magnificent  chalice  of  a  wonderful 
work,  accompanied  with  other  gifts  worthy 
of  the  Queen  of  the  Gaules.  Other  coun- 
tries, other  cities  for  five  hundred  years, 
prompted  alike  by  faith  and  gratitude, 
either  gave  or  followed  the  same  example. 
What  a  sad  and  humiliating  necessity  for  a 
French  priest  to  be  obliged  in  truth  to  con- 
fess that  by  none  other  but  his  own  nation 
these  precious,  invaluable  and  sacred  treas- 
ures were  stolen  and  sacrilegiously  car- 
ried away  in  broad  daylight,  to  the  eter- 
nal opprobrium  of  the  French  Republic,  in 
whose  name  the  impious  deed  was  perpe- 
trated. But  the  French  Republic  could 
not  be  expected  to  respect  at  Loreto  what  it 
laid  waste  and  mocked  and  insulted  at  home. 
Thus  perished  the  immense  gathering 
of  wonders  of  art  and  riches  with  which 
the  Christian  world  for  five  hundred  years 
had  unceasingly  endeavored  to  honor  the 
Queen  of  heaven  and  earth.  It  was  an  ir- 
reparable loss  for  the  artist  and  the 
learned.  In  the  archives  of  Loreto  all 
Europe  was  deeply  interested ;  there,  in  a 
great  measure,  its  history  was  recorded. 
Under  the  title  of  ex  voto  were  hung  close 
to  each  other,  or  laid  up  carefully  together, 
a  multitude  of  masterpieces  of  the  great 
masters  of  the  middle  ages  and  of  the 
epoch  of  transition  among  painters,  sculp- 
tors, jewellers,  goldsmiths,  etc.,  etc. 


WE  commend  to  the  prayers  of  our  pious 
readers,  especially  to  the  members  of  the 
Confraternity  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  the  soul  of  Enis  McFaul,  lately  de- 
ceased at  his  residence  in  St.  Louis,  Mo. 
May  he  rest  in  peace.  Amen. 
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AD  Offering  to  Jesus,  Mary  and  Joseph, 


BY    MARIE. 

What  shall  I  offer  ye,  glorious  Three  ? 

Gold  from  the  mountain  or  pearls  from  the  sea  ? 

Jewels  that  rival  the  morning's  glad  beams  ? 

Torn  from  Earth's  caverns,  or  won  from  her  streams  ? 

Spices  of  Araby  ?  rarest  perfume 

Wafted  from  islands  of  tropical  bloom  ? 

Poor  are  thy  treasures,  O  Earth,  unto  Him 

To  the  "  light  of  whose  glory  the  stars  are  dim ;" 

And  faint  is  the  breath  of  thy  balmiest  bowers 

To  the  odors  that  rise  from  His  amaranth  flowers ; 

The  fragrance  unfading  of  blossoms  that  grow 

Where  heaven's  "  still  waters"  unceasingly  flow. 

Rich  were  the  offerings  borne  from  afar, 

When,  'neath  the  light  of  the  mystical  star, 

Kings  from  the  jewelled  and  radiant  East 

Came  to  the  hovel  ye  shared  with  the  beast, 

Offered  their  treasures,  and  humbled  the  knee 

Low  in  your  stable — O  wonderful  Three ! 

Then  ye  were  hidden  in  lowly  disguise, 

Then  might  Earth  give  her  ephemeral  prize : 

Now,  to  the  riches  of  Heaven,  can  she 

Add  from  her  baubles — all  bright  though  they  be  ? 

What  shall  /offer  ye  ?  What  can  / bring 

Meet  for  the  crown  of  my  Saviour  and  King? 

Fit  for  the  brow  of  the  heavenly  Queen  ? 

Worthy  to  rival  the  wonderful  sheen 

Of  lilies  that  bloomed  in  his  mystical  rod 

Who  watched  Heaven's  Flowers — who  guarded  his 

God! 
There  is  wealth,  there  are  treasures,  that  mortals 

may  bring 

To  the  portals  of  pearl,  to  the  throne  of  the  King : 
The  jewels  that  fall  from  the  penitent's  eyes, 
The  sighs  of  contrition  He  will  not  despise  : 
The  love  like  to  that  which  anointed  His  feet 
With  fragrance  all  fitting  and  unction  most  sweet ; 
The  hope  that  hath  failed  not,  e'en  under  the  rod ; 
The  faith  that  e'er  murmured,  "  My  Lord  and  my 

God !" 

Ah  !  these  are  the  offrings  e'en  worthy  to  be 
Your  wealth  and  your  treasures,  O  heavenly  Three  ! 
By  the  rivers  of  bliss,  amid  infinite  calm, 
On  garments  washed  white  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 
O'er  the  lyres  of  seraphs  that  joyously  ring 
When  the  sinner  bows  low  at  the  feet  of  the  King, 
Through  all  the  "  glad  city  "  these  tributes  shall  shine 
Crown-jewels  resplendent — Love's  treasures  divine. 
Aye,  the  heart's  lowly  homage  meet  off  ring  shall  be 
For  the  household  of  Heaven — its  glorious  Three ! 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  CAL. 


THE  FLEMINGS, 


BY    MBS.    ANNA    H.    DOBSEY. 

CHAPTER  XVI. 

TRIALS    COME   NOT   SINGLY. 

(Continued.) 

"  Eva,"  she  said  in  a  hoarse,  harsh  voice, 
"What  is  this?  Has  it  really  come  to 
image-worship  under  this  roof?  Are  you 
all  mad  or  possessed  ?" 

Eva  started  and  looked  round.  "  Not 
worshipping  the  image,  mother,"  she  an- 
swered quickly,  as  she  rose  and  stood, 
making.a  little  gesture  with  her  hand  to- 
wards the  statue.  "  It  represents  the 
Mother  of  Jesus;  and  I  was  thinking  of 
her  holy  life  and  exalted  virtues,  and  wish- 
ing that  I  might  even  in  a  feeble  and  im- 
perfect way  imitate  them." 

"  She  was  no  better  than  any  other  con- 
verted woman.  I  don't  deny  that  she  was 
converted,"*  said  Mrs.  Flemming;  "but 
you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  yourself  to 
practice  such  idolatry  as  to  be  paying  her 
honors  which  are  due  only  to  God,  you 
who  have  been  sitting  under  the  teachings 
of  the  gospel  so  many  years." 

"  Mother !"  asked  Eva,  in  her  grave 
sweet  way,  so  much  like  her  father's,  "  is 
it  idolatry  for  me  to  love  you,  to  think  of 
you,  to  desire  to  resemble  you,  and  to  ask 
the  aid  of  your  prayers?  Is  it  giving  to 
a  creature  the  worship  which  is  due  to  God 
to  do  this?" 

"  It  is  a  different  thing  entirely.  It 
makes  me  sick,  such  false  reasoning,"  she 
replied,  nervously. 

"  Dear  mother,  if  it  is  not  idolatry  for 
me  to  love  you  and  try  to  imitate  your 
virtues,  it  is  not  idolatry  for  me  to  love 
the  Mother  of  Jesus  who  was  sinless  and 
holy,  and  try  to  model  my  poor  life  on 
hers,"  said  Eva,  while  a  soft  glow  crim- 
soned her  cheeks,  and  her  brave  truthful 
.eyes  beamed  with  an  unearthly  brightness. 


*  This  was  said  to  me  by  an  intelligent  Protest- 
ant lady  a  few  weeks  ago. 
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"  It  is  all  foolishness  !"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Flemming.  "  I  wish  to  hear  no  more  of 
it;  it  would  take  a  miracle  to  change  my 
opinions  about  all  these  new-fangled  super- 
stitious doings  and  doctrines."  Then  she 
went  away,  ready  to  cry  out  in  her  deso- 
lation and  anger ;  she  went  into  her  own 
room  and  threw  herself  upon  the  floor, 
weeping  in  the  bitterness  of  her  soul  and 
wondering  no  longer  that  the  Jews,  in 
their  time  of  affliction,  used  to  put  ashes 
upon  their  heads  and  wrap  themselves  in 
sackcloth;  some  such  thing  would  have 
been  a  great  relief  to  her  but  she  was  a 
Christian,  to  whom  allJewish  rites,  as  well 
as  all  religious  pomps  and  ceremonies, 
were  abominations  ;  so  she  could  only  try 
to  pray.  But  latterly  the  heaver}*  had  be- 
come as  brass  over  her  head,  and  when- 
ever she  had  sought  consolation  in  prayer 
she  could  only  weep  those  hot  bitter  tears, 
to  which,  until  the  perversion  of  her  family, 
she  had  been  a  stranger. 

"Eva,"  said  her  father,  that  evening, 
"your  mother  tells  me  that  you  spend 
much  of  your  time  in  old  Missisquoi's 
room.  Be  careful,  for  I  think  the  ceiling 
is  unsound.  There  has  been  a  leak  in  the 
roof  this  long  time  which  should  have  been 
mended." 

"Is  the  ceiling  cracked,  father?  I  did 
not  notice  !"  replied  Eva. 

"  Yes,  cracked  entirely  across ;  but  it  is 
not  very  perceptible ;  however,  I  will  see 
to  it.  I  am  glad  the  room  is  used.  A 
shut-up  never-used  place  like  that  in  a 
house  is  not  canny !"  he  said,  with  one  of 
his  old  pleasant  smiles. 

Then  came  a  day  when  Wolfert  Flem- 
ming was  summoned  before  his  Church  to 
answer  for  his  contumacy  and  backsliding. 
His  family  wished  him  to  spare  himself  the 
humiliation ;  and  although  he  would  not 
have  sought  it,  still  less  was  he  going  to 
avoid  the  opportunity  that  it  gave  him  to 
confess  the  Faith  openly;  so  he  signified 
his  intention  of  appearing  before  them  on 
the  following  Sunday  afternoon. 

Never  was  the  old  meeting-house  so 
crowded.  People  came  from  far  and  near 


to  hear  what  he  would  have  to  say  to  exten- 
uate his  course  of  conduct.  They  were  full 
of  vague  expectation  and  curiosity,  many 
of  them  hoping  that  at  the  last  moment 
he  would  recant  the  errors  into  which  he 
had  fallen  and  ask  to  be  restored  to  the 
membership  he  had  forfeited  in  his  Church; 
and  when  he  arose  and  stood  before  them 
in  all  his  dignity,  his  grave  noble  counte- 
nance and  frank  honest  eyes  confronting 
them  calmly  and  fearlessly,  the  silence 
became  almost  breathless.  Then  he  began 
in  clear  level  tones  to  set  forth  his  "  rea- 
sons for  the  faith  that  was  in  him,"  which 
carried  to  the  mind  of  each  one  present 
the  conviction  that  the  man  was  speaking 
the  "words  of  truth  and  soberness."  He 
went  over  the  whole  ground  of  his  religious 
experience,  describing  in  simple  and  gra- 
phic language  how  his  doubts  were  first 
awakened  by  observing  the  contradictory 
doctrines  of  the  various  sects  composing 
the  Protestant  world;  how  he  became  still 
more  disquieted  by  studying  the  scriptures 
in  search  of  a  solution  of  his  difficulties, 
which  so  far  from  silencing  his  doubts, 
plunged  him  into  still  greater;  he  spared 
them  nothing  of  the  mental  exercises  he 
had  passed  through,  and  from  the  Bible 
and  Milner's  End  of  Controversy,  in  clear, 
lucid  and  simple  terms,  told  them  how  at 
last  his  soul  had  found  rest,  as  "  under  the 
shadow  of  a  great  rock  in  a  weary  land." 
His  heart  kindled  still  more  as  he  talked 
to  them ;  the  truth  inspired  him  with  strange 
eloquence,  and,  without  a  word  that  could 
pain  or  offend  the  bitterest  Puritan  there, 
he  set  before  them  with  logical  force  the 
pre-eminent  claims  of  the  holy  Catholic 
Chui-ch  to  a  divine  origin  and  incorrupt 
Faith.  He  explained  in  simple  style  her 
dogmas,  and  spoke  of  her  sacraments  and 
consolations  with  a  zeal,  a  fluency  and  pa- 
thos which  amazed  all  who  listened  to  him. 
Many  were  filled  with  wonder  at  the 
strange  doctrines  he  discoursed  about ; 
some  heard  him  in  anger,  some  were  almost 
persuaded  to  go  and  do  likewise ;  some  of 
the  women  wept,  and  all  listened  to  him 
with  rapt  attention.  Old  Father  Ray  sat 
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through  it  all  with  his  head  bowed  and  his 
face  covered  with  his  hands,  never  once 
trusting  himself  to  look  towards  him. 
Deacon  Sneathen,  his  face  purple,  as  with 
threatened  apoplexy,  from  the  beginning  to 
the  end  of  it  gazed  intently  into  his  hat, 
which  was  stuck  between  his  knees,  as  if 
it  were  the  well  in  which  truth  abode. 
Miss  Debby  "sat  inthe  seat  of  thescorner," 
her  chin  stuck  up  to  its  highest  possible 
angle,  and  upon  her  hard  face  a  more  grim 
and  unpleasant  expression  than  usual. 
Mrs.  Flemming,  who,  in  a  spirit  of  Puritan 
and  Spartan  combined,  had  determined 
with  wifely  and  womanly  devotion  to  be 
present,  to  stand  if  need  be  by  her  hus- 
band's side,  to  show  them  all  that  whoever 
forsook  him  she  would  abide  with  him, 
could  not  forbear  thinking,  as  she  listened 
to  arguments  which  she  had  never  heard 
before,  that  there  was  much  plausibility 
in  them,  and  received  impressions  which 
she  did  not  until  a  later  day  acknowledge. 
Nicholas — who  was  also  there — thought 
his  father  had  made  his  case  good  and 
defended  it  ably;  while  Eva  and  Hope 
held  up  their  heads  proudly,  gazing  at  him 
with  fond  affection,  believing  as  he  be- 
lieved, and  rejoicing  in  every  word  that 
fell  from  his  lips.  Reuben,  who  had 
shown  no  interest  one  way  or  the  other 
in  the  spiritual  distui'bance  in  the  family, 
had  slipped  off  directly  after  dinner  for  one 
of  his  solitary  rambles,  and  could  not  be 
found  when  the  chaise  started  from  home ; — 
consequently  he  was  not  there.  Hulda 
was  sitting  near  her  aunt,  and  nodded  and 
smiled  to  the  Flemmings  in  the  face  of 
the  congregation,  who  fluttered  with  indig- 
nant surprise  at  such  an  infraction  of 
Puritan  decorum,  to  say  nothing  of  the  dis- 
approbation they  felt  at  her  noticing  people 
who  were  actually  under  the  ban  of  public 
opinion.  But  Hulda  did  not  observe  the 
sensation  she  caused,  and  would  not  have 
cared  a  snap  for  it  if  she  had. 

It  was  high  noon  when  Wolfert  Flem- 
ming began  to  speak;  when  he  finished, 
the  last  golden  beams  of  the  setting  sun 
shone  through  the  old  hemlocks  around 


the  windows.  Then  Father  Ray  got  up, 
and,  in  tones  whose  tremulousness  he  in 
vain  attempted  to  control,  read  to  the  con- 
gregation the  formula  which  severed  Wol- 
fert Flemming  from  all  religious  commun- 
ion with  them  ;  a  most  senseless  thing,  as 
he  had  sometime  before  voluntarily  with- 
drawn himself.  But  the  humiliation  which 
gave  him  an  opportunity  to  confess  and 
defend  the  faith,  sunk  into  the  smallest  in- 
significance by  the  side  of  its  results. 

When  the  people  all  left  the  meeting- 
house, some  few  came  up  out  of  very  shame 
and  shook  hands  with  Wolfert  Flemming, 
then  hurried  off  as  if  fearful  of  contagion ; — 
but  the  others  stood  aloof,  neither  speak- 
ing or  shaking  hands,  or  by  even  a  nod 
recognizing  him,  except  Hulda  Sneathen, 
who  left  her  father  and  aunt  and  marched 
up  before  them  all,  and  with  a  heightened 
color  in  her  cheeks  and  a  brighter  sparkle 
in  her  handsome  eyes  held  out  her  hand  to 
her  old  friend,  who,  touched  by  the  act 
under  the  circumstances,  pressed  it  in  his 
broad  palm  and  said :  "  God  bless  you, 
child."  Then  she  stood  chatting  with 
Hope,  Eva  and  Nicholas,  throwing  defiant 
glances  to  the  right  and  left  about  her, 
until  Miss  Debby,  unable  to  bear  it  another 
instant,  came  up,  and  grasping  her  by  the 
arm  exclaimed:  "  Huldy  Sneathen,  I  ad- 
mire to  see  you !  Ain't  you  ashamed  of 
yourself!  Come  'long,  and  don't  keep 
your  father  waiting !" 

"  I'm  coming  to  spend  the  afternoon 
with  you  and  Eva  to-morrow,  Hope,"  said 
Hulda,  in  her  old  friendly  tones.  "  Good- 
by  all."  Then  she  turned  to  Miss  Debby, 
and  in  hearing  of  every  one  said :  "  I 
declare !  I  thought  the  bears  had  me ! 
You  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  give  me  such 
a  scare,  Deborah !" 

To  be  called  Deb6rah,  with  the  accent 
upon  o  as  was  the  fashion  in  those  days,  al- 
ways stirred  up  the  wrath  of  this  severe 
maiden;  but  on  this  occasion  the  allusion 
to  the  bears  and  the  Deb6rah  tosretb*w«ere 
overpowering,  and  renderec 
speechless. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED 
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THE  ROMAN  CATACOMBS, 

And  their  Connection  with  Catholic  Dogma. 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  REV.  M.  WOLTER,  BT  REV. 
J.  A.  BERGHATH. 

"  Sed  tu  qui  legis,  ora  pro  me  et  (h)abea*  Domi- 
num  protectorein." — Catacombs  of  Pontianut. 

THE  CHURCH  MILITANT. 

XVI. 

According  to  Catholic  belief  and  pro- 
fession, the  Church  established  by  Christ 
on  earth — which  is  the  only  saving  and 
true  one — is  necessarily  a  visible  society 
or  communion,  showing  itself  as  such  in 
its  public  worship,  its  doctrine  and  its 
government.  Now  this  peculiarly  dis- 
tinctive mark  of  the  Church  is  tflso  very 
clearly  indicated  and  pointed  out  by  the 
inscriptions,  &c.,  found  in  the  catacombs. 
We  find  there  the  Church  spoken  of  or 
represented  as  a  mountain,  a  rock,  a  ship  ; 
or,  again,  as  the  city  of  God,  and  the  fold 
of  Christ  that  encloses  within  its  pale  not 
only  sheep,  but  also  rams,  i.  e., — sinners. 
The  subdivision  of  the  members  of  this 
Church  into  superiors  and  inferiors  is  al- 
ways strongly  marked.  The  former  are 
spoken  of  as  teachers,  priests  and.  shepherds, 
while  the  latter  are  designated  by  the 
appellations  of  hearers,  laymen  and  sub- 
jects', and  this  distinction  is  referred  to 
as  coming  from  above,  from  Christ  and 
the  Holy  Ghost.  Hence  Christ  is  repre- 
sented as  entrusting  to  the  apostles  the 
New  Law  in  the  shape  of  a  scroll  of  parch- 
ment, or  else  in  the  act  of  sending  them 
out  to  preach,  or  again  as  constituting 
them  priests  and  judges.  And  just  as 
Christ  had  thus  authorized  the  apos- 
tles, so  the  bishop  in  like  manner  author- 
ized his  inferior  clergy,  who,  according  to 
the  express  statement  of  inscriptions 
found  on  several  marble  slabs  of  the  cat- 
acombs, fill  their  office  only  at  the  com- 
mand of  the  bishop  or  pope — IVSSIONE 
EP.  of  PP.  The  laity  are  always  spoken 
of  as  "the  faithful,"  "the  brethren,"  but 
never  as  "'the  priesthood."  It  would  be 


almost  impossible  to  conceive  a  stronger 
protest  against  the  so-called  "  sovereignty 
of  the  congregation,"  than  the  constantly 
recurring  picture  of  the  Good  Shepherd 
with  If  is  sheep,  by  which  the  difference, 
and  at  the  same  time  the  mutual  relation 
existing  between.the  governing  and  gov- 
erned members  of  the  Church,  are  so  clearly 
defined  and  so  unmistakably  expressed. 
The  shepherd's  flute  seen  in  these  pictures 
indicates  to  us  the  gentle  teacher,  the. 
crook  points  to  the  ruler,  while  the  milk- 
pail,  as  we  shall  show  in  its  proper  place, 
is  a  symbol  of  the  priesthood.  However, 
in  addition  to  this,  the  figure  of  a  sheep, 
oftentimes  most  unartistically  executed, 
is  seen  to  decorate  a  gravestone,  as  if  the 
faithful  soul,  whose  mortal  remains  are 
resting  underneath,  was  anxious  even  in 
death  to  profess  its  unquestioning  sub- 
jection to  the  proper  ecclesiastical  au- 
thority. 

xvn. 

The  representation  of  the  Good  Shep- 
herd, or  perhaps,  more  properly  speaking,  of 
the  "  one  shepherd  and  the  one  flock,"  natu- 
rally directs  our  attention  and  our  research 
to  consider  the  unity  of  the  Church,  and  the 
head  or  source  of  that  unity  as  shown 
forth  and  acknowledged  in  the  Primacy. 
There  is  hardly  a  fundamental  article  of 
the  Catholic  faith  which  is  so  plainly 
taught  and  vouched  for  by  those  marble 
witnesses  abounding  in  the  catacombs,  as 
this  very  one  now  under  consideration. 
In  the  first  place  the  inscriptions  discov- 
ered remove  at  once  and  forever  every 
particle  of  doubt  that  might  perhaps  have 
otherwise  existed  regarding  the  death  of 
St.  Peter  in  Rome.  Besides,  these  monu- 
ments unfold,  by  means  of  the  rich  sym- 
bolic cycle  of  pictures  which  they  furnish, 
such  unmistakable  testimonies  vouching 
for  the  supremacy  of  Peter,  and  drawing 
the  almost  inevitable  conclusion,  that  di- 
vine Providence  itself  must  have  directed 
the  hands  of  the  artists.  Even  the  very 
fact  alone  that,  beginning  with  the  first 
century,  the  representations  of  the  apos- 
tle-princes, Peter  and  Paul,  the  found- 
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ers  of  the  Roman  Church,  arc  handed 
down  from  one  generation  to  another,  ev- 
idently in  the  capacity  of  portraits,  with 
all  the  peculiar  marks  and  characteristics 
of  such  paintings,  throws,  in  our  opin- 
ion, a  bright  gleam  of  light  upon  the  priv- 
ileged position  which  those  two  men  un- 
mistakably occupied  in  the  church.  Still 
this  dignity  is  yet  more  clearly  indicated 
in  other  ways.  Thus,  in  the  catacombs 
of  Domitilla,  we  see  the  two  apostles  Peter 
and  Paul  represented  as  occupying  seats 
next  the  Saviour,  while  all  the  other  apos- 
tles are  standing  round  about  them. 
Again,  where  the  apostle-princes  are 
found  delineated  without  the  other  at- 
tendant apostles,  we  generally  see  the 
primacy  of  Peter  over  Paul  very  clearly  in- 
dicated. For  now  we  behold  St.  Peter 
occupying  the  seat  of  honor,  or  standing  a 
step  in  advance  of  St.  Paul,  then  again  we 
see  him  decked  by  way  of  distinction 
with  a  stole  ornamented  with  jewels,  or 
we  find  him  seated  on  a  kind  of  throne 
while  St.  Paul  occupies  nothing  more 
than  an  ordinary  seat.  But  more  clearly 
still,  and  with  a  truly  wonderful  depth  of 
conception,  do  we  find  the  existence  of 
this  primacy  expressed  in  such  of  these 
paintings  as  are  of  a  symbolic  or  allegoric 
nature.  In  fact,  taking  these  paintings 
all  together,  they  furnish  us,  so  to  speak, 
with  a  complete  treatise  on  the  primacy  of 
Peter.  We  behold  him  there,  in  the  per- 
son of  Noah,  as  the  head  of  the  new  andre- 
deemed  race ;  in  the  person  of  Abraham 
bringing  his  offering,  as  the  high-priestly 
representative  of  Christ,  and  the  father 
of  a  most  numerous  progeny. 

Again,  in  the  person  of  Moses,  the  most 
splendid  and  proper  "  type  of  Peter,"  as 
St.  Augustine  calls  him,  we  are  introduced 
to  the  Apostle  as  the  supreme  teacher, 
lawgiver  and  judge.  Thus,  whether  we 
see  Moses  represented  in  the  act  of  laying 
aside  his  sandals  in  the  presence  of  the 
burning  bush,  while  over  his  head  there 
protrudes  the  hand  of  God  from  a  cloud, 
or,  as  standing  on  the  summit  of  Mount 
Sinai,  where  he  receives  from  God's  own 


hands  the  tables  of  the  law,  it  was  the  evi- 
dent purpose  of  the  artist  by  this  means  to 
direct  our  attention  to  the  calling  of  Peter 
to  fill  his  noble  office  of  announcing,  spread- 
ing and  expounding  the  New  Law.  But 
when  we  find  Moses  represented  as  strik- 
ing with  his  staff  the  rock  in  the  desert, 
and  thus  causing  an  abundance  of  water  to 
flow  therefrom,  we  must  take  the  picture 
as  a  symbol  of  all  the  rights  and  privileges  of 
Peter  considered  "  in  globo."1"1  In  fact,  lest 
we  should  misconstrue  this  design  of  the 
artist,  he  has,  at  least  in  one  instance, 
taken  care  to  explain  the  intended  mean- 
ing of  this  most  significant  representation 
of  Moses  smiting  the  rock,  by  superscrib- 
ing it  with  this  most  simple  word:  PE- 
TRVS.  To  make  this  still  plainer,  the  sub- 
jects of  several  frescoes,  no  less  than  the 
paintings  on  various  sarcophagi  and  glass- 
es, represent  to  us  Christ  as  He  is  working 
a  number  of  miracles  by  means  of  the 
staff  or  sceptre  which  serves  as  the  emblem 
of  His  authority  and  royal  power.  In 
close  connection  with  these  scenes  there 
are  commonly  found  yet  three  others  be- 
longing to  the  same  category,  viz. :  (1) 
The  committing  of  that  staff  by  Christ  to 
Peter,  who,  with  his  finger  on  his  lips,  is 
accompanied  by  the  ever-memorable  cock 
(2)  the  captivity  of  Peter,  and  (3)  a  scene 
in  which  Peter,  with  the  staff'  thus  com- 
mitted to  his  care,  smites  the  rock,  and 
causes  an  abundant  supply  of  water  to 
flow  therefrom.  In  this  trilogy  we 
have  evidently  before  us  an  illustration 
of  that  passage  of  St.  Luke,  chap,  xxii,  32, 
where  we  read  :  "  I  have  prayed  for  thee," 
etc.,  or,  to  express  ourselves  more  plainly, 
we  are  made  acquainted  with  the  triple 
character  of  Peter,  viz. :  his  weakness  as 
shown  in  the  denial  of  Christ,  bis  fortitude 
as  manifested  during  the  trials  that  sur- 
rounded him  afterwards,  and,  lastly,  his  vo- 
cation to  be  the  rock  of  the  Church,  i.  e.,  the 
foundation  upon  which  that  edifice  should 
be  erected,  and  from  which  all  its  benefits 
should  flow  as  from  their  visible  origin. 
Hence,  to  use  the  words  of  St.  Prudentius, 
as  Moses  was  the  leader  of  ancient  Israel, 
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so  "  Peter  is  the  leader  of  the  new  Israel" 
or  of  the  Christian  world ;  as  the  former 
was  the  head  of  the  synagogue,  so  the 
latter  is  the  head  of  the  Church ;  as  the 
former  was  the  supreme  lawgiver  and  judge 
under  the  Old  Dispensation,  so  the  latter 
is  now  under  the  new  order  of  things. 
He,  the  "rock,"  smiteth  with  his  staff 
(i.  e.y  by  divine  authority)  Christ,  the 
original  rock  of  the  Church,  and  thus 
causes  to  flow  therefrom  the  saving  waters 
of  doctrine  and  the  sacraments,  which, 
pure  and  undefiled  as  they  are,  he  com- 
municates to  all  the  peoples  that  are  still 
languishing  in  the  deserts  of  heathendom 
and  idolatry.  In  this  manner  does  that 
typical  representation  of  Moses  become,  as 
it  were,  a  mirror  in  which  we  behold  re- 
flected all  the  glorious  privileges  of  the 
Pope  in  his  captivity,  as  the  first  and  su- 
preme teacher,  priest,  and  shepherd  or 
bishop. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


NO.    VIII. 

THE  MONTH  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 


III. — DEVOTION  TO  THE  "  AGONIZING 
HEART." 

The  purpose  of  this  devotion  is  twofold : 
1.  To  pay  a  tribute  of  homage  to  the 
sufferings  which  the  Heart  of  Jesus  en- 
dured for  the  salvation  of  souls,  during 
His  whole  life,  and  particularly  in  His 
death  agony.  2.  To  obtain,  through  the 
merits  of  this  long  agony,  the  grace  of  a 
happy  death  for  those  who,  in  number 
about  eight  thousand,  die  each  day  through- 
out the  world.  This  startling  number  of 
daily  deaths  is  not  exaggerated — it  is  an 
ascertained  fact.  Reflect  then,  every 
morning,  "  eight  thousand  souls  are  fall- 
ing in  the  harvest  of  death ;  they  are 
standing  before  the  awful  judgment-seat 
of  God;  they  are  entering  on  an  eternity 
either  of  weal  or  woe ;  and  oh,  of  that 


number  thousands  perhaps  are  in  the  state 
of  mortal  sin  !"  Pray  then  for  sinners 
this  day  in  their  agony.  All  that  is 
wanting  to  save  them  from  eternal  pun- 
ishment, is  a  well-made  confession  or  a 
perfect  act  of  contrition.  Ask  of  the  ago- 
nizing Heart  of  Jesus  to  grant  them  the 
one  or  the  other  of  these  two  graces.  Ask 
it  without  delay — to-morrow  will  be  too 
late  for  these  eight  thousand  souls.  It  is 
the  Heart  of  Jesus  that  asks  this  little 
service  of  you ;  that  Heart  which  has 
loved  you  so  dearly ;  that  Heart  which 
has  suffered  such  bitter  anguish  for  you 
and  for  those  poor  souls ;  that  Heart 
which  longs  to  have  its  justice  disarmed 
by  your  fervent  appeal  to  its  mercy. 
Can  you  then  refuse  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
this  little  daily  prayer: 

"  O  most  merciful  Jesus,  fond  lover  of 
souls  !  I  implore  Thee  by  the  agony  of 
Thy  own  most  sacred  Heart,  and  by  the 
grief  of  Thy  immaculate  Mother,  purify 
in  the  laver  of  Thy  blood  all  sinners  who 
are  in  their  agony,  and  who  are  this  day 
to  die.  Amen." 

It  is  a  pious  practice  to  offer  up  for  the 
same  purpose  in  the  course  of  the  day 
some  little  act  of  virtue  or  self-denial, 
and  (especially  at  night)  some  aspiration 
like  the  following : 

Agonizing  Heart  of  Jesus,  have  pity  on 
the  dying  !  Pierced  Heart  of  Mary,  have 
pity  on  the  dying !  Sorrowing  Heart  of 
Joseph,  seeking  thy  divine  Child  in  Jeru- 
salem, have  pity  on  the  dying!  obtain 
for  them  the  contrition  and  love  that  will 
unite  them  to  Him  forever. 


IV. — CHAPLET  OF  THE  SACEED  HEAET. 

[This  chaplet  and  the  following  one 
may  be  said  on  the  ordinary  beads,  or  on 
those  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  which  consist 
of  thirty-three  small  beads  in  honor  of  the 
years  our  Lord  spent  on  earth,  and  five 
large  ones  in  honor  of  His  five  precious 
wounds.] 

On  the  Cross  say  : 

O  adorable  Heart  of  Jesus  !  my  soul  is 
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filled  with  grief  to  see  the  tokens  of  Thy 
love  received  with  indifference  by  so 
many  of  Thy  creatures,  and  I  am  "ashamed 
and  grieved  that  I  myself  have  been  num- 
bered among  the  ungrateful  ones.  In 
reparation  of  all  these  insults,  I  offer 
Thee,  O  divine  Heart,  the  love  of  all  just 
souls,  the  glowing  ardors  of  the  saints 
and  angels,  and  especially  the  tender  love 
of  Joseph  and  Mary.  Deign,  most  loving 
Heart,  to  accept  with  these  the  offering 
of  all  the  affections  of  my  heart,  in  token 
of  which  I  offer  this  chaplet  to  Thy  honor 
and  glory. 

At  each  large  bead  say  : 
O  Heart  of  my  dearest  Lord,  may  the 
love  of  Thy  friends  supply  for  all  the  ne- 
glect Thou  sufferest  from  the  ungrateful. 

At  each  small  bead :  * "". 

May  the  sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  be  loved 
everywhere  and  by  all. 

Conclude  with  a  short  Act  of  Consecration  : 
O  my  Jesus,  I  now  renew  the  covenant 
which  I  made  with  Thee  at  my  baptism, 
and  I  again  renounce  Satan,  with  all  his 
works  and  all  his  pomps.  I  consecrate 
myself  forever  to  Thy  adorable  Heart  and 
to  the  immaculate  Heart  of  Mary,  through 
the  faithful  Heart  of  Joseph.  Jesus,  Mary, 
Joseph,  may  I  love  and  serve  you  every 
hour  of  my  life.  Heart  of  my  Jesus,  bless 
me  f  in  the  name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the 
Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost;  and  let  Thy 
blessing  descend  upon  all  for  whom  I 
ought  to  pray,  and  unite  us  to  Thee  for 
evermore.  Amen. 

V. — CHAPLET  OF  THE  BLESSED  SACRAMENT. 

On  the   Cross  : 

Hail,  Salvation  of  the  world,  holy  Host, 
true  Life  !  Hail,  most  merciful  Jesus,  per- 
fect God  and  true  Man  !  Hail,  precious 
Victim,  who  didst  so  love  ine  as  to  die  for 
me,  and  to  give  Thyself  to  me  as  my  food, 
my  sacrifice  and  my  reward ;  be  Thou,  with 
the  Father  and  the  Holy  Ghost,  blessed  by 
all  and  above  all  forever.  Amen. 


On  the  large  beads  : 

0  sacred  banquet,  in  which  Christ  is  re- 
ceived; the  memory  of  His  passion  is  re- 
newed; the  mind  is  filled  with  grace,  and 
a  pledge  of  future  glory  is    given   to   us. 
Alleluia!  Alleluia!  Alleluia! 

On  the  small  beads  : 

Praised  and  glorified  each  moment  be 
the  most  holy  Sacrament. 

Conclude  with  an  Act  of  Spiritual   Com- 
munion : 

1  believe  in  Thee,  O  my  Jesus,  present 
in  the  most  holy   Sacrament;    I   hope   in 
Thee  for  all  good ;  I  love  Thee  with  all 
my  heart.     Come    to   me  in   spirit,  O  my 
God,  and  prepare  me  to  receive  Thee  soon 
sacramentally.     Visit  me  in  Thy  mercy, 
and  fill  my  heart  with  Thy  grace,  that  I 
may  hunger  and  thirst  after  Thee  always, 
that  I  may  be  wholly  Thine,  and  that  Thou 
mayst  continue  mine  forever.     Amen. 


WARY   OUR  MODEL, 


XIII.— PRAYER. 

The  human  will  does  not  suffice  in  order 
to  become  a  pious  wife,  a  good  mother 
and  a  virtuous  woman:  the  assistance  of 
God  is  necessary.  This  assistance,  how- 
ever, is  rarely  granted  in  sufficient  abund- 
ance except  in  answer  to  prayer  duly 
offered. 

After  being  once  convinced  of  this  truth 
and  knowing,  by  sad  experience  of  our  own 
weakness,  the  difficulty  of  salvation,  we 
may  well  be  astonished  that  we  pray  so 
little  and  so  badly.  Om  astonishment  is 
increased  on  reading  in  the  gospel  the 
wonderful  promises  which  our  Lord  has 
attached  to  the  efficacy  of  prayer.  "  All 
that  you  ask  in  My  name,  you  shall  receive. 
Ask  and  you  shall  receive."  He  Himself 
confirmed  His  words  by  innumerable  ac- 
tions of  mercy.  What  prayer  did  He  ever 
refuse?  Were  the  greatest  sinners  ever 
repulsed  by  Him  ?  His  miracles  were  mul- 
tiplied in  favor  of  those  who  implored 
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His  all-powerful  goodness.  Is  He  not 
equally  powerful  and  equally  good  in  these 
days? 

Could  we  obtain  temporal  advantages 
by  merely  asking  for  them,  what  earnest- 
ness should  we  not  employ  !  Do  we  not 
see  with  what  ardor  the  sick  implore  the 
the  aid  of  the  physician,  the  famished  poor 
that  of  the  rich  who  can  assist  them,  the 
prisoners  that  of  the  man  in  power  who 
can  restore  them  to  liberty?  What  efforts 
are  not  made  and  what  steps  not  taken  by 
the  ambitious,  in  order  to  reach  the  post  of 
honor  and  to  obtain  the  favor  of  the  great  ? 
We  should  not  be  less  zealous  in  the  pur- 
suit of  spiritual  advantages,  if  we  were 
equally  convinced  of  their  value  and  knew 
the  need  we  have  of  divine  grace.  But 
our  faith  is  weak,  and  we  are  blind^cl  by  our 
pride.  We  fancy  we  can  do  without  God, 
and  deserve  that  terrible  reproach  of  Jesus 
Christ :  "  You  say :  I  am  rich,  wealthy, 
and  have  need  of  nothing  :  and  you  know 
not  that  you  are  wretched  and  miserable 
and  poor  and  blind  and  naked.  Be  ye 
therefore  zealous  and  repent." 

Mary  was  much  richer  in  grace  than  we 
shall  ever  be,  and  yet  she  prayed  with  a 
fervor  we  do  not  possess;  she  was  shel- 
tered from  temptations  and  dangers  which 
assault  us,  and  yet  she  unceasingly  had  re- 
course to  God  in  order  to  nourish  and  for- 
tify her  soul  at  the  source  of  life.  With 
what  deplorable  blindness  do  we  pique 
ourselves  on  our  poverty  and  our  weakness! 

Our  prayers  for  the  most  part  are  not 
directed  towards  our  spiritual  wants  and 
the  interests  of  our  salvation  ;  when  most 
fervent,  they  are  employed  in  imploring 
deliverance  from  temporal  trials,  or  in  de- 
manding mere  worldly  enjoyments  which 
are  often  more  agreeable  to  our  own  pas- 
sions than  to  the  will  of  God.  This  is  the 
reason  why  they  are  not  always  favorably 
heard. 

Ourperverseness  furnishesus  with  an  ex- 
cuse for  no  longer  praying  :  "  What  is  the 
use  of  praying?"  say  some  who  have  but 
little  faith  ;  "  God  does  not  listen  to  us.  " 

Ungrateful  men,  God  always  listens  to 


you,  and  never  fails  to  reward  all  prayers 
which  are  duly  offered ;  but,  knowing  your 
wants  better  than  you  do  yourselves,  He 
often  grants  you  something  different  from 
the  object  of  your  prayer.  Instead  of  re- 
proaching Him  with  this,  you  ought  to 
thank  Him. 

Persons  who  argue  thus  are  generally 
those  who  pray  most  rarely  and  with  the 
least  fervor,  notwithstanding  their  extreme 
need  of  it.  The  smallest  pretext  serves 
them  to  dispense  with  this  duty.  For  in- 
stance, the  least  interruption  causes  them 
to  omittheir  morning  andeveningprayers ; 
and  the  hour  once  passed,  they  never  re- 
cur to  them,  as  if  God  had  forfeited  His 
rights.  Again,  how  do  they  for  the  most 
part  acquit  themselves  of  this  duty  ?  In 
thinking  of  something  else;  in  looking 
about  them;  with  a  ridiculous  volubility  of 
utterance,  and  without  really  knowing 
what  they  are  repeating.  Position,  tone, 
manner,  everything  is  unsuitable.  Did 
they  address  a  petition  in  the  same  man- 
ner to  a  prince,  they  would  be  discarded 
from  his  presence.  Can  this  then  be  called 
a  prayer?  It  is  sometimes  an  outrage. 

Contemplate  the  august  Mary  in  the 
presence  of  the  heavenly  Father,  humbly 
kneeling,  her  hands  clasped,  her  eyes  cast 
downwards  or  raised  towards  heaven.  You 
are  at  once  inspired  with  respect;  you 
understand  that  this  holy  creature  is  ad- 
dressing her  Creator  and  is  regarding  Him 
with  the  eyes  of  the  soul.  Her  mouth  ut- 
ters nothing  but  what  her  heart  feels.  She 
needs  no  formularies  to  discover  fine  phra- 
ses ;  she  pours  out  her  soul  before  the  divine 
Majesty  with  a  simplicity  and  earnest- 
ness which  excel  the  most  eloquent  set 
forms  of  prayer. 

Would  we  infer  from  this  that  we  should 
never  use  prayer-books  ?  No ;  the  Church 
herself  approves  them  and  employs  them ; 
the  holy  liturgy  offers  us  admirable  pray- 
ers, and  pious  authors  have  composed  some 
of  undoubted  excellence.  But  the  heart 
should  always  feel  them  while  the  mouth 
is  engaged  in  uttering  them. 

Remember  that  the  whole   efficacy  of 
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prayer  depends  on  the  dispositions  of  the 
soul.  God  can  only  be  moved  by  humility, 
trust  in  Him,  and  perseverance  :  humility, 
which  feels  its  own  poverty  and  avows  it ; 
trust,  which  springs  from  faith  and  love; 
perseverance,  which  joins  to  fervor  the 
merit  of  patience  and  entire  resignation  to 
the  will  of  our  heavenly  Father. 


DISTRACTIONS. 

"  When  one  has  children  and  many  occu- 
pations," observed  Madame  E ,iti-s  dif- 
ficult at  all  times  to  say  one's  prayers,  and 
still  more  so  to  say  them  well." 

"Do  you  think  so,  Madame?" 

"  In  the  morning,  almost  before  you 
awake,  your  children  are  calling  after  you ; 
your  heedless  servants  come  to  consult  you 
about  a  hundred  domestic  matters  ;  troub- 
lesome strangers  are  either  waiting  for  you 
in  your  drawing-room  or  insist  on  being 
admitted ;  and  then  if  you  allow  the  proper 
time  to  pass  by,  you  think  no  more  of  it." 

"  Really,  you  seem  to  have  plenty  of 
trouble.  But  one  little  question.  At 
what  o'clock  do  you  get  up  ?" 

"Not  very  early;  sometimes  seven 
o'clock,  sometimes  at  eight  or  nine." 

"And  sometimes  at  ten  or  eleven,  when 
you  have  been  at  a  party  the  previous 
evening?" 

"  That  happens  very  rarely." 

"Well!  Get  up  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
sooner,  and  shut  your  door  should  it  be 
necessary ;  you  can  say  your  prayers  at 
your  ease,  before  your  children  awake  and 
your  servants  come  to  interrupt  you." 

"  That  is  easily  said,  but  I  cannot  do  it." 

"  At  any  rate,  avail  yourself  of  the  first 
free  moment  to  retire  into  your  bed-room." 

"  Oh,  sir!  you  do  notknow  how  much  the 
mistress  of  a  house  is  occupied  with  her 
establishment,  her  affairs,  etc." 

"  Come,  come  !  If  I  did  not  know  you 
so  well,  you  might  make  me  believe  this  ; 
but  have  I  not  seen  you  a  hundred  times 
losing  whole  hours  in  chatting  with  your 
friends  and  acquaintances  in  your  draw- 
ing-room your  children  and  servants  being 


removed  to  a  safe  distance;  and  to  say 
what?  Absolute  nothings,  if  riot  even 
something  worse  !" 

"But  I  cannot  send  away  my  friends 
who  come  to  see  me." 

;' Who  blames  you  for  receiving  them? 
I  only  say  that  you  are  quite  able  to  find 
an  opportunity  of  talking  with  them  in  pri- 
vate, when  you  wish  to  do  so.  Is  God 
then  to  be  the  only  one  to  whom  you  can- 
not give  one  moment  during  the  day,  half 
of  which  you  are  in  the  habit  of  losing." 

"  Oh  !  what  an  exaggeration  !" 

"  Confess  that  you  are  wrong.  Does  not 
praying  weary  you?" 

"If  it  did  weary  me  I  should  not  go  so 
often  to  church ;  for  I  am  not  obliged  to 
go.  I  should  not,  for  instance,  go  to  the 
'Month  of  Mary.'" 

"  I  am  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  answer  you; 
but  if  you  wish  to  know  my  real  opinion, 
you  oblige  me  to  tell  you  that  when  in 
church  you  appear  to  be  more  occupied 
with  what  is  going  on  around  you  than  with 
the  prayers." 

"  What  a  shame  !  In  the  first  place,  I 
say  the  whole  of  my  chaplet ;  afterwards — " 

"  In  fact  you  have  your  eyes  on  every 
thing;  you  are  turningyour  head,  you  recog- 
nize those  who  come  into  the  church,  you 
reply  to  any  compliments  paid  to  you,  you 
talk  and  laugh  without  scruple,  and  you 
just  behave  as  if  you  were  in  the  middle  of 
your  drawing-room  or  in  the  waiting-room 
of  one  of  the  railway  stations. " 

"  I  allow  I  often  have  distractions,  and 
I  return  the  salutations  of  my  friends ; 
but  politeness  forces  me  to  do  that." 

"  Does  not,  then,  politeness  oblige  you  to 
do  anything  towards  God,  except  uttering 
insignificant  prayers  which  your  lips  mut- 
ter in  public  whilst  your  attention  is  visi- 
bly directed  elsewhere?" 

"  I  would  gladly  not  have  these  distrac- 
tions." 

"  And  yet  you  seek  them." 
"Leave  me  alone;    you  will   make   me 
angry." 

"  Be  angry  with  yourself,  and  let  us  re- 
main good  friends." 
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Life  of  Mother  Mary  Seraphine  F- 

[  CONTINUED.] 


She  showed  the  gentlest  compassion  for 
parents  when  their  children  were  called 
by  religion  away  from  them,  and  would 
do  all  in  her  power  to  alleviate  their  grief. 
"  It  is  certain,"  she  said  most  feelingly, 
"  that  in  these  partings  parents  are  the 
greatest  sufferers ;  they  are  not  sustained 
by  the  grace  of  vocation  and  it  is  natural 
they  should  be  loth  to  make  a  sacrifice 
so  bitter  to  them,  and  I  cannot  refrain 
from  doing  all  in  my  power  to  lessen  their 
sorrow."  She  would  have  her  sisters 
pray  much  for  their  parents  and  relations, 
especially  if  in  sickness  or  any  othsr* afflic- 
tion, and  communions  were  always  offered 
for  them  on  their  death.  "  I  love  to  impart 
this  holy  benefit  to  parents,"  she  said;  "I 
do  not  doubt  that  our  Lord  when  they  die 
gives  them  a  speedy  reward  for  their  sac- 
rifice. One  of  the  sisters,  a  convert,  lost 
a  young  brother:  Mother  Seraphine  had 
thirty  Masses  said  for  his  repose,"Because," 
she  remarked,  "his  family,  being  Protest- 
ants, will  not  pray  at  all  for  him."  In- 
stances of  her  charity  towards  those  who 
disliked  her— for  even  the  holiest  souls 
have  enemies — are  so  numerous,  it  is  im- 
possible to  record  them.  It  seemed  as  if 
for  a  person  to  have  a  prejudice  against 
her  was  a  special  passport  to  her  favor  and 
affection,  the  more  so  because  it  afforded 
her  opportunities  of  humiliation. 

Charity  for  the  poor  was  a  conspicuous 
trait  in  Mother  Seraphine's  character.  A 
young  postulant  wishing  to  make  an  offer- 
ing to  the  altar,  intended  to  give  a  giltcen- 
sor  and  benitier.  Mother  Seraphine  hear- 
ing of  this,  earnestly  requested  her,  instead 
of  doing  so,  to  use  the  proposed  sum  in 
assisting  several  poor  families  whom  the 
postulant  had  been  in  the  habit  of  aiding. 
"  Our  Lord  will  be  far  better  pleased  thus," 
she  said;  "for,  just  now,  food  is  so  dear  and 
the  poor  suffer  so  much.  The  more  we 
give  God,  the  more  He  will  give  us.  For 
the  little  we  give  Him  He  repays  us  abund- 


antly." And  truly  Providence  rewarded 
her  charity.  Hardly  a  year  passed  that 
she  did  not  take  from  their  altar  to  give 
to  some  poor  church  a  portion  of  their 
ornaments.  "  God  will  replace  them,"  she 
would  say  to  the  sister  sacristan,  and 
soon  they  were  sure  to  be  replaced  by 
something  of  greater  value.  With  the 
most  affectionate  delight  she  would  do  all 
in  her  power  to  aid  every  religious  under- 
taking of  whose  need  of  help  she  heard. 
For  the  sufferings  of  the  genteel  poor, 
those  who  are  ashamed  to  beg,  she  had  the 
tenderest  compassion,  and  endeavored  to 
aid  them  without  letting  them  know 
whence  assistance  came. 

If  such  was  Sister  Seraphine's  charity 
and  tenderness  even  for  strangers,  it  may 
be  imagined  how  difficult  it  would  be  to 
describe  that  which  she  felt  and  manifested 
for  her  own  daughters.  For  their  sakes 
she  would  do  violence  even  to  her  humility  ; 
and,  breaking  the  law  of  silence  she  had 
imposed  on  herself  respecting  the  special 
favors  she  had  received  from  God,  she 
would  make  them  known  to  any  among 
the  sisters  whom  by  this  means  she  could 
aid  in  overcoming  a  temptation,  advanc- 
ing in  good,  or  hastening  on  to  a  higher 
height  of  virtue.  She  showed  herself  ex- 
tremely sensible  to  the  evidences  of  their 
affection,  and  her  eyes  would  fill  with  tears 
on  her  fete  days  on  hearing  the  addresses 
and  little  poems  read  in  her  honor.  To 
one  young  sister,  who  scrupled  at  the 
delight  she  took  in  these  feasts  given  to 
her  beloved  superior,  Mother  Seraphine 
said:  "If  I,  your  mother,  find  so  much 
pleasure  in  the  love  of  my  children,  why, 
naughty  child,  should  you  not  enjoy  just 
as  much  loving  your  mother?"  She  fol- 
lowed with  her  affectionate  care  those  who 
for  awhile  were  separated  from  her,  foresee- 
ing all  their  necessities  of  body  and  soul. 
Her  expressions  of  tenderness  were  few  in 
words,  but  came  from  her  inmost  heart: 
"Believe  me,  I  love  and  cherish  you  well 
in  our  Lord ;  in  Jesus  and  Mary  I  am  wholly 
devoted  to  you,"  etc.  During  the  latter 
terms  of  her  superiority  there  were  often 
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questions  in  the  community  of  the  desira- 
bility of  making  new  foundations.  Many 
bishops  pressed  Mother  Seraphin6  to  plant 
in  their  dioceses  little  offshoots  of  the  order, 
and  she  felt  the  necessity  of  it  herself,  and 
began  making  some  preparations  for  that 
purpose  to  be  carried  into  effect  at  some 
future  time.  "  When  God  wills  it,  we  will 
also,"  she  said  to  one  of  the  sisters;  "but 

I  lately  answered  Bishop  N that   he 

could  not  but  know  that  for  us  to  part 
with  any  of  our  sisters  was  to  tear  out  our 
own  hearts;  that  God's  adorable  will  alone 
could  give  us  strength  to  make  the  sacri- 
fice." 

But  to  know  to  its  depths  the  motherly 
heart  of  Sister  Seraph ine  for  each  one  of 
her  daughters,  we  must  follow  her  to  their 
sick  beds,   and   witness   her  ingenuity  in 
finding  and  her  industry  in  procuring,  if 
not  the  means  for  curing  their  maladies,  at 
least  all  the  alleviations  the  most  tender  af- 
fection could  invent.     When  an  illness  be- 
came serious,  it  seemed  as  if  she  found  in 
her  maternal  love   a    strength    above   the 
force  of  nature,  and  never  quitted  the  suf- 
ferer.    "Have  you  ever  seen  me  hurt  by 
the  care  I  take  of  the  sick?"  she  would  ask 
of  those  who  tried  to  convince  her  of  the 
necessity  of  repose.     Those  who  knew  her 
best,  believed  she  suffered  far  more  from 
anxiety,  if  forced  away  from   the    side    of 
one  of  her    sick   daughters,   than  by  the 
fatigue  of  constant  nursing;  and  it  seemed 
indeed  that  she  never  suffered,   feeble   as 
she   was,   while    watching    beside   them. 
She  was  known  to  remain  for  five  days  and 
nights  at  a  time,  several  times   in   a  fort- 
night, beside  a  dying  sister.     At  another 
time,  for  three  weeks  all  the  rest  she  took 
was  on  a  mattrass  laid  in  the  entry  of  the 
infirmary,  to  be  near  a  young  nun  who  was 
dangerously  ill.     Again,  she  would  never 
quit  a  paralytic  sister  who  was  near  death. 
This  poor  sister,  who  had  been  childish  for 
several  years  was   also  blind,   deaf,   and 
totally  insensible.      Gangrene  had  taken 
hold  of  one  side   and  exhaled    a   noisome 
odor.     Eight  days  she  was  slowly  dying, 
and  Mother  Seraphine  remained  by  her  side 


till  the  community  were  justly  alarmed  for 
her  and  told  one  of  the  Jesuit  Fathers  of 
their  fears ;  he,  to  induce  her  to  take  a  lit- 
tle rest,  promised  her  a  Mass  on  condition 
she  would  stay  one  night  in  her  own  cell. 
When  the  moment  came  to  fulfill  her 
promise,  she  had  the  greatest  difficulty  in 
deciding  to  go:  "Do  you  really  believe 
our  poor  sister  will  not  die  while  I  am 
gone?"  she  asked  those  who  had  come  to 
watch  in  her  place,  and  who  urged  her 
to  go.  "No,  mother;  we  will  call  you  if 
we  think  so."  "You  promise  me?"  "Yes, 
mother."  "If  I  do  not  receive  her  last 
breath  I  shall  feel  that  I  must  give  an  ac- 
count for  my  neglect."  As  the  bell  rang 
for  morning  prayers  the  signs  of  death  ap- 
peared. Mother  Seraphine  was  in  time, 
but  only  to  bless  once  more  her  dear  dy- 
ing sister,  to  pronounce  for  her  the  holy 
names  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  and  to  accom- 
pany by  her  ardent  prayers  the  soul  on  its 
passage  into  eternity. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Receipts  for  Defence  of  the  Pope, 


Amount  on  hand—  from  No.  16..$  402  06 
John  Shields,  McVille,  Pa  .....  5  00 

Total  amount  on  hand  .....  $  407  06 
Am't  remitted  up  to  Oct.  5,  1868.  1,343  00 

Total  ..................  $1,750  06 


[From  Correspondence  of  the  London  Register.] 

Rome. 

The  news  of  the  week  is  the  departure  of  the 
King  of  Naples  for  Switzerland  and  Germany,  a 
step  which  he  announced  to  Cardinal  Antouelli  yes- 
terday, as  well  as  to  his  uncle,  the  Count  of  Tra- 
pani.  The  prudence  of  such  a  departure  at  such  a 
moment  appears  very  questionable,  as  the  Emperor 
Napoleon  is  certain  to  do  all  he  can  to  prevent  his 
return.  Then-  are,  however,  very  grave  reasons  for 
the  journey  —  one  of  which  is  the  spies  placed  in  the 
royal  household  by  the  Frencii  police,  and  the  sect 
of  which  this  was  the  easiest  way  to  get  rid.  It  is 
the  king's  intention  to  visit  his  brother-in-law  the 
Duke  of  Parma,  and  the  German  Courts,  and  to  ac- 
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company  the  queen  to  the  mineral  baths  which 
have  been  ordered  for  her. 

The  Pope  went  on  Monday  to  Castel  Gondolfo, 
and  spent  the  day  there,  returning  late  in  the  eve- 
ning. He  walked  down  the  Corso  yesterday,  and 
seemed  remarkably  well ;  his  color  fresh  and  his 
step  as  firm  and  rapid  as  they  were  five  years  since. 
He  will  hold  a  Consistory  in  June,  and  another  in 
September;  but  it  is  not  probable  that  he  will 
make  any  long  stay  in  the  country  this  year ;  so  the 
air  of  Rome  does  not  affect  his  health,  and  he  al- 
ways leaves  the  Vatican  with  regret. 

The  Florentine  journal,  the  Assico,  which  made  a 
large  subscription  for  the  widows  and  family  of  Monti 
and  Tognetti,  has  just  distinguished  itself  by  a  thor- 
oughly Italian  proceeding.  The  editor  has  "lev- 
anted "  with  the  whole  sum  raised,  and  his  rival, 
the  Lenzero,  caricatures  him  at  a  banquetting  table 
with  Monti  and  Tognetti,  each  holding  his  head  in 
his  hand,  and  asking  "  where  the  money  has^one  to  ?" 

The  Congregation  of  the  Mission  Etrang&res  has 
bought  a  house  on  the  Piazza  Paoli,  in  order  to  es- 
tablish its  "  procure  "  in  the  Eternal  City. 

Several  Oriental  and  South  American  bishops 
have  already  arrived  for  the  Council.  One  meets 
them  walking  about  in  the  most  broiling  sun,  and 
apparently  much  astonished  at  the  deserted  state  of 
the  streets  on  that  account. 

News' from  Madrid  and  the  provinces  continues  to 
be  most  favorable  to  the  Carlist  cause.  Prim,  not 
choosing  to  meet  Senor  Mur,  who  is  in  possession 
of  his  letter  to  Ortega,  has  had  him  arrested!  So 
much  for  liberty  in  Spain.  Don  Carlos  has  pro- 
tested against  the  blasphemies  of  the  last  debate  in 
the  Cortes,  and  his  protest  is  circulating  by  thou- 
sands in  Spain.  Every  day  advices  are  dispatched 
to  the  Duke  of  Madrid,  containing  the  allegiance  of 
the  Catholic  inhabitants  of  Andalusia,  Gallicia,  and 
Arragon.  Isabella's  cause  is  lost,  and  can  never  rise 
again,  either  in  her  person  or  that  of  her  son,  and 
all  Spaniards  join  in  looking  to  Carlos  VII  as  the 
sole  possible  king. 

Italian  news  flags  in  interest,  even  to  the  "  sensa- 
tion" of  Milan.  Mazzini  has  been  requested  pro 
forma  by  the  Federal  authorities  to  retire  a  few 
miles  within  the  frontier,  but,  whether  he  or  his 
party  are  the  least  discouraged,  they  rely  on  being 
able  to  break  up  any  Cabinet  Menabrea  may  form. 
As  yet,  his  Ministry  is  in  a  state  of  embryo,  and  it 
is  very  doubtful  if  any  definite  element  will  issue 
from  the  official  chaos.  Victor  Emmanuel  has  gone 
for  the  summer  to  Valdieri  to  hunt  chamois,  and 
leaves  his  Ministers  to  get  through  their  work  as 
they  can.  The  royal  wits  would  not  probably 
prove  any  great  adjunct  to  the  collective  wisdom  of 
the  State  Council. 


Prince  Humbert  was  on  our  frontier  last  week, 
at  Scala  di  Lara  and  Arpino.  He  was  badly  re- 
ceived there  and  everywhere,  save  at  Monte  Cas- 
sino.  The  good  monks  probably  trembled  for  their 
precious  MSS.,  and  did  him  honor  on  the  same 
principle  that  the  Indians  offer  gifts  to  the  evil  one, 
lest  he  should  order  the  annexation  and  removal  to 
Florence  of  the  gospel  and  missals,  and  quarter  his 
bersaglieri  in  the  cloisters  of  St.  Benedict. 

The  Italian  Government  makes  a  reduction  of 
18:20  per  cent,  on  the  last  coupon  of  the  Pontifical 
debt.  The  .France  has  just  made  the  discovery,  and 
also  that  it  is  contrary  to  the  engagements  entered 
into  by  Italy.  It  is  equally  contrary  to  the  given 
word  of  Napoleon  that  he  would  oblige  her  to  fulfil 
them  to  the  letter. 


The  Bishop  of  Liverpool  is  reported  to  have  said 
at  Preston  the  other  day,  that  if  a  bill  for  secular  ed- 
ucation were  passed,  Catholics  ought  to  offer  a 
passive  resistance  to  it,  and  on  no  account  whatever 
to  send  their  children  to  schools  in  which  their 
faith  is  not  taught.  It  is  for  the  sake  of  our  Prot- 
estant, not  of  our  Catholic,  readers,  that  we  notice 
his  lordship's  sentiments,  merely  to  endorse  them  to 
the  utmost.  The  question  of  secular  education  is 
one  upon  which  there  neither  is,  nor  can  be,  any 
difference  of  opinion  amongst  Catholics ;  and  the 
sooner  this  is  fully  understood  by  our  non-Catholic 
fellow-countrymen  the  better.  We  will  not — we 
cannot — send  our  children  to  schools  in  which  a 
non-religious  education,  or  an  education  in  which 
non-Catholic  doctrines  are  taught,  is  given.  We 
have  seen  the  evils  of  both  systems,  and  we  will  not 
undermine  the  faith  of  our  children.  Moreover, 
the  Church  emphatically  forbids  our  countenancing 
such  schools  in  any  way,  and,  although  others  may 
sneer  at  our  obedience  to  the  Church,  we,  as  Cath- 
olics, glory  in  it.  The  want  of  education  is  a  great 
evil,  but  a  greater  still  would  be  to  have  our  chil- 
dren grow  up  Protestants,  or,  what  would  be  still 
worse,  unbelievers  in  any  creed  whatever.  In 
saying  what  he  did  at  Preston,  Dr.  Goss  simply 
gave  utterance  to  the  commands  of  the  Church, 
and  the  sentiments  of  the  whole  Catholic  body. — 
London  Register. 


One  of  the  most  curious  facts  connected  with 
English  religous  life  is  shown  forth  whenever  the 
Court  goes  to  Balmoral.  No  sooner  does  her 
Majesty  set  foot  in  her  Highland  home  than 
Presbyterianism  pure  and  simple  becomes  the 
fashionable  creed  of  those  who  surround  her,  and 
noble  lords  and  ladies,  who,  south  of  the  Tweed 
would  as  soon  think  of  street  singing  for  an  occu- 
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pation  as  of  going  to  any  place  of  worship  not  be- 
longing to  the  Established  Church,  attend  the 
parish  church  at  Crathie  as  if  they  "had  been 
taught  Calvinism  and  the  Westminster  Confession 
of  Faith  from  their  early  childhood.  Nay,  not  only 
do  Anglican  laymen  and  women  do  this,  but 
a  Church-of-England  clergyman,  attached  to  the 
Royal  Household  as  tutor  of  Prince  Leopold,  is  re- 
ported as  one  of  the  attendants  to  hear  the  Presby- 
terian minister  preach  at  Crathie  on  Sunday  last. 
It  may  be  all  right,  but  to  us  Catholics  this  anything- 
arianismhasa  curious  aspect.  What  do  our  friends 
the  Ritualists  say  to  it  ?  Do  they  approve  of  the 
temporal  head  of  their  "  branch  "  showing  such  an 
example  ?  Is  there  no  bishop  on  the  bench  stout 
enough  of  purpose  to  reprove  Royalty  for  becoming 
a  follower  of  John  Knox  whenever  it  gets  to  the 
North?  Perhaps  the  true  explanation  lies  in  the 
fact  that  there  is  no  essential  difference  between 
Episcopal  and  Presbyterian  Protestantism.— Ibid. 


.A.  IV  IV  A.  3L,  S 

OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART, 


FEAST  OF  OUR  LADY  or  THE  SACKED  HEART, 


Praise  be  given  to  our  siceet  Lady!  It 
is  with  a  heart  filled  with  gratitude  that  I 
come  to  you  to-day.  The  young  lady  whom 
I  recommended  to  your  prayers  a  few  weeks 
ago  has  been  suddenly  cured -from  dyspep- 
sia (with  which  she  suffered  much  during 
seven  weeks  past)  by  the  powerful  inter- 
vention of"  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart," 
to  whom  we  made  a  novena.  On  the  23d 
in st.  the  young  lady  made  her  Act  of  Con- 
secration in  the  Sodality  of  the  Children 
of  Mary,  and  from  that  date  she  has  not 
felt  the  slightest  attack  of  the  disease. 
This  morning  we  had  Mass  in  thanksgiv- 
ing, and  we  wish  you  to  return  thanks  for 
the  same.  If  you  think  that  the  publish- 
ing of  this  miraculous  favor  will  promote 
the  devotion  to  the  sweet  Heart  of  Mary, 
you  may  do  so  without  mentioning  any 
name.  I  enclose  here  an  offering  to  our 
Lady  by  some  of  her  clients.  ^ 

Please,  dear  Mother,  continue  to  keep  a 
"  memento"  for  us  when  at  the  shrine  of 
Mary.  I  often  envy  your  lot,  that  of  being 
so  near  her  madonna.  I  also  wish  you  to 


continue  to  pray  for  my  dear  brother,  who 
is  not  converted  yet;  I  am,  however,  full 
of  confidence  in  Mary's  protection.  I 
know  he  will  be  her  child  yet. 

Remember  rne  kindly  to  all  the  Sisters, 
whose  kindness  I  well  remember.  In  the 
Sacred  Hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  I  remain 
most  affectionately  yours, 

P.  S. — I  should  have  mentioned  that  the 
young  lady  had  medical  attendance  during 
the  time  of  her  sufferings,  but  the  remedies 
seemed  to  aggravate  her  distemper  rather 
than  to  heal  it. 


I'HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One; 

—  OR  — 
THE  STOKY  OF  THE  THREE  BAPTISMS. 


BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "BLIND  AONESK,"  "GENE- 
VIEVE,"  ETC. 


CHAPTER  II.— (Continued.) 
In  consequence  of  this  misfortune  the 
life  of  the  young  girl  became  more  solitary 
than  ever.  With  the  first  rays  of  the  early 
sun  she  used  to  take  her  little  canoe,  and 
go  up  the  river  to  catch  fish,  as  the  old 
man  had  taught  her  to  do  after  the  manner 
of  the  Indians;  and  Avhen  she  had  taken 
enough  for  the  consumption  of  the  day, 
she  would  visit  many  of  the  different 
islands,  seeking  those  kinds  of  herbs  and 
fruit  and  wild  honey  which  her  Indian 
father  fancied  most.  The  heat  of  the  day 
was  always  spent  in  the  cabin,  providing 
the  old  man's  meals,  chatting  to  him,  and 
preparingthe  skins  of  various  wild  animals, 
of  which  he  had  taught  her  how  to  make 
their  clothing. 

But  the  evening  was  the  hour  the  lonely 
child  ever  loved  best;  for  then  the  Indian 
had  settled  himself  to  rest,  and  she  could 
steal  from  the  cabin,  and  in  her  little 
canoe  float  down  the  river,  or  paddle  her- 
self to  its  banks,  and  land  on  the  main  land. 
The  trees  grow  down  to  the  water's  edge, 
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so  that  two  steps  from  her  canoe  placed 
her  in  the  vast  solitude  of  an  American 
forest.  There  she  used  to  seat  herself  on 
a  fallen  tree,  and  often  remained  musing 
until  the  night  had  advanced  far  into  its 
course.  Little  she  thought  of  the  dangers 
she  ran  from,  wild  beasts  and  venomous 
reptiles,  with  which  those  wilds  abounded; 
her  soul  was  in  the  stable  where  the 
Mother  tended  her  heavenly  Babe,  or  be- 
neath the  cross,  where  she  stood  to  count 
the  drops  of  blood  that  trickled  from  the 
sacred  wounds  of  His  hands  and  feet. 
This  was  all  she  knew  of  the  Christ  whom 
she  so  tenderly  loved:  that  He  was  born 
for  her  sake,  and  had  died  for  her  sake. 
In  what  manner  His  birth  or  His  death 
could  benefit  her  she  did  not  kjjow,  and 
never  asked;  it  was  enough  for  her  that 
He  had  suffered  these  things  for  her  love; 
and  in  the  burning  gratitude  of  her  young 
heart  she  often  threw  herself  on  her  knees, 
and  with  showers  of  tears  besought  Him 
to  allow  her  to  become  one  of  His  children 
by  the  waters  of  baptism,  and  then  to  suffer 
her  to  die  at  His  feet. 

Many  times  it  happened  that,  while  mak- 
ing this  prayer,  she  raised  her  streaming 
eyes  to  heaven,  and  there  beheld  the  clus- 
ter of  stars  which,  from  its  shape,  has 
been  called  the  constellation  of  the  Cross. 
Then  she  always  felt  as  if  her  prayer  would 
at  last  be  heard,  and  she  rose  from  her 
knees  consoled  and  happy;  for  the  old 
Indian  had  told  her,  what  in  his  simplicity 
he  really  believed,  that  the  great  Father  of 
heaven  had  placed  these  stars  in  the  skies 
as  an  eternal  commemoration  of  the  cross 
upon  which  Christ,  His  beloved  Son,  had 
suffered.  Little  Angelina  found  no  dif- 
ficulty in  believing  this;  and  when  she  saw 
these  lovely  stars,  she  always  bowed  her 
head  devoutly  down  in  honor  of  the  white 
Christ,  who  she  then  used  to  fancy  was 
somewhere  near  her,  listening  to  her  pray- 
ers and  resolving  to  grant  them. 

It  happened  one  evening  that  instead  of 
rowing  her  boat  across  to  the  main  land 
she  suffered  it  to  drop  quietly  down  the 
river.  She  soon  fell  into  a  fit  of  mus- 


ing and  did  not  perceive  that  the  canoe, 
having  got  into  one  of  the  rapid  currents 
of  the  river,  was  borne  down  it  until  the 
island  where  she  dwelt  was  completely  out 
of  sight.  Angelina  was  too  well  accus- 
tomed to  her  lonely  expeditions  to  be  much 
alarmed  at  this  circumstance,  though  she 
perceived  that  she  was  in  a  part  of  the  river 
never  visited  by  her  before.  A  few  rapid 
strokes  of  the  oar  brought  her  boat  far  be- 
yond the  influence  of  the  current  which' 
had  caused  the  danger;  and  then  shepaused 
a  moment  to  consider  what  she  should  do 
next.  The  sun  had  gone  down,  but  the 
moon  and  stars  of  that  lovely  climate  per- 
fectly supplied  its  place,  and  made  the  river 
as  distinctly  visible  as  if  it  had  been  under 
the  broad  daylight.  Still  Angelina  did  not 
like  the  idea  of  retracing  her  way  at  that 
late  hour:  she  was  afraid  that  if  sleep  over- 
took her,  the  canoe  might  again  fall  into 
one  of  the  dangerous  currents  of  the  river, 
and  be  borne  away  to  a  distance  too  great 
to  permit  her  to  return,  even  should  she 
escape  perishing  upon  its  hidden  rocks. 
For  the  first  time  in  her  life  a  vague  sense 
of  loneliness  and  fear  came  over  her  senses. 
The  deep  stillness  of  the  hour  became  op- 
pressive to  her  heart ;  the  immense  masses 
of  water,  extending  too  far  to  permit  her 
to  see  the  opposite  shore,  seemed  full  of 
unknown  dangers.  Now,  even  the  deep 
shadows  cast  on  the  water  by  the  banks, 
under  the  shelter  of  which  her  boat  still 
rested,  had  terrors  for  her ;  and  she  sat 
trembling  and  irresolute,  afraid  of  attempt- 
ing to  return  to  her  island,  and  almost  as 
fearful  of  running  her  boat  into  a  little 
creek  of  the  river,  which,  sheltered  by  woods 
upon  either  side,  appeared  perfectly  calcu- 
lated to  afford  her  a  safe  refuge  for  the 
night.  While  she  thus  hesitated,  one  mo- 
ment resolved  to  secure  her  boat  in  the  lit- 
tle harbor  before  her,  and  the  next  de- 
terred from  doing  so  by  the  fear  of  some 
new  danger,  she  cast  her  eyes  to  the  heav- 
ens, arid  there,  shining  brightly  down,  as 
if  watching  over  her,  beheld  the  lovely  con- 
stellation of  the  Cross. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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NOTRE  DAME,  INDIANA,  JULY  3,  1869. 


No.  27. 


The  Guide  of  Christians, 


"Hang  out  your  lights,"  said  the  cap- 
tain of  a  sea-going  steamer  to  a  deck  hand, 
as  the  shades  of  evening  began  to  gather 
in  the  horizon  and  gradually  to  spread 
over  the  deep  wastes  of  ocean. 

Sitting  abstractedly  near  the  helm,  watch- 
ing the  rolling  waves  and  the  foaming 
spray  cast  around  by  the  vessel's  motion, 
I  was  recalled  to  myself  by  this,  order  of 
the  captain.  The  evening  was  clear  and 
beautiful,  the  stars  were  beginning  to  ap- 
pear, the  sunset  glow  had  scarcely  faded 
from  the  western  sky,  and  the  radiance  of 
ayoungmoon  wasprolonging  the  twilight; 
thus  my  first  impulse  was  to  say  "What 
need  of  any  lights?  There  is  no  fog;  we 
are  too  far  from  shore  to  be  in  any  danger 
from  rocks  or  shoals;  the  wind  is  in  our 
favor,  and  our  filled  sails  help  to  urge  us 
on  faster  than  steam  alone  could  do, — 
everything  goes  well  with  us." 

But  our  watchful  captain  had  not  only 
given  the  order — he  waited  to  see  it  ful- 
filled; and  in  a  few  moments  the  men  ap- 
peared emerging  from  the  hatchway  with 
the  lighted  lamps  ready  for  hoisting  to 
their  respective  places.  First  a  bright 
white  light  was  fixed  to  the  bow  of  the 
steamer;  a  red  one  was  secured  to  one 
side,  a  green  one  to  the  other  side,  and 
another  white  one  was  raised  to  the  mast- 
head. 

"We  hang  out  these  lights  for  signals," 
said  the  captain,  that  all  other  craft  may 
know  what  we  are,  and  where  we  are." 

These  simple  words  aroused  in  my  mind 
a  train  of  thought;  and  as  I  sat  there  si-  | 


lently  watching  the  man  at  the  wheel,  his 
eye  alternately  scanning  the  expanse  of 
waters  and  then  reverting  to  his  compass ; 
the  faithful  captain  occasionally  himself 
overlooking  the  bearings  to  see  that  the 
course  was  steadily  kept;  the  sailors  hoist- 
ing the  lanterns  and  making  fast  any  stray 
rope;  there  occurred  to  my  mind  the  sim- 
ilitude of  all  these  things  to  the  life  of  a 
Christian  in  this  world.  The  world,  as 
we  find  it,  is  like  a  broad  expanse  of  ocean, 
tossing,  foaming,  surging  like  the  waves; 
at  times  smooth  and  untroubled,  and  again 
beset  with  tempests  and  whirlwinds  and 
concealing  treacherous  depths,  into  which, 
if  we  sink,  we  go  to  destruction.  It  is 
true  that  in  life,  as  at  the  ocean-side,  there 
are  calm  and  smiling  bays — fair  havens 
where  the  waters  are  shallow  and  pellucid 
and  the  waves  never  lashed  to  fury;  where 
green  islets  covered  with  bright  flowers 
and  fragrant  plants  are  set  like  jewels  in 
a  silver  sea,  and  invite  all  weary  ones  to 
rest  there  and  go  no  farther.  But  the 
Christian  must  not  heed  these  tempting 
voices;  to  rest  in  the  quiet  places  would 
be  sweet  and  consoling,  but  rest  is  not 
our  destiny.  Our  lot  is  to  journey  on- 
ward, for  we  are  all  bound  on  the  same 
voyage,  and  our  port  is  eternity.  Neither 
do  we  travel  alone.  All  of  our  kind  are 
our  companions,  and  whether  or  not  we 
proceed  with  the  same  motives  and  aims, 
we  must  all  go  over  the  same  sea  of  dan- 
gers. In  view  of  all  this,  how  important 
it  is  that  we  should  always  "show  our 
lights."  The  merchant  who  has  goods 
for  sale  exposes  them  in  the  most  attrac- 
tive style  to  the  gaze  of  the  passers-by,  and 
puts  his  name  in  large  letters  over  the 
entrance  to  his  warehouse.  The  farmer 
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who  raises  fruits  and  vegetables  brings 
his  produce  to  market,  and  strives  to  secure 
for  his  commodities  the  most  public  place 
in  the  thoroughfare.  The  man  of  wealth, 
whose  chief  delight  is  in  his  riches,  pro- 
claims by  his  stately  mansion,  his  splendid 
equipage  and  his  thorough-bred  horses,  that 
those  are  the  things  by  which  he  is  to  be 
known;  while  the  woman  of  fashion,  whose 
aim  is  to  be  a  leader  in  society,  hesitates 
not  to  show  that  this  is  her  ambition,  and 
by  her  love  of  admiration,  her  eagerness  in 
following  every  new  caprice,  and  her  as- 
sumption of  dictatorship  in  social  ques- 
tions, leaves  no  doubt  in  the  minds  of  any 
as  to  her  ends  and  aims.  All  these  dif- 
ferent classes  show  their  signals,  and  they 
are  well  understood  by  their  fdrtow-men 
and  women.  But,  alas,  is  it  not  too  fre- 
quently the  case  that  Christians  hesitate 
about  this  duty,  and  fail  to  put  out  those 
signs  by  which  we  might  be  so  well  known 
to  all  the  world?  For  our  bow-light  should 
we  not  have  the  flaming  torch  of  Fortitude 
and  courage?  Fortitude,  to  enable  us  not 
to  succumb  when  winds  arise  and  storms 
threaten,  but  courageously  to  press  on- 
ward, steadily  overcoming  every  obstacle 
until  we  reach  our  journey's  end.  For 
our  light  to  windward  let  us  have  ever- 
watching  Prudence,  that  never  sleeps  and 
never  remits  its  vigilance,  but  is  always 
on  the  alert  to  save  us  from  sudden  squalls 
or  from  danger  by  calm  or  storm. 

To  leeward  we  should  show  the  burn- 
ning  light  of  Charity,  which  in  itself  com- 
prises every  duty  we  owe  to  our  fellow- 
men,  and  which  will  make  our  path  in  life 
so  shining  with  love  and  good  works  that, 
as  we  pass  through  the  world,  our  course 
will  be  as  marked  with  brightness  as  the 
wake  of  a  ship,  sparkling  with  phosphores- 
cent light  in  the  waters  of  southern  seas. 

But  what  shall  we  hang  at  the  mast- 
head? Nothing  else  must  take  that,  the 
highest  place,  but  devotion  to  the  Sacred 
Hearts  of  our  crucified  Lord  and  His  most 
Blessed  Mother.  By  showing  always  our 
faith  in  Him  and  our  remembrance  of  His 
passion  and  death,  we  shall  secure  our  own 


salvation.  And  by  carrying  out  in  our 
lives  the  sweetness,  the  huniHity,  and 
the  resignation  to  God's  will  which  was 
always  manifested  by  that  Blessed  Virgin, 
who  in  accepting  the  motherhood  of  the 
Incarnate  Word  became  the  faithful  mother 
of  all  who  believe  in  that  Word,  we  shall 
not  only  secure  our  own  advancement, 
but  the  bright  light  of  our  lives  will  be  a 
beacon  and  a  guide  to  many  a  faltering 
soul  that  might  otherwise  be  lost  amidst' 
the  glare  and  flash  of  the  false  lights  of 
this  world,  which,  like  meteors,  end  only 
in  explosion  and  ruin. 

Thus,  as  the  master  of  the  vessel  calls  to 
his  men,  "  Bring  out  your  lights,"  so  let 
the  word  go  forth  to  all  struggling  and 
pious  souls,  "Hang  out  your  lights;"  and 
while  we  sail  securely,  if  not  always  calmly 
over  the  waves  of  this  life,  under  the 
divine  radiance  shed  from  those  pure 
hearts  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  let  our  morning 
hymn  be  always  "  0  Jesu,  Pastor,"  and  at 
evening  let  our  voices  join  in  singing  with 
love  and  devotion,  "Ave  marls  Stella." 

CLARA  THORNTON. 


THE  ROMAN  CATACOMBS, 

And  their  Connection  with  Catholic  Dogma, 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OP  REV.  M.  WOLTER',  BY  REV. 
J.  A.  BERGRATH. 

"  Sed  tu  qui  legis,  ora  pro  me  et  (h)abeas  Donii- 
num  protectorem." — Catacombs  of  Pontianus. 

THE  CHURCH  MILITANT. 

(Continued.) 

Let  us  now  turn  our  attention  to  yet  an- 
other picture  found  on  a  drinking-cup.  Here 
Christ  stands  on  a  mountain  from  which 
seven  streams  take  their  origin,  and  hands 
to  Peter  a  scroll  on  which  we  read  the  fol- 
lowing words :  "  The  Lord  giveth  the 
Law"  while  the  prince  of  the  .apostles  is 
seen  receiving  the  scroll  in  the  fold  of  his 
garment  (just  as  on  otherpicturesheisseen 
receiving  the  keys}.  This  mode  of  receiv 
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ing  the  trust  committed  to  his  care  is  in- 
tended to  be  indicative  of  the  humility  and 
veneration  with  which  he  accepts  it;  for 
the  same  custom  prevailed  at  the  time 
among  the  Roman  prcetors  whenever  they 
received  their  letters  of  instruction  at  the 
hands  of  the  emperors.  From  this  fact  it 
is  clear  that  the  Christian  artist  who  de- 
signed and  executed  this  picture  intended 
thereby  to  represent  the  appointment  of 
Peter  to  the  vicegerency  of  Christ  on 
earth,  and  also  to  advert  to  the  fact  that 
Peter  by  this  appointment  had  received 
the  supreme  power  of  governing  the  Church, 
which  latter  is  symbolized  not  only  by  the 
mountain  emitting  seven  distinct  streams 
of  water,  but  also  by  an  accompanying 
palm-tree  laden  down  with  fruit.  Still, 
even  this  does  not  exhaust  all  the  signifi- 
cant bearings  of  the  picture  in  question. 
For,  by  way  of  an  additional  symbol,  Peter 
is  seen  carrying  a  cross  on  his  shoulders. 
Now,  the  Holy.  Fathers,  resting  on  those 
texts  of  scripture  which  we  find  in  Isaias, 
(ix,  6,  and  xxii.  22),  explain  this  cross  as 
being  a  symbol  of  power  and  dominion. 
Finally,  in  order  to  indicate  that  this  royal 
power  belongs  only  to  Peter,  and  not 
to  the  other  apostles,  St.  Paul  is  intro- 
duced as  standing  opposite  Peter  in  such 
a  position  that  Christ — who  is  introduced 
as  speaking — evidently  delegates  both  to 
perform  the  apostolic  mission  of  preaching 
the  word,  while  He  gives  to  Peter  alone  the 
diploma  of  supremacy  and  the  sceptre  of 
royal  authority.  Novv,  if  the  Church  as 
the  kingdom  of  Christ  has  received  a  vice- 
gerent in  the  person  of  Peter,  it  has  also 
received  a  helmsman  in  the  same  signifi- 
cant personage,  in  so  far  as  it  will  suffer 
comparison  with  a  ship  or  an  ark  of  safety. 
Thus,  in  a  beautiful  specimen  of  a  bronze 
lamp,  modelled  after  the  fashion  of  a  ship 
under  full  sail,  we  behold  the  figure  of 
Paul  at  the  bow,  while  St.  Peter  stands  at 
the  helm,  guiding  the  vessel  on  its  course. 
The  mast-head  of  the  trim  Kttle  craft  is 
decorated  with  a  tablet,  containing  the  in- 
scription :  "  The  Lord  giveth  the  law," 
which  we  have  already  met  with  elsewhere. 


Paul — such  is  the  meaning  of  this  sym- 
bol— ranks  first  in  his  capacity  as  the 
herald  of  the  faith;  but  it  is  the  guiding 
and  legislative  hand  of  Peter  which  steers 
the  ship  of  the  Church  safely  across  the 
stormy  sea  of  time,  and  runs  it  well-pre- 
served into  the  harbor  of  eternity.  There 
is  yet  another  typical  representation  which 
deserves  our  notice.  We  meet  with  it  on 
several  sarcophagi,  no  less  than  in  wall- 
paintings  here  and  there,  as  for  instance 
in  the  Apostolic  catacombs  of  Domititta. 
In  one  of  the  galleries  of  these  catacombs 
there  may  be  seen  a  fresco  representing 
Elias  in  the  act  of  ascending  to  heaven, 
while  he  leaves  his  mantle  to  JEliseus,  who 
in  token  of  reverence  receives  it  with 
covered  hands.  Now,  it  is  well  known  that 
among  the  ancients  the  receiving  of  the 
mantle  of  a  prophet,  teacher,  or  saint,  was 
regarded  as  a  most  expressive  type  indicat- 
ing that  the  recipient  was  thenceforward 
the  lawful  successor,  representative  and  in- 
heritor of  the  spirit  and  mission  of  him  to 
whom  the  mantle  had  previously  belonged. 
It  was  for  this  very  reason  that  the  dis- 
ciples of  the  prophet,  when  they  saw  Eli- 
seus  receiving  the  mantle  of  their  master, 
exclaimed:  "The  spirit  of  Elias  resteth 
upon  him !"  This  fact  at  once  gives  us 
the  key  to  the  picture  in  question.  No 
doubt,  in  the  person  of  Elias  it  represents 
the  Saviour^  who,  ascending  into  heaven, 
leaves  His  mantle  to  the  new  Eliseus,  i.  e., 
to  Peter,  and  thus  confers  upon  him  through 
the  medium  of  this  "  pallium  "  the  office  of 
vicegerent,  together  with  the  plenitude  of 
primatial,  legislative  and  executive  power 
in  His  Church;  so  that  on  seeing  this  the 
Christian  disciples  of  the  prophets  are  also 
forced  to  exclaim  in  admiration  :  "  Truly, 
the  spirit  of  Christ  resteth  upon  Peter  and 
his  successors!  "  It  is  thus  gloriously  that 
we  find  the  hierarchal  primacy  of  the 
popes  vindicated  by  incontestable  proofs, 
corning  down  to  us  even  from  the  earliest 
ages.  Reader !  go  in  spirit  down  into  the 
venerable  vaults  of  the  Vatican  and  Callis- 
tine  catacombs,  where  the  popes  lie  buried, 
and  count  the  number  of  their  resting- 
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places.  You  will  not  find  the  remains  of  a 
single  one  who  is  not  resplendent  with 
the  glory  of  martyrdom,  or  conspicuous 
for  his  eminent  sanctity.  That,  in  very 
truth,  is  a  primacy  also;  to  have  been  thus 
first  among  all  their  brethren  in  giving  up 
their  lives  for  their  faith,  in  faithfully 
watching  over  their  flocks,  and  in  excel- 
ling them  all  in  the  eminence  of  their  vir- 
tue ;  a  primacy  which  throws  a  supernatu- 
ral halo  of  glory  around  their  primacy  of 
oifice,  and  which,  in  letters  of  resplendent 
brightness,  imprints  on  the  rocks  of  the 
catacombs  that  undying  promise,  which 
may  be  seen  glowing  in  equally  grand  and 
silent  majesty  around  the  dome  of  St. 
Peter's,  —  namely:  "Tnou  ART  PETER, 

AND     UPON    THIS    ROCK    I   WILL    BJTILD   MY 

CHURCH !" 


XVIII. 


The  Catholic  Church  is  like  a  gigantic 
cathedral,  in  which  there  are  as  many  aisles 
or  naves  as  there  are  various  peoples  who 
assemble  within  its  walls  to  sing  the  prais- 
es of  God.  In  this  cathedral,  Home  is  the 
chosen  spot  on  which  are  erected  the  altar 
and  throne  of  the  highpriest.  Now  this 
spot — the  holy  of  holies — justly  stands  un- 
der the  immediate  and  especial  protecting 
care  of  Him  who  erected  this  mystical  edi- 
fice; or,  to  speak  with  the  words  of  St. 
Cyprian  :  "  From  the  beginning  the  Church 
of  Home  has  been  unto  the  entire  Church 
the  pillar  and  ground  of  truth,  the  first  and 
chief  among  all  the  rest,  into  which  the 
faithlessness  of  error  can  never,  creep" 
This  eulogy  of  the  Church  is  proven  in  a 
most  remarkable  manner  to  be  correct  by 
a  peculiarity  attaching  to  the  Roman  mon- 
umental inscriptions.  It  is  well  known 
that  by  far  the  greater  number  of  those 
ancient  Christian  tombs  are  decorated  in 
some  form  or  other  with  the  blessed  salu- 
tation of"  Peace"  Now,  as  the  Churches 
outside  of  Home  were  during  that  period 
quite  frequently  afflicted  by  heresy,  schism, 
and  apostasy,  it  was  customary  in  all  these 
places,  whenever  one  of  the  faithful  depart- 
ed this  life,  by  way  of  attesting  his  fidelity 
to  the  Church,  to  bury  him  literally  with 


the  kiss  of  peace,  and  then  in  addition  to 
write  upon  the  tomb  :  "  He  died  in  peace /" 
" He  obtained  peace"  (with  the  Church). 
Quite  different  was  the  case  in  Rome. 
There,  thousands  of  inscriptions  state  sim- 
ply :  "  He  rests"  "  sleeps"  "  was  deposited 
in  peace" — the  word  "  peace  "  here  refer- 
ring, not  to  the  peace  with  the  Church,  but 
simply  to  the  eternal  and  heavenly  peace 
with  God,  thus  furnishing  us  with  a  strik- 
ing and  most  glorious  testimony,  that  in ' 
this  Church  at  least  the  evil  seeds  of  her- 
esy have  never  been  able  to  prevail. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BY    MRS.    ANNA    H.    DORSEY. 


CHAPTER  XVII.— JOHN  WILDE. 

John  Wilde  was  at  last  ready  to  leave 
Boston  and  turn  his  face  homeward. 
He  had  been  away  nearly  four  weeks, 
including  his  journey  thither,  and  it  would 
be  almost  five  before  he  got  back;  for 
he  had  a  hundred  miles  to  travel  with  his 
two  heavily  loaded  wagons,  over  roads 
which  in  some  places  for  a  stretch  of 
miles  were  worse  than  the  famed  corduroy 
roads  of  the  South,  and  in  others  amounted 
to  nothing  better  than  old  Indian  trails, 
up  hill  and  down,  through  marshes  and 
over  disintegrated  rocks  which  seemed  to 
have  been  dropped  at  random  from  the 
clouds,  or  were  the  debris — as  some  gravely 
assert — of  glaciers  long  since  melted.  But 
John  Wilde  gave  himself  no  trouble  about 
the  difficulties  of  the  route  except  to  get 
over  them  the  best  way  he  could,  nor  puzzled 
his  brain  about  the  natural  phenomena  that 
originated  them;  he  was  far  too  happy 
and  too  full  of  bright  anticipations  of  the 
future  to  let  himself  be  disturbed  by  such 
trifles ;  and,  as  far  as  he  could  see,  there  was 
not  a  shadow  to  darken  the  aureole  that 
crowned  it.  He  was  not  a  man  given  to 
building  castles  in  Spain  ;buthe  often  found 
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himself,  as  the  sturdy  team  crept  slowlj 
along  dragging  the  great  creaking  wagon 
loaded  with  his  household  goods,"  thinking 
of  how  his  home  would  look  when  Hop 
Flemming — soon  to  be  his  wife — bright 
ened  and  consecrated  it  with  her  presence 
He  wondered    how   she  would    like    his 
purchases,  and  in  which  rooms  she  woulc 
place  this  or  that  piece  of  furniture,  certain 
that    however    she    arranged    them   they 
would  bear  the  impress  of  her  good  taste 
He  knew  how  good,  without  pretence,  she 
was;  how  pure  and  true,  without  dissimu- 
lation ;  how  thoroughly  domestic  and  wom- 
anly in  her  habits ;  how  thrifty  in  all  her 
ways;  and  he  longed  for  the  hour  when 
he  could  look  on  her  grave  beautiful  face 
again,  and  watch  the  brightening  of  her 
eyes  and   the   soft  blushes   mantling  her 
cheeks  as  he  discussed  their  future  plans 
and  talked  over  his  purchases  together. 
Sometimes  a  lurch  of  the  wagon  aroused 
him  from  his  pleasant  dreams ;  sometimes 
a  sudden  halt  of  the  tired  horses  interrupted 
them ;    sometimes   they   melted   into   the 
music  of  the  bells  upon  the  horses ;  some- 
times they  were  rudely  broken  upon  by 
the   unexpected   bursting  of  a  mountain 
storm,  which  threatened,  while  it  lasted,  to 
sweep  him  and  his  dreams  and  household 
treasures  away  together.     And  he  felt  truly 
and  happily  thankful  to  find,  after  the  flurry 
was  over,  that  everything  was.  safe ;  for  he 
was  very  proud  of  his  purchases,  knowing 
that  Hope  would  like  them — he  knew  her 
tastes  so  well.    The  real  mahogany  sofa  and 
work-stand;    the  gilded  cane-seat  chairs; 
the  large  round  centre-table,  standing  on 
carved  claws  tipped  with  brass,  upon  which 
she  would  arrange  the  choice  books  he  had 
bought   her;    the    handsome   cherrywood 
furniture   for   the    bedrooms;    the    green 
carpet   covered  with  roses ;    the  crimson 
carpet  covered  with  garlands  of  oak  leaves; 
the  blue  carpet  covered  with  white  daisies ; 
the  beautiful  pieces  of  furniture;  chintz — 
real  French ;  the  neat  gold-banded  china  ; 
the  new  bright  kitchenware ;   and,  above 
all,  a  gilt  oval-framed  mirror  for  the  best 
room !     How  could  Hope  fail  to  admire 


them,  and  give  credit  to  his  good  taste? 
It  was  a  rare  thing  in  those  days  for  a 
young  bride,  up  there  in  the  hill  country 
to  go  to  housekeeping  in  such  nice  style, 
but  then  Hope,  he  thought,  was  without 
her  equal,  and  must  have  suitable  surround- 
ings.    John  Wilde  spent  nearly  five  hun- 
dred dollars  in  Boston,  but  if  it  had  been 
five  thousand  he  would  have  thought  it 
scarcely  worthy  of  one  so  fair,  so  good 
and  beautiful.     Then  he  went  on  dreaming 
of  the  time  when  her  home  should  be  the 
stateliest  and  most  elegant   in   all  New 
Hampshire ;  and,  when,  about  middle  life, 
when  his  hair  would  be  touched  with  white, 
and  fair  sons  and  daughters  gathered  about 
him  and  thpir  beautiful  mother,  he  would 
go  to  Congress,  and  finally  take  his  seat 
in  the  National  Senate  !     Then  he  thought 
of  Hope  presiding  over  the  refined  and 
cultivated  society  of  the  metropolis — for 
there  really  was  in  those  days  a  refined 
and  cultivated  society  there — and  gracing 
with  sweet  dignity  the  high  position  he 
had  won  for  her, — when  the  wagon  wheels 
slipped  into  a  gully,  and  brought  John 
Wilde  down  from  his  seat  upon  the  flanks 
of  his  horses,  dispersing  his  day-dreams, 
and  giving  him  no  end  of  actual  trouble 
in   getting   things   to  rights  once  more. 
So  we  see  that  the  man  had  ambition  too ; 
but  it  was  for  her.     It  is  astonishing  what 
capacity  there  is  in  the  mind  of  these  quiet 
practical    people,   who    apparently   don't 
know  the  difference  between  a  rose  and  a 
thistle,  for  castle  building !  and  how  happy 
they  are  in  the  beautiful  structures  sprung 
into  existence  by  virtue  of  rubbing  the 
amp    they   carry   about,  hidden   in   their 
bosom !     I  don't  say  that  this  sort  of  people 
originate  their  fair  imaginations  in  idle 
day-dreaming.     Far  from  it.     They  must 
lave,  as  John  Wilde  had,  a  real  substantial 
foundation,  and  fair  outlooks  to  build  upon ; 
then  nothing  seems   impossible  to  their 
'ancy,  nothing  too  high  or  noble  for  their 
aspirations. 

John  Wilde  was  a  happy  man  the  day 
le  caught  sight  of  the  old  gables  and  high 
himney-tops  of  home.  He  whistled  the 


4:22 


A  V  E     M  A 


I  A 


old  tunes  that  he  and  Hope  had  learned 
together  in  singing  xslass;  he  looked  over 
his  broad  rich  acres  of  farm  and  woodland, 
beautified  by  cascade  and  mountain  slope, 
and  his  eyes  brightened  at  the  thought  of 
endowing  her  with  these  and  all  other  of 
his  worldly  goods ;  if  he  had  been  master 
of  a  world  he  would  have  thought  it  worth 
nothing  unshared  by  her  ! 

Mrs.  Wilde  heard  the  wagon  bells  fat- 
on0,  winding  around  the  mountain  and 
crossing  the  little  valley  nestling  between 
the  hills,  and  she  knew  that  John  was 
nearing  home ;  that  he  was  coming  straight 
under  a  cloud  to  meet  a  trial  such  as  he 
had  never  dreamed  of;  and  she  had  not  the 
heart  to  go  out  to  welcome  him,  for  she 
knew  that  what  she  had  to  tell  hrm  would 
shake  his  brave,  honest  heart  to  its  depths. 
He  feared  that  she  was  sick,  when  he  did  not 
see  her  standing  as  usual  on  the  vine-clad 
porch,  waving  her  handkerchief  to  him,  as 
she  always  did  when  he  came  home  from 
a  journey;  but  his  uneasiness  merged  into 
something  like  anger,  when  he  got  in  and 
found  her  quietly  moving  around,  setting 
the  tea-table !  He  knew  that  she  must 
have  heard  the  bells,  and  wondered  why 
she  did  not  meet  him  as  she  had  always 
done  ever  since  he  was  a  boy;  then  he 
noticed  a  restraint  and  reticence  in  her 
manner,  which  altogether  made  his  wel- 
come-home the  coldest  he  had  ever  ex- 
perienced. It  was  like  the  first  heavy  rain- 
drop of  a  coming  storm,  before  the  blue 
sky  and  sunshine  are  obscured;  and  it  fell 
with  a  sudden  chill  into  the  warm,  loving 
nature  of  the  man.  But  he  had  enough  to 
do  outside;  so,  instead  of  staying  there 
sulking,  he  left  Mrs.  Wilde  still  pottering 
about  the  table,  her  heart  so  full  that  she 
was  ready  on  the  slightest  provocation  to 
burst  out  crying,  and  went  to  assist  the 
men  in  unloading  his  treasures  from  the 
wagons,  for,  mark  you,  these  were  things 
to  be  handled  with  the  greatest  care,  that 
she  might  receive  them  without  "  scratch 
or  scaur."  After  stowing  them  away  care- 
fully— as  you  may  believe — in  the  new  part 
of  the  house,  where  he  and  Hope  were  to 


live, — which  was  fnll  of  the  clear  pure  smell 
of  whitewash  and  fresh  paint,  and  where 
not  a  speck  of  dirt  or  litter  was  to  be  seen, 
— he  locked  the  door  and  went  back  to  the 
sitting-room,  the  old  sitting-room  with  its 
low  blue  ceiling  and  black-walnut  chair- 
boarding,  which  he  remembered  from  his 
earliest  boyhood  and  which  he  had  made 
over  with  all  the  old  portion  of  the  house 
to  his  mother,  that  she  might  still  be  mis- 
tress there ;  and  where,  as  she  said,  "  she 
would  not  be  tnrn-ed  out  of  the  old  tracks 
she  had  been  walking  in  for  nearly  forty 
years;"  adding:  "It  is  better,  John,  for 
young  married  folks  to  live  alone,  and  get 
used  to  one  another  without  anybody 
meddling.  I  had  a  hard  time  with  my 
mother-in-law  and  other  step-kin  who  came 
nigh  breaking  my  happiness  and  heart 
together;  and  I  determined  then  never  to 
live  with  you  and  your  wife,  if  I  could  help 
it ;  and  I  won't,  for  human  nature  is  human 
nature,  just  as  certain  as  twice  one  makes 
two, — and  we  mightn't  understand  each 
other;  then,  where  would  you  be?" 

Mrs.  Wilde  was  sitting  at  the  head  of 
the  table,  ready  to  pour  out  his  coffee, 
when  he  came  in. 

\  "  I  am  glad  to  have  you  home  again, 
John,"  said  Mrs.  Wilde,  who  had  a  pale, 
scared  look  in  her  face. 

"  Are  you  sick,  mother?"  he  asked,  look- 
ing fixedly  at  her. 

"  No,  indeed.  What  put  that  into  your 
head?  ,  I  am  never  sick." 

"Well,  I  don't  know.  It  seems  like 
there's  something  the  matter.  You  never 
met  me  like  this  before.  Surely,  surely, 
mother,  the  thought  of  my  wife  is  not 
getting  disagreeable  to  you.  I  have  heard 
of  such  jealousies !" 

"Make  your  mind  easy  on  that  score, 
John.  Should  Hope  Flemming  ever  be 
your  wife  there'll  be  no  jealousies  between 
us,  depend  upon  that." 

"  Should  Hope  Flemming  ever  be  my 
wife  !  What  nonsense  !  when  we  are  to 
be  married  in  two  weeks !  I'd  like  to 
know  what  you  mean,  mother?  There 
seems  to  be  something  of  a  mystery,"  he 
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said,  feeling  scared  as  he  went  on ;  "  Is 
Hope  well?  Is  anything  the  matter  at 
Elder  Flemming's  ?" 

"  Finish  your  supper,  John,  and  we'll 
have  a  talk,"  said  Mrs.  Wilde,  stirring  her 
tea,  and  looking  down  into  her  cup.  She 
would  have  burst  out  crying  if  she  had  met 
his  eyes. 

"  Are  they  all  well  down  there  ?"  he 
asked,  sternly. 

"  Perfectly  well,"  she  answered  ;  "  but 
eat  your  supper,  my  boy;  there,  try  a 
muffin,  and  eat  some  of  that  custard  pie. 
Do,  John,  try  and  eat  your  supper." 

"  Try  and  eat !"  It  is  the  way  with  some 
people  to  think  that  eating  is  a  panacea 
for  all  troubles,  and  that  others  who  are 
stricken  by  griefs  and  trials,  which  almost 
crush  them,  can  be  materially  relieved 
by  "  a  nice  hot  cup  of  tea,"  a  "  delicious 
broiled  chicken,"  or  "  some  of  the  nicest 
preserves,  now,  you  ever  tasted ;"  and  urge 
their  pleasant  remedies  persistently  upon 
them,  until,  driven  to  desperation,  they  gulp 
down  the  hot  tea,  choke  themselves  with 
muffins  or  broiled  chicken,  as  the  case  may 
be,  and  swallow  the  preserves,  altogether 
careless  whether  they  are  honey  or  gall, 
just  to  rid  themselves  of  well-meant  im- 
portunities and  thereby  add  the  horrors 
of  indigestion  to  the  sum  of  their  sorrows. 

But  John  Wilde  was  made  of  sterner 
stuff;  so  he  pushed  his  plate  and  cup  back, 
saying  he  had  finished  his  supper  ;  then 
reverently  returning  thanks  for  blessings 
which  it  was  not  the  fault  of  Providence 
that  he  had  rejected,  he  got  up  and  told 
his  mother  that  he  was  going  to  saddle 
his  horse  and  ride  down  to  Elder  Flem- 
ming's to  see  what  all  this  was  about." 

Then  she  bade  him  stay ;  and,  taking  his 
hand  tenderly  in  hers,  she  led  him  to  the 
sofa  and  told  him  all  that  had  happened  at 
the  Old  Homestead  while  he  was  away. 
Elder  Flemming — no  longer  Elder — had 
become  a  regular  out  and  out  Papist,  and 
had  been  turned  out  of  meeting ;  and  Eva  and 
Hope — yes,  Hope  too — professed  openly 
the  same  idolatrous  creed  !  All  of  them, 
except  Mrs.  Flemming;  who  was  much 


pitied  by  every  one,  but  who  kept  very 
stiff  and  silent  about  her  troubles ;  and 
Reuben — he  stuck  by  his  mother.  But  Nich- 
olas, he  had  told  Father  Ray  right  out  that 
"  the  fact  of  such  a  good  man  as  his  father 
becoming  a  Catholic  convinced  him  that 
the  Catholic  faith  had  something  in  it 
that  was  at  least  worth  inquiry;  and  he  in- 
tended reading  and  examining  into  it  from 
beginning  to  end ;  and  if  it  come  up  to  his 
ideas  of  what  religion  should  be,  he  would 
go  with  them  at  the  risk  of  everything. 
It  was  the  first  religion  he  had  heard  of," 
he  said,  "  that  cost  a  man  anything,  and 
that  a  man  was  ready  to  lose  all  for;  there- 
fore' he  thought  it  must  be  something 
more  than  singing  and  praying  and  preach- 
ing once  a  week."  "He  said  all  that,  John, 
to  Father  Ray,  and  Father  Ray  is  so  cut 
up  by  it  all  that  he  looks  ten  years  older. 
You  know  he  thought  the  sun  rose  and 
set  in  the  Flemmings.  Then  Deacon 
Sneathen  wouldn't  renew  the  partnership 
with  Elder  Flemming,  and  they  say  has 
broken  off  the  match  between  Nicholas 
and  Huldy !" 

Here  was  a  batch  of  trouble ;  for  John 
Wilde  was  a  conscientious  Puritan,  serv- 
ing God  according  to  his  lights  and  be 
lieving  himself  to  be  walking  in  the  laws 
of  the  gospel,  and  it  was  apparent  to  him 
at  once  that  unless  Hope  could  be  re- 
claimed from  these  Popish  errors  there  was 
much  unhappiness  in  store  for  them.  How 
could  he  marry  a  Papist !  It  seemed  better 
to  him  to  marry  a  pagan,  who  might  in  the 
end  become  converted  !  But  a  Papist ! 
a  brood  of  papistical  children ! — a  house 
divided  again  st  itself !  It  was  a  great  blow 
to  the  young  man.  His  mother  said  all 
this  to  him  too,  repeating  his  own  un- 
uttered  thoughts,  and  told  him  that  Father 
Ray  and  his  friends  had  expressed  the 
same  opinions.  He  was  in  great  distress, 
but  he  had  not  seen  Hope  herself.  It  was 
too  late  to  go  down  to  the  lake  now,  but 
he  would  go  early  after  breakfast  the  next 
morning.  It  had  all  come  upon  him  like 
an  earthquake,  tumbling  down  the  fair 
fabric  of  his  life  about  his  ears  with  a  crash. 
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It  was  almost  more  than  the  man  could 
bear.  His  mother  heard  him  walking  his 
floorall  night;  and  when,  towards  daylight, 
not  being  able  to  bear  these  signs  of  his 
distress  any  longer,  she  went  in  to  him  to 
try  and  comfort  him,  he  laid  his  tired 
aching  head  upon  her  shoulder,  and,  com- 
pletely unmanned,  sobbed  like  a  whipped 
child. 

"Don't  cry,  John,"  said  Mrs.  Wilde, 
almost  blinded  by  her  own  tears;  "may 
be  Hope  won't,  after  all.  You  go  and  have 
a  good  long  talk  over  it  with  her,  and  I 
guess  she'll  give  it  up  when  she  finds 
there's  danger  of  losing  you." 

"  Not  if  she  thinks  it  right,  mother. 
Yon  don't  know  Hope  Flemming.  She's 
like  her  father.  She'd  burn  at  the  stake 
sooner  than  give  up  a  principle  sh?  thought 
right,"  he  answered. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Blossoms  of  Faith  and  Lore,  or  Bouquets 
for  every  Season. 


NO.    VIII. 

THE  MONTH  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 


VI.  CROWN  OF  OUR  LORD. 
(This  crown,  composed  of  thirty-three 
devout  aspirations,  is  divided  into  three 
parts,  in  praise  of  the  adorable  Humanity, 
the  blessed  Sacrament  and  the  divine  Heart; 
so  that  it  may  be  recited  at  one  time,  or 
morning,  noon  and  night,  according  to 
leisure  and  devotion.  A  Pater  or  Gloria 
might  be  added  to  each  prayer ;  or  (which 
is  better)  a  few  moments  given  to  the  af- 
fections of  the  heart  which  will  naturally 
be  excited.) 

i. 

Lord,  Thou  hast  the  words  of  eternal  life. 
We  believe  and  are  sure  that  Thou  art 
Christ,  the  Son  of  the  living  God.  Lord, 
Thou  knowest  all  things,  Thou  knowest 
that  I  love  Thee.— St.  Peter. 

At  the  name  of  Jesus  let  every  knee  bow; 
and  let  every  tongue  confess  that  the  Lord 


Jesus  Christ  is  in  the  glory  of  God  the  Fa- 
ther.—^. Paul. 

Be  Thou,  on  earth,  our  only  joy,  O  Je- 
sus !  who  art  to  be  our  reward  in  heaven ; 
let  our  glory  be  in  Thee  now  and  forever. 
— St.  Bernard. 

0  Jesus,  beauteous   Orb   and  brilliant 
Sun,  on  whom  depends  my  happiness,  my 
life,  my  death,  my  eternity  !     Whatever  I 
do  in   future    shall  be   done   under   your 
auspices. — Father  Nouet. 

My  divine  Captain,  how  sweet  and  lov- 
ing Thou  art!  I  will  follow  Thee  whither- 
soever Thou  goest,  because  "  Thou  only  art 
holy  ;  Thou  only  art  Lord  ;  Thou  only  art 
most  high,  Jesus  Christ !" — St.  Ignatius. 

1  salute  Thee,  my  most  loving  Lord,  al- 
though I  am  but  a  vile  and  abject  creature. 
I  salute  Thee  respectfully  in  the  joys  of 
Thy  divinity,  with  the  whole  universe,  and 
with  all  the  affection  of  which  I  am  capa- 
ble: and  I  embrace  Thee  in  the  precious 
wounds  of  Thy  love. — St.  Gertrude. 

0  loving  Redeemer,  Son  of  God  and  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin   Mary !    preserve   me 
from   every   guilty   thought,    inflame    me 
with  Thy  sweetest  love,  and  every  pain  will 
become  easy  to  me. — St.    Catherine  of  Si- 
enna. 

1  adore  Thee,  I  praise  and  magnify  Thee, 
O  Jesus  Christ,  my  Lord.     With  what  in- 
comprehensible love  hast  Thou  loved  me, 
that  Thou,  the  Lord  of  Highest  Majesty, 
shouldst  take  the  form  of  a   servant.     Be- 
hold I  offer  Thee  now  my  body  and  my 
soul  for  Thine  everlasting  praise  and  glory. 
—  Ven.  JBlosius. 

My  sweetest  Jesus,  be  not  to  me  a  Judge 
but  a  Saviour. — St.  Jerome  Emilian. 

O  Lord  of  my  soul !  my  Good !  Jesus 
Christ  crucified  !  blessed  be  Thy  name  and 
Thy  mercy.  O  King  of  glory,  and  Lord 
of  all  kings  !  may  the  angels  and  all  crea- 
tures praise  Thee. — St.  Teresa. 

O  most  sweet  Lord  Jesus  !  the  joy,  de- 
sire and  firm  hope  of  the  hopeless ;  solace 
of  the  sorrowful,  and  most  merciful  lover 
of  all  penitent  souls  ;  heavenly  Physician 
of  human  nature,  have  pity  on  me,  I  beseech 
Thee,  my  dearest  Lord. — St.  Bridget. 
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0  hidden  God,  unknown  to  the  greater 
part  of  men,  I  believe,  I  confess,-  I  adore 
Thee  in  the  most  holy  Sacrament,  as  my 
Lord  and  Saviour.     In  acknowledgment  of 
this  truth  I  would  willingly  lay  down  my 
life. — St.  Alphonsus  Lignori. 

1  offer   Thee,  O    my   God,  the   homage 
which  Jesus  offers  to  Thee  upon  the  altar. 
I  adore  Thy  Majesty,  in  union  with  the 
humiliations  of  Jesus:  I  rejoice  at  the  in- 
finite honor  which  the  Holy  Sacrifice  gives 
to  Thee.      Ye  holy  angels  and  saints  of 
heaven,  help  me  to  thank  my  God ;    offer 
to  Him,  in  thanksgiving  for  all  His  bless- 
ings, all  the  Masses  which  are  at  this  mo- 
ment celebrated. — Blessed  Leonard. 

Most  dear  Lord  Jesus,  give  my  soul  to 
hunger  for  Thee — bread  of  angels,  refresh- 
ment of  holy  souls;  fountain  of  life,  torr 
rent  of  pleasure,  plenty  of  the  house  of 
God,  let  my  heart  ever  hunger  and  thirst 
for  Thee. — St.  Bonaventure. 

O  Joy  of  the  angels  !  how  desirous  Thou 
art  to  be  amongst  us  !  Oh  !  how  I  desire 
to  be  dissolved  in  loving  Thee,  Thou  dear- 
est of  all  that  is  dear  !  Blessed  be  Thy  name 
and  Thy  mercy  forever. — St.  Teresa. 

O  Love  who  art  not  loved  !  O  love  who 
art  not  known ! — St.  Mary  Magdalen  of 
Pazzi. 

How  amiable  are  thy  tabernacles,  0  Lord 
of  Hosts!  why  cannot  I  dwell  forever  in 
Thy  presence,  O  divine  Spouse  ! — Father 
Sorgo. 

God  of  love,  give  me  Thy  love.  Infinite 
Power,  help  my  weakness.  Eternal  Wis- 
dom, enlighten  my  darkness.  Immense 
Goodness,  pardon  my  malice.  Ah,  my 
God  take  me  and  make  me  all  Thine. — St. 
Francis  of  Sales. 

What  can  a  God  give  us  more  than  Him- 
self, and  with  Himself  all  good !  O  conde- 
scension !  O  infinite  benignity  !  O  inex- 
pi'essible  goodness  of  Jesus  in  this  holy 
Sacrament ! — St.  Ignatius. 

O  hidden  Deity !  To  Thee  my  whole 
heart  subjects  itself. — St.  Thomas  Aquinas. 

May  my  heart  and  my  soul,  all  my  senses 
and  all  the  powers  of  my  body  and  mind, 


with  all  creatures,  praise  Thee  and  give 
Thee  thanks,  sweetest  Lord,  faithful  Lover 
of  mankind. — St.  Gertrude. 

Verily  Thou  art  my  Beloved,  the  choicest 
among  thousands,  in  whom  my  soul  is 
well  pleased  to  dwell  all  the  days  of  her 
life.  Let  heaven  and  earth,  with  all  their 
attire,  be  silent  in  thy  presence,  my  dear- 
est Beloved  !  for  whatever  praise  or  beauty 
they  have  is  all  the  gift  of  Thy  bounty. — 
Ven.  Thomas  d  Kempis. 

in. 

O  my  God,  I  offer  Thee  the  Heart  of 
Jesus,  Thy  beloved  Son,  that  it  may  give 
Thee  thanks  for  all  Thou  hast  done  for  me. 
— B.  Margaret  Mary. 

0  sweetest  Jesus,  what  riches  dost  Thou 
not  inclose  in  Thy  Heart !  Having  found 
this  Heart,  which  is  also  mine,  I  shall 
adore  Thee,  my  God.  Receive  my  prayers 
in  this  sanctuary  of  propitiation. — St. 
Bernard. 

Heart  of  Jesus,  fountain  of  love,  source  of 
all  graces,  ocean  of  goodness,  grant  me  to 
enter  Thine  ever-open  wound,  that  I  may 
receive  the  pardon  Thou  didst  merit  for  me 
on  the  cross. —  Ven.  Frances  of  the  Seraphs. 

O  my  Lord,  I  desire  nothing  but  Thee 
alone,  and  never  shall  I  find  rest  until  I 
come  to  hide  myself  entirely  and  forever 
in  Thy  divine  Heart. — St.  Catherine  of 
Genoa. 

Jesus,  my  Saviour,  receive  me  under  the 
loving  protection  of  Thy  Sacred  Heart.  I 
dare  to  offer  Thee  this  inconstant  heart  of 
mine.  Be  Thou  my  refuge  in  trial,  my  hope 
at  the  hour  of  my  death,  my  beatitude  in 
eternity. — St.  Gertrude. 

O  sovereign  love  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus, 
what  heart  shall  ever  praise  Thee  as  it 
ought. — St.  Francis  of  Sales. 

O  priceless  wound  of  the  side  of  Jesus, 
source  of  all  our  blessedness,  I  fix  in  Thee 
my  abode  forever,  and  I/  store  up  in  Thee 
all  I  have  and  all  I  hope. — St.  Jfyancis 
Borgia. 

Lord,  take  my  heart,  purify  it  in  the  fire 
of  Thy  love. — St.  Lutgarde. 

O   sweetest   Jesus,   may   Thy   sorrows 
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unite  Thy  Heart  to  mine,  and  render  it 
ever  loving,  ever  merciful  to  me. — B. 
Henry  Suso. 

I  adore  Thee,  O  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus; 
kindle  my  heart  with  the  fire  wherewith 
Thou  dost  burn. — Father  Gattifet. 

What  is  wanting  in  Thee,  O  divine 
Heart,  of  all  that  forms  my  greatest  neces- 
sities !  O  living  Temple  of  the  Divinity  ! 
my  heart  is  obscured  with  shadows,  whilst 
in  Thee  resides  the  fulness  of  Wisdom : 
my  heart  is  weak,  but  in  Thee  dwells  the 
All-Powerful :  my  heart  is  timid,  afflicted, 
oppressed,  craving  to  be  relieved  and  sat- 
isfied, and  in  Thee  alone  should  I  seek  my 
real  happiness. — Father  Borgo. 

Heart  of  Jesus,  ray  only  hope  !  with  all 
the  fervor  of  my  heart  I  offer  Tjjee  these 
praises  of  Thy  holy  servants,  uniting  my 
unworthy  affections  to  theirs,  so  full  of 
purest  love.  Blessed  citizens  of  heaven, 
love  and  praise  this  adorable  Heart  for  me, 
and  obtain  that  I  may  love  it  in  time  and 
in  eternity.  Amen. 


MARY   OUR  MODEL. 


EDUCATION  OF  CHILDREN. 


No  sooner  had  the  Virgin  Mary  become 
a  mother  than  she  devoted  herself  entirely 
to  the  care  of  her  Divine  Infant.  I  will 
not  attempt  to  express  in  words  how  much 
she  loved  Him.  Who  could  declare  this? 
She  contemplated  in  Him  her  son  and  her 
God;  she  was  a  virgin,  and  a  mother,  and 
she  had  a  heart  without  a  parallel  in  the 
world.  In  her,  grace  was  joined  with 
nature  to  elevate  her  love  above  anything 
we  can  know  by  experience. 

In  a  temporal  point  of  view,  Jesus  cost 
her  much  care  and  anxiety:  but  she  was 
not  called  upon  to  occupy  herself  with 
His  moral  education,  and  in  that  respect 
she  cannot  serve  as  your  model.  But 
divine  wisdom  will  supply  this  deficiency 
by  its  counsels.  Jesus  was  perfect,  as  far 
as  His  soul  was  concerned,  from  the  very 


moment  when  the  hypostatic  union  be- 
tween the  divine  and  human  natures  was 
effected.  In  proportion  as  He  advanced 
in  age  and  His  organs  were  developed,  He 
displayed  more  and  more  the  spiritual 
treasures  which  were  in  Him.  It  is  in 
this  sense  that  an  Evangelist  has  said: 
"Jesus  advanced  in  age  and  grace  before 
God  and  man." 

This  is  not  the  case  with  your  children, 
Their  education  is  generally  troublesome1 
and  demands  the  utmost  care  and  atten- 
tion. If  some  are  born  with  noble  natures 
and  have  few  qualities  which  are  not  good, 
most  of  the  others  bring  with  them  into 
the  world  faults  more  or  less  numerous, 
more  or  less  serious,  and  more  or  less  diffi- 
cult of  correction.  In  consequence  of  its 
difficulty  and  its  importance,  St.  Gregory 
calls  the  art  of  forming  minds  "the  art  of 
arts." 

The  commencement  of  educationbelongs 
naturally  to  the  mother,  and  it  may  extend 
to  a  long  period  should  the  mother  prove 
able  and  the  child  show  no  spirit  of  op- 
position to  her  teaching.  But  when  the 
contrary  happens,  a  man's  hand  is  required 
to  manage  boys,  and  often  girls  must  be 
placed  under  the  control  of  strangers. 
Now,  there  are  many  mothers  who  are 
deficient  in  talent  or  firmness.  They  will 
suffer  us  to  quote  to  them  the  advice  of  the 
Holy  Spirit:  "If  you  have  children,  in- 
struct them  and  accustom  them  to  submit 
to  the  yoke  from  their  earliest  years."  .  .  . 
"  Instruct  thy  son :  and  he  shall  refresh  thee 
and  shall  give  delight  to  thy  soul."  .  .  . 
"  Correction  produces  wisdom ;  but  a  child 
left  to  his  own  devices  becomes  the  confu- 
sion of  his  mother."  .  .  .  "A  wise  child  re- 
joices the  heart  of  his  father,  butafoolcaus- 
eth  sorrow  to  his  mother."  Admirable  max- 
ims, which  have  been  confirmed  by  the  ex- 
perience of  every  age  and  of  which  the 
truth  is  admitted  by  all !  How  comes  it 
then  that  so  many  parents  expose  them- 
selves to  the  threatenings  contained  in 
them?  Often  young  children  are  not  cor- 
rected sufficiently  early,  on  the  plea  that 
reason  will  come  in  time  enough  to  im- 
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prove  their  dispositions  and  destroy  any 
bad  habits  they  may  have  contracted. 
This  is  a  deplorable  mistake.  Habits 
take,  deep  root  and  faults  exercise  such  an 
influence  over  reason  as  often  to  render 
itseifortsto  correct  them  unavailing.  Very 
often  fathers  do  not  pay  sufficient  atten- 
tion to  this  point,  and  mothers  suffer  them- 
selves to  be  blinded  by  their  tenderness  ; 
they  act  either  with  too  much  indulgence 
or  without  discretion.  Some  give  way  to 
all  the  whims  of  their  spoiled  children,  and 
do  not  perceive  even  such  serious  faults  as 
disgust  everybody  else. 

Begin  by  inspiring  your  children  with 
the  fear  of  God  ;  it  is  the  beginning  of 
all  wisdom,  and  without  it  all  education  is 
impossible.  But  when  and  how  should  you 
inspire  them  with  these  religious  senti- 
ments, which  are  of  the  first  necessity? 
At  every  age,  everywhere,  and  always  by 
your  discourses  and  your  example.  When 
God  commanded  His  people  to  remem- 
ber unceasingly  His  law,  His  benefits  and 
His  miracles,  He  added,  "  not  only  shall 
you  engrave  them  on  your  own  hearts,  but 
you  shall  teach  them  to  .your  children  and 
your  grandchildren.  In  order  that  they 
may  meditate  upon  them,  bring  these  things 
to  their  memory  in  all  situations,  whether 
you  are  sitting  in  the  midst  of  them  in  your 
house,  whether  you  are  walking  along  the 
road,  whether  you  are  lying  down  or  ris- 
ing up.  Write  them  even  on  your  doors, 
and  at  the  entrance  of  your  dwellings,  that 
your  days  may  be  multiplied  as  well  as 
those  of  your  children." 

If  the  fear  and  love  of  God  really  exist 
in  your  own  hearts,  they  will  reveal  them- 
selves with  a  striking  effect  in  all  your 
words  and  actions  and  even  in  the  expres- 
sion of  your  countenance.  Your  children 
will  be  instinctively  penetrated  with  re- 
spect for  that  God  whom  you  worship  so 
sincerely,  and  this  respect  will  naturally 
be  extended  to  you,  who  represent  so  well 
in  their  eyes  His  authority  and  His  good- 
ness ;  as  also  to  your  precepts,  which,flowing 
from  a  source  so  justly  entitled  to  their  ven- 
eration, can  only  tend  to  their  happiness. 


In  this  manner  did  the  pious  and  vener- 
able Tobias  speak  and  act.  He  had  pre- 
pared his  son  by  the  noblest  examples  of 
virtue  to  listen  to  his  grave  and  admirable 
counsels.  So,  this  son,  model  of  wisdom 
and  docility,  replied  to  the  holy  old  man 
in  these  accents  of  tenderness:  "Whatso- 
ever thou  hast  commanded,  O  my  father,  I 
will  do  faithfully." 


BAD  EDUCATION. 

Madame  C — —  is  engaged  in  business. 
Her  affairs  leave  her  but  little  leisure 
time,  and  what  little  she  has  she  devotes  to 
pleasure.  Lively  and  frivolous,  she  is  un- 
able to  resign  herself,  after  ten  years  of 
married  life,  to  the  idea  of  ceasing  to  shine 
in  the  world,  and  of  confining  her  affec- 
tions to  her  own  family.  Heaven  has, 
however,  given  her  an  excellent  husband, 
and  three  fine  children  who  ought  to  suf- 
fice to  render  her  very  happy.  She  takes 
no  part  in  their  education.  As  soon  as 
they  returned  from  their  nurses  in  the  coun- 
try, she  confided  them  to  the  care  of  serv- 
ants, who  are  not  always  trustworthy,  and 
she  has  them  taught  by  a  governess  who 
resides  in  the  neighborhood.  Her  part  as 
mother  *is  confined  to  a  general  superin- 
tendence :  scolding  one,  praising  the  other, 
kissing  or  embracing  the  best-behaved  of 
them  and  then  rushingbacktoherbusiness. 

She  loves  her  children,  but  she  does  not 
do  so  judiciously.  In  the  first  place  she 
has  her  preferences  and  her  antipathies. 
She  worships  her  daughter,  because  she  is 
pretty  and  caressing  in  her  manner;  and 
she  puts  up  with  everything  from  her 
youngest  boy,  who  is  a  little  scapegrace, 
because  he  resembles  herself  in  face,  dispo- 
sition and  in  the  defects  of  her  character. 
She  cannot  bear  her  eldest  son,  who  is  well- 
behaved  and  diligent,  but  grave  and  some- 
what reserved.  This  is  flagrantly  unjust, 
for  he  is  worth  the  other  two  put  together 
and  will  certainly  do  honor  to  his  family 
if  he  is  not  disheartened,  whereas  the  oth- 
ers will  be  ignorant  and  incapable  of  seri- 
ous reflection. 
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The  eldest  would  require  encourage- 
ment, and  to  be  gently  urged ;  but  they  will 
render  him  timid,  morose,  deceitful,  awk- 
ward and  disagreeable,  by  despising  him 
and  thwarting  him  in  his  wishes.  He 
perceives  already  the  dislike  his  mother 
has  for  him,  and  he  feels  it  deeply.  He 
avoids  her  and  cares  but  little  for  her,  and 
as  he  finds  no  pleasure  at  home  he  will 
become  more  and  more  morose. 

His  brother  and  sister,  on  the  contrary, 
being  fully  persuaded  that  they  may  do 
exactly  as  they  please  without  incurring 
the  risk  of  blame,  commit  every  species  of 
folly  and  drive  their  attendants  to  despair. 
Their  mother  approves  of  everything  they 
do,  and  will  not  suffer  them  to  be  checked. 
When  they  are  so  naughty  that*rshe  must 
listen  to  the  complaints  of  their  govern- 
ess, she  reproves  them  so  mildly  and  is  so 
easily  satisfied  with  their  vain  promises 
of  amendment,  that  they  laugh  at  her  and 
recommence  their  tricks  as  soon  as  ever 
she  leaves  the  room. 

Sometimes  however  she  becomes  serious- 
ly angry  and  threatens  them  with  condign 
punishment;  but  they,  knowing  by  expe- 
rience her  fickle  and  changeable  disposi- 
tion, exclaim  laughingly :  "  Mamma  is  out 
of  humor  to-day :  it  is  of  no  use  speaking 
to  her.  We  will  wait  till  to-morrow." 
The  next  day,  in  fact,  she  cannot  refuse 
them  anything;  she  listens  to  all  they 
have  to  say,  and  gives  way  to  all  their 
whims  and  fancies. 

The  little  boy  is  already  frivolous  and 
unable  to  settle  to  anything  serious,  and 
will  turn  out  empty  and  idle.  He  will  do 
nothing  at  college,  and  will  live  a  life  of 
dissipation  afterwards. 

The  little  girl,  who  is  the  special  object 
of  the  mother's  pride  and  who  is  already 
eaten  up  with  vanity,  will  soon  care  for 
nothing  but  show  and  dress.  She  is 
malicious,  passionate,  false,  hypocritical 
and  inclined  to  the  worst  faults  of  the  fe- 
male sex.  She  is  the  torment  of  her 
mother's  servants  and  is  very  justly  detest- 
ed by  every  one  in  the  house. 

Shortsighted  mother,  what  regrets  are 


you  not  preparing  for  yourself  hereafter  ! 
But  how  can  you  impress  a  woman  who  is 
devoid  of  religion  and  very  deficient  in  a 
sense  of  morality  ?  She  fancies  that  her 
daughter  will  not  turn  out  worse  than  she 
is  herself.  This  is  perhaps  true,  but  it  is 
not  on  that  account  the  less  to  be  regretted. 


PA.STOIT.AL3L,  I/ETTETfc 

OF  MOST  REV.  F.  IV,  BLiNCHET,  D.D,, 

ARCHBISHOP  OF  OREGON  CITY. 


In  No.  15  of  the  AVE  MARIA,  dated  April 
10,  we  published  from  MS.  copy  the  excel- 
lent Pastoral  of  the  Most  Rev.  Archbish- 
op of  Oregon  City.  From  a  letter  just 
received  from  Portland  we  learn  that  sev- 
eral errors  occasioned  by  the  difficult  MS. 
were  allowed  to  run  through  the  press. 
We  would  gladly  reprint  the  Pastoral  in 
full,  but  want  of  space  compels  us  to  refer 
our  readers  to  the  letter  itself,  in  the  No. 
above  mentioned,  with  the  following 

CORRECTIONS. 

1st. — Page  228,  2d  column,  14th  line. — 
The  word  only  may  be  left  out :  the  sen- 
tence would  read : 

"  This  can  be  done  without  difficulty  where  the 
whole  community  being  Catholic  has  in  its  hands 
the  power  of  electing,  for  their  district,  Catholic 
trustees,  whose  imperious  duty  is  to  choose  Cath- 
olic teachers." 

2d. — Same  column,  31st  line. — After 
Catholic  Church  there  should  be  a  comma, 
instead  of  &  period;  the  sentence  should 
read  thus  : 

"Hence  the  constant  practice  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  in  all  times  and  in  all  places,  to  offer 
prayers,  and  especially  the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the 
Mass,  for  the  dead,  either  to  abridge  or  lessen  their 
pains." 

3d. — Page  229,  1st  column,  the  last  sen- 
tence of  the  second  paragraph,  beginning 
with  the  words :  "Letprayers  be  said,"  etc., 
should  read : 

"  Let  prayers  be  said  and  Masses  celebrated  at 
least  on  the  day  of  their  burials,  to  assist  and  relieve 
the  soul  of  a  most  dear  and  most  regretted  father, 


AVJE       MARIA 


429 


of  a  most  dear  and  most  regretted  mother,  or  bus 
band,  or  wife,  or  son,  or  daughter,  or  friends ;  and 
to  obtain  for  them  a  place  of  refreshment, -light  and 
everlasting  peace." 

4th. — Same  page,  2d  column,  7th  line. — 
For  relations  read  relatives. 

5th. — Line  26. — Leave  out  the  word  pro- 
vided, and  read  the  sentence. : 

"  In  Catholic  countries  the  civil  law  provides  for 
such  cases,  and  the  Church  permits  in,  the  bond  of 
marriage  remaining  still  in  full  force." 

6th. — Page  230. — 1st  column,  beginning 
at  line  7th,  read  as  follows : 

"  We  declare  them  excommunicated  ipso  facto, 
forbidding  at  the  same  time  and  under  the  same 
pain  any  person  to  assist  as  witness,  or  any  other 
way,  at  such  marriages,  because  their  assistance 
would  encourage  a  great  iniquity,  and  render  them 
accomplices." 

7th. — Same  page,  same  column,  four 
lines  from  bottom,  read  now  for  new. 

Having  cheerfully  made  the  above  cor- 
rections, we  take  occasion  to  recommend 
the  perusal  of  the  entire  Pastoral,  and  at 
the  same  time  to  request  our  correspond- 
ents to  write  legibly,  and  to  punctuate 
correctly,  at  least  as  far  us  periods  are  con- 
cerned. 


Ordinations    . 

AT  THE  SEMINARY  OF  ST.  SULPICE,  MONTREAL. 


On  the  22d  of  May,  in  the  chapel  of  the 
Grand  Seminary,  the  following  gentlemen 
received  orders  at  the  hands  of  the  Rio-ht 

O 

Rev.  Charles  Larocque,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of 
St.  Hyacinthe : 

Priesflwod. — Rev.  Messrs.  P.  C.  Dufresne  and  P. 
E.  Demers,  Diocese  of  Montreal. 

Deaconship. — Rev.  Messrs.  M.  Auclair  and  J. 
Giroux,  Diocese  of  Montreal;  E.  McKenna,  Diocese 
of  New  York ;  J.  Smith,  Diocese  of  Hartford. 

Subdeaconship. — Rev.  Messrs.  F.  T.  Rascicot,  J. 
B.  Proulx,  and  F.  Kavanagh,  Diocese  of  Montreal ; 
W.  Kelly,  Diocese  of  Boston ;  L.  B.  Demers,  Dio- 
cese of  Chicago ;  P.  Reynolds,  Diocese  of  Hartford ; 
J.  Finnegan  and  J.  Busuni,  Society.of  Jesus. 

Minw  Orders. — Messrs.  T.  Caisse,  and  A.  M. 
Dechamps,  Diocese  of  Montreal;  S.  Doucet,  F.  J. 
McManus,  P.  Dixon,  and  T.  Bannon,  Diocese  of 
Chatham,  N.  B. ;  J.  Cullen,  Diocese  of  Boston; 


J.  A.  McDonald,  Diocese  of  Charlottetown,  P.  E.  I. ; 
E.  F.  McBarron,  Diocese  of  Vincennes ;  J.  McLeod, 
Diocese  of  Arichat;  P.  P.  Shahan,  Diocese  of 
Hartford. 

Tonsure.— Messrs.  T.  A.  Thibaut  and  M.  Carroll, 
Diocese  of  Montreal;  J.  McMahon,  Diocese  of 
Alton ;  H.  McGuire,  Diocese  of  Chicago ;  A.  Brady, 
D.  Desmond  and  H.  Lynch,  Diocese  of  Hartford ; 
A.  J.  Bernard,  Diocese  of  St.  Hyacinthe ;  J.  Ans- 
brow  and  P.  Gilmore,  Diocese  of  Sandwich;  W. 
Berigan,  Diocese  of  Toronto ;  F.  X.  Cormier,  R.  L. 
Knox  and  M.  Dolan,  Diocese  of  St.  John,  N.  B. ; 
M.  J.  Letellier  and  C.  O'Neil,  Diocese  of  Boston ; 
T.  H.  Wallace,  Diocese  of  Portland;  S.  Linendol, 
Diocese  of  Albany;  M.Heiss,  Diocese  of  Milwaukee. 


Before  the  Altar,  at  the  "  Forty  Hours," 


Thou  sittest  high,  my  Lord,  above  the  heavens, 
Thy  throne  of  glory  brighter  than  the  sun, 

Yet  Thou  delightest,  shorn  of  all  Thy  splendor, 
To  dwell  among  us,  meek  and  lowly  One. 

Thy  angels  stand  in  awe  before  Thee  ever, 
Their  harps  and  voices  lifting  up  Thy  praise, 

Yet  here,  in  silence,  standest  Thou  forever, 
Unseen,  unchanging,  all  the  changing  days. 

Unseen,  O  Lover!  except  by  unseen  spirits 
And  wondrous  vision  of  the  eyes  of  faith ; 

Thy  hidden  life  but  death  in  outward  seeming, 
Thou  who  didst  'rise  triumphant  over  death. 

This  day,  whereon  Thy  gracious  love  hath  raised 
Thee 

Above  the  altar  made  Thy  place  of  rest, 
Thou  dost  behold  and  call  me,  through  the  lattice, 

The  Friend,  the  Master,  soon  to  be  my  guest. 

I  have  been  straying,  but  Thy  wondrous  mercy 
Has  brought  me,  humbled  in  the  dust,  to  Thee; 

And  raised  me  thence,  that  I  may  dare  invite  Thee 
To  come  Thyself  with  all  Thy  gifts  to  me. 

I  am  not  worthy,  Lord,  that  Thou  shouldst  enter 
Beneath  the  low  roo*'of  this  house  of  clay; 

Speak  but  the  word,  and  what  therein  offends  Thee, 
Before  Thou  comest  shall  be  swept  away. 

LINNET. 


Pilgrimage  to  Boulogne, 


On  Thursday,  the  20th  ult,,  the  Pilgrimage  of  the 
five  hundred  students  of  the  Jesuits'  College  at 
Amiens  came  to  the  shrine  of  Our  Lady  of  Boulogne ; 
they  proceeded  from  the  station  to  the  cathedral 
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processionally.  Some  of  the  pupils  from  the  estab- 
lishment of  Mgr.  Haffreinque  went  to  meet  them, 
bearing  the  Cross  and  the  splendid  banner  of  our 
Lady  in  her  boat.  Very  many  Jesuit  Fathers  ac- 
companied the  boys,  who  all  seemed  well  cared  for 
and  happy.  They  had  two  bands  with  them.  After 
Mass  a  sermon  was  preached  by  the  Rev.  Father 
Rousselim,  one  of  the  order,  from  Amiens ;  after 
which  the  boys  went  to  a  country  site  in  the  neigh- 
borhood, and  enjoyed  themselves  fully;  at  about 
four  o'clock  they  proceeded  to  the  beautiful  church 
at  Brecquerccque,  where  there  was  solemn  Bene- 
diction. The  few  Jesuit  Fathers,  both  French  and 
Englisji,  resident  in  Boulogne,  are  established  at 
Brecquerecque ;  the  English  Fathers  are  the  Rev 
F.  Grant  and  the  Rev.  F.  Clifford;  by  the  liberality 
of  the  family  of  the  latter,  as  your  readers  may  re- 
member, this  beautiful  church  was  erected  a  few 
years  ago.  To  the  decorations  of  the  Lady  Altar, 
described  last  week,  has  been  added  ajbeautifully 
designed  monogram  in  gas,  which,  wnen  lighted, 
sparkles  amid  the  clusters  of  choice  natural  flowers, 
like  water  diamonds.  Let  those  who  witnessed  the 
pilgrimage  of  last  Thursday  say  if  they  can  have 
any  fear  of  the  atheistical  party  in  France.  Al- 
though they  are  undeniably  working  hard,  surely 
so  long  as  the  education  of  the  youth  of  the  present 
day  is  in  the  hands  of  the  Church,  as  by  far  the 
greater  part  is, — for  you  find  everywhere  the  Jesu- 
its have  their  schools  well  filled,  and  the  poorer 
classes  are  confided  to  the  good  hard-working 
Christian  Brothers, — infidelity  can  have  little  pros- 
pect of  success.  Besides,  there  are  many  private 
establishments  conducted  by  priests,  as  that  of  Mgr. 
Haffreinque  here  in  this  city,  with  a  large  number 
of  pupils.  Efforts  have  been  made  lately  to  induce 
the  Senate  to  forbid  the  Jesuits,  but  without  effect. 
The  expulsion  of  these  good  men  would  produce  no 
good,  and  very  probably  would  be  the  signal  for 
great  disorders.  France  is  eminently  Catholic ;  no 
one  can  be  blind  to  this  fact  when  they  see  how 
the  different  churches  are  always  so  very  crowded 
at  the  various  services,  even  in  Paris  and  the  larger 
cities,  and  when  they  witness  the  anxiety  to  assist 
at  all  the  devotions  of  this  holy  month ;  Corpus 
Christ!  is  the  day  fixed  for  the  first  Communion  in 
the  different  parishes,  and  on  Sunday  the  first 
grand  procession  will  take  place. 

But  while  rejoicing  in  the  liberty  for  all  these 
truly  Catholic  displays  here,  we  look  on  poor  un- 
happy Spain,  in  the  hands  of  the  tiger  band  of  im- 
pious men  who  seek  to  destroy  her,  and  reflect  on 
the  splendor  of  the  processions  there  in  other  days 
— nay,  even  last  year — which  used  to  take  place 
round  the  wide  corridors  of  the  royal  palace,  then 
adorned  with  the  rich  and  splendid  tapestry  un- 


equalled in  the  world,  when  royalty  itself  felt 
highly  honored  at  being  allowed  a  place  with  the 
humblest  in  the  procession  of  the  living  God.  Alas ! 
what  a  change  for  the  desolate  city  this  year ;  but 
the  hand  of  God  is  not  shortened,  and  let  us  hope 
and  pray  that  ere  another  year  rolls  by  Catholic 
Spain  may  once  more  hold  her  place  among  the 
nations,  distinguishing  herself  anew  by  her  devotion 
to  the  Church  of  Christ,  and  proclaiming  to  the 
world  her  undying  Catholicity. — Car.  Westminster 
Gazette. 


CONFIRMATION. — Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  Luers,  Bishop  of 
Fort  Wayne,  administered  the  Sacrament  of  Confir- 
mation to  64  students  of  the  College  of  Notre  Dame, 
and  of  St.  Mary's  Academy,  in  the  church  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  on  the  morning  of  the  llth  of  June. 

On  the  following  Sunday,  Bishop  Luers  confirmed 
65  persons  in  Laporte,  in  St.  Mary's  church,  of  which 
Rev.  Father  F.  Lawler  is  pastor. 


RELIGIOUS  PROFESSION. — Bro.  John  Chrysostom, 
Bro.  Eusebius  and  Bro.  Fabian  made  their  perpet- 
ual vows,  as  members  of  the  Congregation  of  Holy 
Cross,  in  the  church  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  Notre 
Dame,  Ind. 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One; 

—  OK  — 

THE  STOKY  OF  THE  THEEE  BAPTISMS. 


BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "BLIND  AGNESE,"  "GENE- 
VIEVE,"  ETC. 


CHAPTER  II.— (Concluded.) 
.  The  unbaptized  one,  as  was  ever  her  cus- 
tom, then  closed  her  eyes,  and,  with  bent 
head  and  folded  hands,  uttered  a  fervent 
prayer  to  the  little  infant  Jesus,  that  He 
would  assist  her  in  this  her  hour  of  utmost 
need.  Scarcely  had  the  words  passed  her 
lips,  when  the  sounds  of  heavenly  music 
came  floating  over  the  waste  of  waters. 
Now  it  seemed  far,  now  near ;  now  it 
swelled  loud  and  clear,  now  it  seemed  sink- 
ing away  in  the  distance;  now  it  thrilled 
close  to  her  ear,  then  it  sank  into  a  whis- 
per, and  seemed  to  die  away  into  its  own 
sweetness.  Never  had  Angelina  heard  the 
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voice  of  music  before,  and  now  it  appeared 
to  bear  away  her  very  soul  upon  its  wings; 
and  when  at  last  it  ceased,  she  remained 
a  long  time  forgetful  of  everything  else 
and  shedding  such  tears  of  sweetness  as 
she  never  shed  before.  She  no  longer  felt 
any  of  her  former  fears  ;  in  the  innocent 
simplicity  of  her  soul,  she  fancied  that  the 
sweet  infant  Jesus  had  spoken  to  her  by 
that  music,  and  she  resolved  instantly  to 
row  up  the  creek,  whence  it  appeared  to 
have  proceeded,  and  there  to  seek  a  shelter 
for  the  night.  A  very  few  moments  wei'e 
sufficient  for  the  accomplishment  of  this 
purpose;  and  having  fastened  her  boat 
safely  so  the  stump  of  an  old  tree,  which 
had  evidently  been  used  for  that  purpose 
before,  Angelina  stept  lightly  and  fear- 
lessly on  shore.  A  path  had  been  made 
through  some  low  bushes  and  underwood  ; 
and  having  followed  this  for  a  few  minutes, 
she  arrived  at  an  opening,  where  she  stood 
rapt  in  astonishment  at  the  scene  before 
her.  She  found  herself  at  the  entrance  of  a 
long  avenue  of  orange-trees,  planted  at 
intervals  from  each  other ;  between  each 
pair  of  trees  was  a  neat  little  dwelling- 
house,  which  to  poor  Angelina,  accustomed 
only  to  the  miserable  cabin  of  her  Indian 
father,  appeared  like  so  many  of  the  pal- 
aces that  he  had  told  her  the  Spaniards 
were  in  the  habit  of  building.  The  avenue 
was  terminated  at  the  farther  end  by  an- 
other building,  much  larger  than  any  of  the 
rest,  and  surmounted  by  a  cross,  which 
glittered  in  the  clear  moonlight,  and,  to 
Angelina's  imagination,  seemed  to  touch 
the  bright  blue  skies  above  it.  Once  more 
the  sweet  sounds  of  music  stole  upon 
her  ear  ;  and  looking  towards  the  place 
whence  it  proceeded,  she  saw  a  crowd  of 
people  advancing  up  an  avenue  opposite 
the  one  in  which  she  stood.  Angelina  felt 
again  very  much  frightened;  so  she  hid 
herself  behind  a  large  orange-tree,  and  re- 
solved to  wait  there  until  they  should  have 
passed  before  her.  First  came  a  number 
of  men  and  women,  some  carrying  crosses, 
all  dressed  in  white,  with  hands  folded  on 
their  bosoms,  and  eyes  cast  steadfastly  on 


the  ground ;  then  came  a  crowd  of  little 
children,  likewise  dressed  in  white,  bear- 
ing garlands  of  flowers  and  branches  of 
palm  and  orange-trees  in  their  hands :  and 
theirs  were  the  sweet  voices  Angelina  had 
heard  on  the  river,  for  they  were  singing  a 
hymn  as  they  passed  along.  They  were 
followed  by  an  old  man,  with  a  face  not 
dark  like  her  Indian  father's,  but  as  white 
as  the  robes  that  flowed  around  him  :  he 
bore  aloft,  so  that  all  could  see  it,  a  large 
cross,  and  on  that  cross  the  image  of  a 
crucified  man. 

"  He  carries  the  white  Christ,"  thought 
Angelina;  and  her  heart  bounded  at  the 
idea.  Scarcely  knowing  what  she  did,  she 
stepped  out  from  her  hiding-place  and  fol- 
lowed the  procession,  close  behind  the  old 
man  and  his  attendants.  The  children 
were  still  singing  as  they  went  along;  and 
as  they  sang  very  distinctly,  and  the  words 
of  their  song  were  in  the  Indian  language 
to  which  she  was  accustomed,  Angelina  did 
not  lose  a  single  word,  though  she  did  not 
in  the  least  understand  its  meaning. 

SONG  OF  THE  INDIAN  CHILDREN. 

When  first  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  slept 
Within  His  mother's  arms,  she  kept 
A  careful  watch  through  midnight  lone 
O'er  this  her  loved  and  lovely  One ; 
Unwearied,  brooding  like  the  dove 
O'er  Him,  'mid  thoughts  of  holiest  love. 

Many  a  sweet  and  soothing  hymn 

Did  Mary  sing  that  night  to  Him ; 

So  softly  sing,  in  fear  to  break 

The  slumbers  she  would  deeper  make. 

A  seraph  song  to  Christ  it  seems 

From  that  dear  heaven  of  which  He  dreams. 

"  Hush,  Babe  of  Bethlehem,"  thus  she  sung, 
"  Thy  Mother's  arms  are  'round  Thee  flung. 

Ah,  still  that  name  so  dear  and  sweet 

In  sacred  awe  my  lips  repeat— 

Thy  Mother  !    Can  it  be  I'm  Thine ; 

And  art  Thou,  heavenly  Infant,  mine? 

"  Mine  own — mine  only — on  my  breast 
In  infant's  careless  love  to  rest ; 
And  when  a  babe  Thou  'It  cease  to  be, 
To  lay  Thy  head  upon  my  knee, 
And  look  on  rne — as  looks  alone 
A  happy  child  its  mother  on. 
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"  O  sacred  Babe  !    Too  much  of  bliss 
It  is  for  me  to  think  of  this ; 
To  think  that  when  the  world  draws  near 
Thy  words  of  wondrous  love  to  hear, 
A  secret  tie  will  bind  Thee  still 
To  this  poor  heart  and  humble  sill. 

"  Ah  me,  how  sweet  it  is  to  be 

Thy  Mother,  and  to  sing  to  Thee  ; 

To  sing  to  Thee  sweet  lullaby, 

And  with  each  tender  art  to  try 
t  To  chase  the  woes  that  make  Thee  weep, 

Even  in  this,  Thy  first  sweet  sleep ! 

"  Good  angels  watch  with  folded  wings 
Beside  thee,  while  Thy  Mother  sings ; 
And  can  it  be,  indeed,  that  ear 
Accustom'd  songs  like  theirs  to  hear, 
With  fonder  love  and  gladness  seeks 
The  rough,  rude  sounds  Thy  Mother  speaks ! 

"  Rude  sounds  indeed ;  but  full  of  love*. 
For  Thee,  my  little  one,  my  dove,  "*- 
My  holy  One,  my  undefiled, 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  and  my  child : 
Ah,  still  that  dearest  name  of  all 
Will  from  my  lips  enraptured  fall. 

"  Oh,  wouldst  Thou  make  me  doubly  blest, 
Lay,  lay  Thy  head  upon  my  breast, 
And  gently  close  Thine  eyes  in  sleep, 
That  I  may  sit  by  Thee  and  weep, 
In  love  that  hath  but  tears  to  tell 
What  joy  it  is  to  love  so  well." 

The  children  sung  the  latter  part  of  the 
hymn  while  standing  in  front  of  the  large 
building  at  the  end  of  the  avenue.  As  the 
last  verse  died  away  on  Angelina's  ear, 
the  gates  were  thrown  open,  and  she  fol- 
lowed the  others  into  the  interior  of  the 
temple.  Then  she  no  longer  knew  whether 
she  was  yet  upon  earth  or  in  the  heaven 
of  which  she  had  so  often  dreamed.  A 
thousand  torches  were  blazing  in  every 
direction ;  the  walls  were  tapestried  by 
rich  masses  of  magnificent  flowers;  and 
the  very  ground  was  made  soft  and  beau- 
tiful by  a  carpet  of  green  moss  and  fragrant 
herbs,  relieved  at  short  intervals  by  gar- 
lands of  flowers. 

And  now  the  old  man  and  two  young 
Indians  entered  a  part  of  the  building 
which  seemed  reserved  entirely  for  them. 
There  the  torches  seemed  to  blaze  more 
brightly,  the  flowers  appeared  more  lovely, 
the  scented  herbs  more  full  of  fragrance. 


The  people  prostrated  themselves  on  their 
faces  ;  the  old  man  bowed  himself  rever- 
ently down,  and  Angelina  heard  him 
utter  words  which  seemed  of  strange  and 
solemn  import,  in  a  language  she  had  never 
heard  before. 

By  degrees  the  music  and  voices  grew 
less  distinct ;  the  torches  sometimes  dis- 
appeared for  a  moment,  and  then  flared 
up  again  with  redoubled  brightness;  and, 
wearied  out  by  the  adventures  of  the  day, 
Angelina  at  last  fell  fast  asleep.  When 
she  awoke,  daylight  was  shining  in  on  the 
windows  of  the  building,  the  lights  were 
extinguished,  the  flowers  were  fading,  and 
the  people  had  all  departed.  Scarcely 
knowing  whether  all  she  had  beheld  during 
the  past  night  was  a  dream  or  a  reality, 
she  walked  down  the  avenue  without  meet- 
ing a  single  creature,  and  entered  her  lit- 
tle boat.  Angelina  did  not  know  it,  but 
she  had  passed  the  night  in  a  Christian 
church,  and  had  heard  the  Mass  of  Christ- 
mas-night said  by  one  of  the  fathers  of  the 
Society  of  Jesus,  who  had  here  established 
one  of  those  colonies  of  Christian  Indians 
which  were  destined  to  fill  the  world  with 
wonder  by  their  primitive  purity  of  man- 
ners and  fervent  devotion. 
x  And,  lest  any  of  any  of  my  young  readers 
should  wonder  at  this  church  being  deco- 
rated with  natural  flowers  upon  Christmas- 
night,  I  must  remind  them  that  in  those 
happy  southern  climes  the  trees  are  green 
and  the  flowers  are  blooming  all  the  year 
round,  so  that  the  poor  Indians  have  al- 
ways plenty  of  these  natural  adornments, 
which  they  prefer  to  all  others,  for  their 
altars  and  churches. 

Angelina  reached  her  little  island  in 
safety;  but  the  old  Indian  was  terrified 
when  he  heard  of  her  adventures,  and  he 
was  so  much  afraid  of  her  falling  into  the 
power  of  the  wicked  Spaniards,  that  it  was 
many  months  before  he  allowed  her  to  at- 
tempt to  visit  again  the  village  she  had 
discovered.  At  last,  however,  he  gave  her 
the  desired  permission:  but  I  mustreserve 
an  account  of  her  second  visit  to  the  settle- 
ment, for  another  chapter  of  her  history. 
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THE  ROMAN  CATACOMBS, 

And  their  Connection  with  Catholic  Dogma. 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OP  REV.  M.  WOLTER,  BY  REV. 
J.  A.  BERGRATH. 

"  Sed  tu  qui  legis,  ora  pro  me  et  (h)abeas  Domi- 
num  protectorem." — Catacombs  of  Pontianus. 

THE  CHURCH  MILITANT. 

XIX. 

The  Church  is  a  divine  organism  that 
has  its  head  in  the  primacy  of  Rome.  The 
object  and  aim  of  the  Church  is  to  sanctify 
its  members.  Hence  we  find  on  the  graves 
of  those  who  died  for  the  faith,  over  and 
above  the  customary  inscription,  yet  the 
following  addition,  often  in  bold  relief 
from  the  rest:  "Holy  Martyrs!"  Now 
the  attainment  of  this  sanctity  culminates 
in  the  perfect  imitation  of  Christ,  i.  e.,  in 
the  observance  of  the  evangelical  counsels 
or  religious  vows.  We  are  aware,  of 
course,  that  the  new  gospel  of  the  sixteenth 
century  rejected  these  counsels  or  vows, 
and  pronounced  them  an  "  hallucination" 
and  a  "  league  with  the  devil."  Let  us  see 
now  whether  the  first  disciples  of  the  gos- 
pel of  Christ  entertained  the  same  horror 
of  these  most  odoriferous  flowers  of  sanc- 
tity, and  this  highest  nobility  of  Christian 
virtue.  The  catacombs  prove  the  very 
contrary  in  the  most  decisive  manner. 
The  paintings  there  found  repeatedly  in- 
troduce us  into  the  presence  of  those  early 
Christian  ascetics,  whom  even  St.  Justin 
in  his  day  saw  cause  to  extol,  and  whose 
followers  were  subsequently  the  founders 
of  the  monastic  orders.  It  was  the  custom 
of  these  men,  as  history  assures  us,  to  wear 


the  cloak  usually  'worn  by  philosophers, 
and  to  lead  a  life  of  poverty,  mortification 
and  chastity.  Wherever  it  could  be  done 
conveniently,  the  bishops  and  inferior  cler- 
gy were  always  chosen  from  among  their 
number.  Yet  still  more  definite  and  de- 
cisive are  the  testimonies  in  favor  of  fe- 
male ascetics,  both  virgins  and  widows,  who 
had  dedicated  themselves  exclusively  to 
the  service  of  God.  The  inscriptions  on 
the  tombstones  speak  of  this  class  as 
"  virgins  "  "  virgins  of  God  "  "  holy,  con- 
secrated, blessed  virgins  of  God"  "hand- 
maids of  Christ,"  "  holy,  pious  widows," 
and  "widows  of  God."  Thus:  "Here 
resteth  Victoria,  the  virgin  of  God." 
"  Varrenius  Filumenus  erected  (this  mon- 
ument) unto  his  daughter,  the  handmaid  of 
Jesus  Christ."  ANCILLA.  "  Here  sleepeth 
in  peace  Aufenia,  the  blessed  virgin."  "  To 
ihemost  intrepid  virgin  Faustina."  VIRG. 
FORTISSIMAE.  "To  the  worthy  and 
emerited  virgin  Adeodata;  she  resteth 
here  in  peace  at  the  lidding  of  her  Christ," 
(i.  e.,  of  her  bridegroom.)  "  In  this  tomb 
resteth  the  consecrated  child-virgin  Alex- 
andra, who,  being  taken  up  into  heaven, 
deserved  to  hasten  into  the  arms  of  Christ." 
PVELLA  VIRGO  SACRA.  "  Eusebia, 
the  little  girl  consecrated  to  the  Lord — even 
as  the  Wise  Virgin* — was  found  worthy  to 
possess  Christ  as  her  bridegroom."  SA- 
CRA DOMINO  PVELLA.  "On  the 
31st  of  May  there  departed  this  life  Pre- 
tiosa,  being  only  as  yet  a  little  girl  twelve 
years  of  age,  but  a  virgin  and  handmaid  of 
God  and  Christ."  And  what  these  slabs 
of  marble  express  thus  plainly  in  words 
is  also  re-echoed  with  equal  distinctness 
and  force  through  artistic  scenes  frequent- 
ly introduced  into  the  paintings  of  those 
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hallowed  places.     Thus,  in  the  catacombs 
of  St.  Agnes,  we  see  over  the  grave  of  a 
certain    Laurentia — who   is  herself  repre- 
sented in  an  attitude  of  prayer — the  Pru- 
dent Virgins,  under  two  different  aspects  : 
first,  as  they  are   going  with  their  torches 
to  meet  the  bridegroom,  and  then  as  they 
are  sitting  down  to   the   nuptial   feast  in 
heaven.     No  doubt  both  of  these    scenes 
were  introduced  for  the  double  purpose  of 
thus  indicating  not  only  the  holy  mode  of 
life  followed  by  Laurentia  here  on  earth, 
but  also  her  happy  lot  in  heaven.     But  of 
still  greater  importance  is  an   arcosolium 
that  has  been  discovered  only  of  late,  in 
the  cemetery  of  Cyriaca.     The  lunette  of 
the  grave-niche  shows   in   its   center  the 
Saviour;  at  Hi  s  left  are  the  Foolish-Virgins, 
with  their  torches  extinguished,  and  point- 
ing earthwards;  while  at  His  right  may 
be  seen  the  five  Prudent  ones,  who  are  carry- 
ing their  brightly  burning   torches    aloft, 
and  receive  from  Him  an  invitation  to   at- 
tend the  nuptial   feast.     The   arch  of  the 
ceiling  on    one  side  shows  us  a  picture  of 
the  prophecy  concerning  the  fall  of  Peter, 
and  is   therefore    symbolic    of   faith    and 
watchfulness;    while  the  other  is  decked 
with    a   painting   commemorative    of  tha 
raining  of  Manna  in  the  desert.  The  centre 
of  the  arch  is  taken  up  with   the   praying 
figure   of    the   deceased,    at   each    side    of 
whom  there  stands  a  saint  who  is  engaged 
in  raising  a  curtain.     Finally,  on  the  wall 
in  the  background,  just   over   the    grave, 
there  may  yet  be  seen  the  traces  of  a  paint- 
ing of  the  Madonna  attended  by  the  Three 
Kings.     The    departed  one — such  is  evi- 
dently the  meaning  of  all   these   profuse 
decorations — has  proven  herself  a  prudent, 
energetic    and    faithful    virgin;    keeping 
guard  over  herself  by  faith  and   watchful- 
ness ;  and  refreshed  with  the  manna  of  the 
JSlessed  Eucharist,  she  has   made   hersell 
worthy,  under  the  protecting  care  of  Mary, 
to  be  called  by  her  celestial  Bridegroom  to 
the  nuptial   feast  in   heaven,  whither   the 
saints  conduct  her  as  one  of  their  own 
However,  the  most  important  representa 
tion  of  all  that  have  reference  to  this  sub 


ect  is  found  in  the  catacombs  of  Priseil- 
la,  the  catacombs  of  Mary  par  excellence. 
There,  in  the  niche  of  an  arch,  we  see  the 
praying  figure  of  the  departed  ;  to  her  left 
stands  Mary  with  the  Child,  while  to  her 
right  there  is  seated  upon  a  cathedra  or 
throne  an  old  man  clad  in  the  habiliments 
of  a  bishop.  Near  him  stands  a  deacon, 
who  assists  the  aged  prelate  in  giving  the 
veil  to  the  virgin  standing  before  him. 
This  painting  is  a  most  precious  monu-' 
ment  of  the  past,  inasmuch  as  it  bears  un- 
deniable testimony  even  to  the  liturgical 
act  of  makiny  religious  vows  as  still  prac-. 
ticed  by  the  Church.  Such,  then,  being 
the  sculptured  and  painted  testimonies  of 
the  early  Church,  and  the  Holy  Fathers  of 
the  primitive  ages  agree  ing  perfectly  with 
the  same  in  their  voluminous  writings, 
where  they  speak  of  consecrated  virgins 
as  the  "flowers  of  the  Church,"  or  "  the 
noblest  portion  of  the  flock  of  Christ,"  what 
follows  from  all  this  as  a  necessaiy  con- 
sequence? And  if  Tertullian  goes  even  so 
far  as  to  inform  us  that,  in  his  day,  a 
great  number  of  those  even  who  were  mar- 
ried were  wont  to  observe  a  holy  continency 
for  the  sake  of  thus  attaining  all  the  better 
the  kingdom  of  heaven,  what  must  we  nat- 
urally think  of  any  religious  system  that 
brands  virginity  as  being  either  "  heath- 
enish," "  sinful,"  or  "  against  the  law  of 
God"? 

xx. 

We  must  now  take  leave  of  our  indul- 
gent readers,  and  we  shall  do  so  by  adding 
a  closing  remarkconcerning  the  Catholicity 
of  the  primitive  Church.  Rome  was  the  cap- 
ital and  centre  of  the  ancient  world.  From 
the  farthermost  provinces  of  the  immense 
empire  there  had  been  constructed  twenty- 
eight  magnificent  highways,  each  of  which 
entered  into  the  metropolis  by  a  corres- 
ponding gate,  until  they  finally  met  and 
merged  all  in  one  at  the  foot  of  the  "  Gold- 
en Pillar"  on  the  Forum.  These  high- 
ways served  as  channels  through  which, 
among  others,  Christians  also,  from  every 
nation  under  the  sun,  poured  into  the  Eter- 
nal City,  where,  at  the  very  corner-stone  of 
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the  Church,  they  all  met  and  embraced  each 
other  under  the  shadow  of  that  "  golden 
pillar  "  of  truth  and  grace  which  the  prin- 
ces of  the  apostles,  SS.  Peter  and  Paul, 
had  erected  in  the  midst  of  heathen  super- 
stition and  misery.  Pilgrims,  and  yet  not 
strangers  to  each  other,  they  established, 
augmented  and  extended  the  Church  of 
Rome  in  common — thus  leaving  after  them 
a  most  striking  proof  of  their  truly  Cath- 
olic unity  in  faith,  charity,  and  holiness. 
And  this  testimony  of  theirs  to  the  Cath- 
olic unity  of  the  Church  derives  additional 
strength  and  importance  from  the  grand 
and  touching  monuments  of  late  years  dis- 
covered in  the  silent  halls  of  the  catacombs. 
Whosoever  passes  in  review  those  12,000 
inscriptions  up  to  the  present  time  un- 
earthed in  the  catacombs,  and  takes  notice 
of  the  long  array  of  nationalities  there 
represented :  Christians  from  Gaul  and 
Spain,  Egypt  and  Syria,  all  Asia,  Thrace 
and  Greece — such  an  one,  we  venture  to 
say,  cannot  repress  the  glad  emotions  of 
his  heart,  but  is  forced  to  cry  out  in  won- 
der and  astonishment:  "  Truly,  even  the 
Rome  of  the  catacombs  was  already  then, 
as  now,  the  stronghold  of  Catholicity,  and 
the  safe  and  universal  asylum  for  all  the 
afflicted  of  earth's  children  !" 


THE  FLEMINGS, 


BY    MRS.     ANNA    H.     DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XVII.— JOHN  WILDE. 

(Continued.) 

"  The  Flemmings  are  all  alike,  that's  a 
fact,"  said  Mrs.  Wilde.  "  If  they  once 
take  up  a  thing,  and  believe  it  to  be  the 
right  thing,  you  might  as  well  attempt  to 
move  the  Sandwich  Mountains  into  Lake 
Winnipiseogee  as  to  expect  to  change 
them.  But,  John,  trust  in  the  Lord  !  His 
arm  is  strong ;  have  faith  in  'Him  and  He 
will  not  fail  you  in  your  hour  of  need.  I 
don't  want  to  believe,  that,  after  all,  it 
will  come  to  pass  that  you  and  Hope 


Flemming  will  not  be  man  and  wife !  I 
tell  you,  John,  I've  shed  many  a  bitter  tear 
since  all  this  trouble  came  about ;  and  when 
I  heard  the  wagon  bells  tinkling  'way  off 
there  on  the  mountain,  and  knew  you  were 
coming,  I  felt  like  running  away  to  hide 
myself,  I  dreaded  so  much  having  to  tell 
you  sorrowful  news.  It's  hard  on  me  too, 
for  I've  been  counting  so  surely  on  ending 
my  days  here  with  you  and  Hope,  and  the 
children  God  might  see  fit  to  send  you. 
But  lay  down  awhile,  honey !  It  won't 
ease  your  mind,  but  it'll  rest  your  body. 
It  must  be  nigh  daybreak,  for  all  it's  so 
black  out;  and  don't  forget,  John,  that  the 
very  darkest  hour  of  the  night  is  that  just 
before  dawn."  And  the  good  woman  drew 
his  head  to  her  bosom  as  she  stood  beside 
him,  he  sitting  on  the  bedside,  and  pressed 
her  wet  cheek  down  among  his  tangled 
brown  curls,  with  a  prayer  in  her  inmost 
soul  that  God  in  His  mercy  would  pity 
her  child  and  avert  from  him  this  great 
trial  of  his  life;  which  meant,  from  their 
standpoint,  a  desire  that  Hope  Flemming 
would  cast  aside  the  errors  in  which  she 
was  entangled,  otherwise  it  was  clear  to 
both  of  them  that  the  marriage  must  be 
broken  off. 

But  the  human  heart  is  prone  to  seek 
even  in  the  depths  of  misery  for  the  sweet 
solace  of  hope;  and  John  Wilde,  like  a 
drowning  man  grasping  at  floating  sea- 
weed, at  last  began  to  lay  hold  of  the  pos- 
sibility that  things  were  not  quite  as  bad 
as  they  had  just  appeared.  He  began  to 
take  into  consideration  the  spirit  of  ex- 
aggeration which  always  prevails  in  small 
communities,  to  which  their  own  neighbor- 
hood formed  no  exception;  and  to  make 
allowance  for  the  bitter  feelings  among 
his  sect  against  Romanism;  also  for  the 
stale  fact  that  as  gossip  travels  its  dimen- 
sions as  surely  increase  in  substance  and 
bulk,  as  a  snowball  does  that  is  rolled  in 
the  snow.  Anything  better  than  giving 
up  Hope.  He  couldn't  stand  that.  It  is 
strange  that  it  never  once  occurred  to  him 
that  Hope  of  her  own  free  will  might  re- 
ject him  because  he  did  not  believe  as  she 
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did;  that  she,  on  her  part,  might  not  be 
willing  to  compromise  her  happiness — as 
well  as  he — knowing  how  widely  their  be- 
liefs differed. 

The  next  morning  early  he  drove  down 
to  the  Old  Homestead,  taking  with  him 
some  little  presents  he  had  brought  for 
Hope's  acceptance. 

The  Flemmings  were  all  glad  to  see  him, 
and  the  welcome  they  gave  him  differed  in 
no  wise  from  the  cordial  welcome  of  other 
days ;  there  was  no  change  outwardly  that 
he  could  see,  and  yet  there  was  an  inde- 
finable something,  originating  possibly  in 
his  having  heard  all  that  he  had  and  in 
the  unpleasant  position  it  had  placed  him 
in,  which  made  him  feel  as  if  a  transparent 
but  impenetrable  mist  had  risen-between 
him  and  them.  Then,  little  by  little,  he 
began  to  notice  things  which  to  a  casual 
observer  would  not  have  been  in  the  least 
apparent.  He  saw  that  Hope's  cheek  had 
lost  some  of  its  roundness  and  bloom;  and 
that  her  eyes,  as  they  met  his  now  and 
then  in  the  old  frank  way,  wore  a  grave 
and  somewhat  sad  expression;  and  he 
listened  in  vain  for  the  low  sweet  laughter 
which  always  sounded  to  him  like  the  war- 
bling of  a  bird.  Mrs.  Flemming's  face 
wore  a  look  of  care,  which  he  noticed  rnorex 
particularly  when  she  was  not  speaking  ; 
she  had  lost  flesh  and  color,  and  there  was 
a  heavy  troubled  look  in  her  large  black 
eyes  once  so  full  of  life  and  spirit !  But 
she  was  very  glad  to  see  John  Wilde,  and 
in  her  heart  hailed  him  as  an  ally  who 
would  give  her  help  in  these  religious  dif- 
ficulties, which,  like  a  rising  flood,  were 
sweeping  her  near  and  dear  ones  away 
from  her  to  certain  destruction.  Wolfert 
Flemming  and  Eva  were  cheerful,  more 
cheerful  than  he  had  ever  seen  them  ;  and 
it  was  a  strange  sort  of  cheerfulness,  so 
full  was  it  of  serenity,  and  so  far  above 
all  levity,  yet  so  genial  and  kind,  that  when 
they  asked  him  about  his  journey  to  Boston 
and  back,  and  he  became  interested  in  de- 
scribing the  wonders  of  the  city  and  some 
of  the  perils  of  the  road,  he  almost  forgot  his 
troubles;  for  the  conversation  became  gen- 


eral, and  it  seemed  like  the  old  times  again. 
But  presently  the  family  one  after  another 
went  away  to  their  various  occupations, 
leaving  him  alone  with  Hope,  and  he  real- 
ized his  position  with  such  a  sick  feel  ing 
at  his  heart  that  it  almost  blinded  him. 
He  placed  the  presents  he  had  brought  her 
— a  pearl  brooch  and  a  plain  heavy  gold 
ring — in  her  hands.  She  opened  the  mo- 
rocco case  and  looked  at  them,  as  if  admir- 
ing them,  then  laid  it  quietly  on  the  work- 
stand  beside  her  without  saying  a  word. 

"  I  thought  perhaps  you  would  like  them, 
Hope!"  he  said,  mortified  at  her  indiffer- 
ence. 

"  They  are  beautiful,"  .she  answered, 
"and  I  thank  you  for  thinking  of  me." 
Then  they  were  both  silent:  she  stitching 
away  on  a  linen  waistband  for  her  father — 
he  watching  her,  full  of  a  great  love  and 
sorrow. 

"  I  have  heard  strange  news  since  I 
came  home  !"  he  said  at  last,  unable  to 
bear  the  strain  of  uncertainty  any  longer. 

"  I  suppose  so.  You  mean  my  father's 
conversion  to  the  Catholic  Church?"  she 
answered. 

"  Aye,  and  of  others  of  your  household, 
yourself  included,  Hope,"  he  said. 

"  It  is  true.  I  am  also  a  Catholic  for 
life  and  death,  John,"  she  replied,  in  firm 
low  tones. 

"  How  in  God's  name  did  it  all  happen  ? 
Tell  me,  Hope  !  It  is  the  most  remarkable 
thing  I  ever  heard  of — and,  to  me,  the  most 
painful,"  he  exclaimed. 

And  Hope  told  him  how  it  had  all  come 
to  pass,  giving  him  reasons,  as  she  went 
on,  for  the  faith  that  was  in  her.  Nor  did 
she  falter,  at  a  loss  for  words,  or  arguments, 
or  proofs ;  simply  and  truly,  almost  elo- 
quently, she  made  her  reasons  for  becoming 
a  Catholic  clear  to  his  mind,  but  not  to 
his  faith.  Then  he  discussed  the  whole 
matter  with  her;  he  argued  and  pleaded, 
and  appealed  to  her  by  the  love  which  had 
grown  up  between  them,  and  by  the  regard 
she  ought  to  feel  for  his  happiness,  to 
abandon  the  errors  and  idolatries  into 
which  she  had  been  led,  and  return  to  the 
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religion  taught  by  the  gospel;  almost  his 
wife  as  she  Was,  he  had  a  right,  for  the 
sake  of  their  future,  to  ask  this  of  her. 
But  so  far  from  yielding  in  the  slightest 
degree  to  anything  he  said,  she  told  him 
plainly,  while  her  eyes  kindled,  and  her 
cheeks,  a  little  while  ago  so  pale,  glowed: 
"  That  no  earthly  consideration  or  motive 
could  change  her  conviction  of  the  truth 
of  the  Catholic  religion;  and  that  so  far 
from  relapsing  into  the  darkness  and  errors 
which  she  had  just  abandoned,  she  would 
not  rest  satisfied  until  her  union  with  the 
Catholic  Church  was  consummated  by  a 
reception  of  its  Sacraments.  "  For  this," 
she  addded,  "  I  am  ready  to  give  up  all 
things,  even  you,  John,  unless  God  by  His 
grace  converts  you  to  this  holy  and  true 
faith." 

"I  have  no  thought  of  changing,  Hope, 
God  forbid.  I  am  satisfied  with  what  the 
gospel  and  the  Westminster  Catechism 
teach.  Least  of  all  could  I  become 
Papist.  I  could  not  believe  all  the  non- 
sensical idolatrous  things  that  Papists  be- 
lieve, to  save  my  life,"  he  said  in  low  husky 
tones. 

"  The  Catholic  faith  is  not  nonsensical 
or  idolatrous,  as  you  would  find  if  you 
would  take  the  trouble  to  inform  yourself. 
Promise  me,  at  least,  to  read  a  book  which 
I  will  lend  you.  Or  come  down  of  eve- 
nings and  let  us  read  it  together,"  she  said 
pityingly, 

"  I  will  do  that,  Hope,"  said  the  poor 
fellow ;  "  but  I  couldn't  believe  anything 
more  than  I  do,  or  in  any  other-way,  if  ] 
was  to  try  from  now  until  doomsday." 

"  Try,  John  ;  try  for  your  soul's  sake — 
and  for  the  sake  of  our  happiness,"  she 
said,  in  a  low  voice.  "  You  know  how  im 
possible  it  will  be  for  us  to  marry,  enter 
taining  religious  beliefs  so  widely  differing 
The  case  seems,  no  doubt,  peculiarly  trying 
but  this  newly-found  faith  is  so  esscntia 
to  my  salvation,  and  so  suited  to  all  th 
demands  of  my  reason  and  seul,  that  I  re 
peat  there  is  no  earthly  motive  or  powe 
that  could  induce  me  to  relinquish  it 
Knowing  this,  the  best  that  I  can  do  is  t< 


mplore  you  to  examine  this  holy  faith, 
which  you  will  find  based  and  founded  and 
uilt  up  on  the  Bible,  and  adopt  its  creed 
f  you  can.  In  that  case  we  can  be  happy 
ogether;  otherwise  we  must  become  as 
trangers  to  each  other." 

"  It  is  a  hard,  bitter  case,"  said  John 

Wilde,  bringing  his  clenched  hand  heavily 

lown  on  his  knee;   "  and  it  seems  to  me 

hat  you  take  it  coolly,  Hope,  and  think 

no  more  of  wrecking  my  happiness  than 

ou  would  to  sweep  away  a  cobweb." 

"  I  cannot  tell  you,"  she  said,  her  voice 
tremulous  with  emotion,  "  I  cannot  tell 
you  all  the  extent  of  this  trial  to  me,  or 
give  you  an  idea  of  its  bitterness.  Re- 
member, John,  that  if  you  have  to  lose 
something,  I  also  sacrifice  somewhat  that 
was  dear  to  me  ;  but  not  to  gain  the  whole 
world  would  I  consent  to  lose  my  soul,  or 
ven  place  it  in  peril." 

"  Hope,"  he  said  at  last,  raising  his  head 
from  his  hand,  "  you  have  never  earnestly 
sought  conversion ;  if  you  had,  you  had 
never  fallen  into  this  delusion  and  error. 
Lay  aside  these  novelties,  at  least  for  a 
season,  and  pray  to  be  truly  converted  1" 
"  I  do  not  and  never  have  believed  in 
that  sudden,  instantaneous,  extatic  change 
of  soul  and  nature  which  you  call  con- 
version, and  which  has  always  seemed 
such  an  unutterable  state  that  I  could 
never  think  .of  otherwise  than  as  a  delu- 
sion," she  replied.  "It  seems  to  me  that 
conversion  is  a  deliberate  response  of  the 
will  to  the  grace  of  God,  placing  itself 
under  subjection  to  His  will  to  work  out 
the  soul's  salvation.  Religion  is  a  warfare, 
not  a  duel.  It  is  a  science  which  we  must 
learn  with  simplicity  and  humility,  from 
its  very  rudiments,  grace  assisting  our 
will.  First  the  seed,  then  the  plant,  then 
the  flower — after  all,  the  fruit.  The  result 
is  not  the  effect  of  a  sudden  transformation, 
but  gradual  progression,  '  and  if  there  are 
examples  of  men  regenerated  by  a  single 
experience,  they  are  so  rare  as  only  to 
prove  the  general  rule  of  patient  pro- 
gression.' I  feel  that  having' found  the 
right  path,  which  is  essential,  that  I  can 
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only  advance  a  step  at  a  time,  stumbling 
and  often  falling  back  at  that,  that  I  must 
be  engaged  in  an  incessant  warfare  with 
my  own  nature  as  I  go ;  that  I  must  labor 
and  work  out  my  salvation  and  be  in- 
fluenced and  governed  in  every  motive  and 
act  of  my  life  by  the  thought  of  the  end 
for  which,  through  the  merits  of  Jesus 
Christ,  I  strive.  This  is  what  the  Catholic 
religion  and  my  own  reason  teaches  me 
about  conversion." 

"  Could  you  not  do  all  that  in  the  re- 
ligion you  have  abandoned?"  he  asked. 

"  No,  John.  To  be  a  Christian  I  must 
feel  sure  that  I  am  running  not  against, 
but  according  to  the  divine  law.  I  must 
b'e  satisfied  that  the  Church  to  which  I 
belong  has  a  divine  origin  and^tith,  and 
is  not  divided  against  herself;  bu't  is  one, 
holy,  true,  and  immutable^-having  one 
Lord,  one  Faith,  and  one  Baptism.  Every- 
thing must  be  clear  to  my  faith  and  to  my 
reason.  All  this  I  have  found  in  the  Cath- 
olic religion.  What  its  other  consolations 
are,  I  do  not  yet  know  experimentally,  not 
having  had  the  happiness  to  receive  the 
Sacraments." 

"  Hope,  I  see  that  you  are  irretrievably 
joined  to  your  errors.  My  God  !  it  is  a 
bitter  trial  to  me;  after  all  these  years  of 
looking 'forward  to  the  time  when  you 
would  be  my  wife  to  find  everything  broken 
up  like  a  sudden  shipwreck !"  he  exclaimed. 

"  Don't  you  see,  John,"  she  said,  laying 
her  hand  upon  his  arm,  "  that  if  I  were 
even  willing  to  peril  my  faith  and  happi- 
ness by  marrying  you — which  I  am  not— 
how  impossible  it  would  be  for  you,  hold- 
ing the  opinions  that  you  do,  to  marry  a 
Catholic?" 

"  It  is  true,  Hope.  I  could  not  marry  a 
Catholic.  And  here  we  are,  just  on  the 
eve  of  our  marriage,  with  a  gulf  as  wide 
and  deep  as  death  suddenly  sprung  be- 
tween us.  It  is  more  than  I  can  stand  !" 

"  The  grace  of  God  bridges  over  deeper 
and  wider  gulfs  than  this,"  she  said  in 
low  tones,  while  her  eyes  filled  with  tears 
that  she  could  not  keep  back. 

John  Wilde  got  up  and  walked  to  and 


fro  the  room.  The  man's  anguish  was 
very  deep,  the  woman's  equally  so,  the 
difference  being  that  hers  was  consecrated 
by  a  sublime  spirit  of  sacrifice  for  the  love 
of  God,  while  his  was  the  result  of  error 
and  prejudice,  the  offshoot  of  old  sectarian 
hate  blended  with  a  fear  of  the  judgments 
of  men. 

"  I  can't  go  away  like  this,  Hope,"  he 
said  at  last.  "  I  will  at  least  come  and 
read  that  book  with  you,  and  see  what' 
shadow  of  excuse  you  have  for  your  un- 
accountable change.  I  can  do  no  more." 

"  I  have  nothing  else  to  offer,  John.  A 
religious  change  except  from  the  very 
highest  and  best  of  motives,  is  like  a  house 
built  upon  the  sands,  or  like  a  flower  that 
springeth  up  in  a  night  to  wither  at  noon- 
tide. I  have  too  great  faith  in  your  integ- 
rity of  mind  to  believe  that  even  for  my 
sake  you  would  profess  a  creed  which  you 
could  not  sincerely  believe." 

"  No,  not  for  your  dear  sake,  Hope. 
But  some  arrangement,  some  little  yield- 
ing on  both  sides  may  be  possible  !"  he 
said,  standing  before  her. 

"  Not  on  mine,"  she  said  quickly,  while 
a  sudden  paleness  which  overspread  her 
face,  succeeded  by  a  crimson  flushing, 
showed  how  the  crucial  tests  were  hurting 
her  nature.  "  I  can  yield  nothing,  not  the 
smallest  iota  of  my  faith,  either  of  dogma, 
precept,  doctrine,  or  practice.  Do  not 
hope  for  that." 

"  I  hope  for  nothing  now,"  he  said 
wearily,  as  he  lingered  near  her.  Then 
pointing  to  the  brooch  and  ring  which 
lay  upon  her  work-stand  glistening  in  the 
sunshine,  he  added  :  "  Keep  these  at  least, 
for  my  sake;"  and  wringing  her  hand, 
almost  crushing  it  in  the  grasp  of  his, 
he  went  away,  but  came  back  a  moment 
after  to  tell  her  that  he  would  come  again 
the  following  evening  to  read  with  her. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE  exterior  adds  ornament  to  the  in- 
terior, and  greatly  helps  the  preservation 
of  the  heart. 
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MARY   OUR  MODEL. 


VALIANT  WOMAN. 


When  we  survey  the  portrait  of  the  val- 
iant woman  in  the  Holy  Scriptures,  we  ob- 
serve that  her  chief  merit  consists  in  her 
serious  and  laborious  disposition. 

"  The  heart  of  her  husband  trusteth  in 
her,  because  he  is  sure  of  her  fidelity  and 
vigilance.  "  Her  ingenious  hands  are  occu- 
pied in  weaving  and  embroidery.  She 
knows  every  part  of  her  house,  and  does 
not  eat  her  bread  in  idleness.  She  rises 
before  morning  to  prepare  food  for  her 
household.  With  her  savings  she  buys  a 
field  and  plants  a  vineyard.  Her  servants 
are  clothed  with  double  garments  and  fear 
not  the  snow  of  winter.  She  finds  means 
of  helping  the  poor  and  of  succoring  those 
in  distress.  Her  husband  appears  with 
honor  in  the  assembly,  where  together  with 
his  sons  he  praises  her." 

Her  strength  of  mind,  her  prudence  and 
her  sweetness  of  temper  all  concur  in  ac- 
quiring her  the  esteem  of  others.  "  She 
speaks  the  language  of  wisdom,  and  the 
law  of  mercy  is  on  her  tongue.  She 
has  excelled  all  her  rivals  by  her  virtue 
alone."  What  conclusion  must  we  draw 
from  this?  That  external  grace  is  decep- 
tive and  beauty  vain,  but  the  woman  who 
fears  the  Lord  is  worthy  of  honor. 

Such  was  the  type  of  the  valiant  woman 
amongst  the  ancients.  Has  not  the  Vir- 
gin Mary,  in  her  humble  station,  repro- 
duced its  principal  features,  softened  by 
that  simplicity,  lowliness  of  mind  and  su- 
pernatural greatness,  which  ever  distin- 
guish her  among  women?  She,  also,  oc- 
cupied herself  in  the  affairs  of  her  house- 
hold ;  she  also  wove  or  repaired  with  her 
own  hands  the  garments  of  her  husband 
and  her  Son;  she  was  also  the  presiding 
angel  of  the  domestic  hearth.  Who  shall 
ever  reveal  to  us  the  sublime*  mysteries  of 
love  and  devotion  to  the  duties  of  life 
which  were  accomplished  in  that  humble 
dwelling? 


There  is  one  point  in  which  Mary  leaves 
the  model  woman  of  Solomon  far  behind : 
it  is  her  magnanimity  in  the  hardest  trials ; 
it  is  that  martyr-like  heroism,  which  is 
wanting  in  the  ancient  type.  We  shall 
revert  to  this  hereafter,  and  it  is  sufficient 
merely  to  allude  to  it  at  present  as  a  fur- 
ther subject  of  praise  in  the  character  of 
the  Holy  Virgin.  This  second  Eve  knows 
well  what  she  owes  to  her  husband  and 
Son,  in  order  to  restore  woman  to  her  first 
dignity.  In  vain  would  you  seek  for  an 
instance  of  her  being  guilty  of  the  slightest 
fault  towards  Saint  Joseph  or  Jesus.  Never 
was  a  wife  so  submissive  to  the  authority 
of  a  husband  ;  so  humble,  so  laborious,  so 
devoted,  so  divinely  faithful  to  all  her  du- 
ties; never  was  a  mother  so  wise,  so  good 
and  so  prudent.  She  never  had  a  wish 
beyond  the  happiness  of  her  own  family ; 
her  sole  idea  in  her  laboring,  her  coming 
in  or  going  out,  was  to  give  them  pleasure. 
They  were  all  in  all  to  her.  The  world 
had  no  attractions  for  her  heart,  and  she 
was  at  a  loss  to  understand  the  nature  of 
those  frivolous  women  who  cannot  rest 
without  the  dissipations  of  the  age.  Who 
among  women  has  ever  better  deserved  to 
have  said  of  her  "A  holy  and  modest  woman 
is  grace  upon  grace,  and  no  price  is  worthy 
of  a  contented  soul.  Happy  the  husband 
of  a  virtuous  woman!  For  the  days  of 
his  life  shall  be  prolonged,  and  she  will 
enable  him  to  pass  them  in  peace.  Be 
they  rich  or  poor,  they  shall  be  contented 
in  heart,  and  joy  shall  always  shine  in  their 
countenances." 

The  Blessed  Virgin  being  so  pious  a 
wife,  could  not  fail  of  being  an  excellent 
mother.  But  who  can  ever  equal  her  in 
her  love  for  and  tender  care  of  Jesus? 
He  was  the  central  point  and  aim  of  her 
life,  the  supreme  object  of  her  thoughts 
and  actions.  Could  she  have  ever  wished 
to  deprive  Him  of  one  moment  of  her  ex- 
istence, of  one  act  of  her  will,  of  one  beat- 
ing of  her  heart  ?  No,  she  was  unreservedly 
devoted  to  His  service,  and  ready  to  sacri- 
fice for  Him  even  her  own  life. 

Women  of  the  world,  does    she    appear 
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to  you  to  be  an  object  of  compassion  be- 
cause she  knew,  so  to  speak,  only  her  hus- 
band and  her  Son  on  the  earth?  because 
she  centred  all  her  affections  in  this  nar- 
row family  circle  ?  because  she  acccepted 
with  them  poverty  and  exile,  and  after- 
wards a  voluntary  obscurity,  when  she 
might  have  played  a  brilliant  part  amongst 
her  compatriots  ?  Ah !  never  did  a  wife 
consider  herself  more  happy,  and  never 
did  a  mother  taste  more  ineffable  pleasures. 
What  lot  could  be  more  enviable  than  to 
live  in  the  intimate  association  of  her  God; 
in  the  company  of  one  of  the  holiest  men 
the  world  has  ever  produced?  What  could 
be  justly  preferred  to  this,  if  it  were  not 
the  bliss  of  Heaven? 

O  Christian  mothers,  to  whonure  pro- 
pose Mary  as  a  model,  you  bring  forward 
the  objection  that  your  husbands  are  not 
all  saints,  your  children  are  not  all  to  be 
compared  with  Jesus!  I  allow  all  this; 
but  it  is  not  on  this  account  the  less  true 
that  it  is  your  duty  to  imitate  the  Holy 
Virgin,  and  that  the  happiness  of  a  mother 
ought  ever  to  be  found  by  the  domestic 
hearth.  Contemplate  those  Christian  fam- 
ilies, in  which  the  husband  and  wife  re- 
gard all  other  enjoyments  without  envy; 
and  then  look  upon  those  wicked  or  mere 
worldly  households,  in  which  all  the  mem- 
bers endeavor  to  escape  from  each  other's 
society  to  seek  far  from  home  frivolous 
amusements.  You  will  acknowledge  that 
God  has  placed  the  source  of  joy  in  the 
intimate  union  of  hearts  formed  for  mu- 
tual love.  None  of  the  factitious  pleasures 
which  are  offered  to  you  by  the  world  can 
bear  any  comparison  with  the  sweet  joys 
of  unrestrained  family  intercourse. 


THE  WEAK  WOMAN. 

Of  all  the  various  kinds  of  pride,  the 
most  unpardonable  is  that  which  would 
palm  off  its  defects  as  virtues ;  for  it  is 
hypocrisy  in  its  purest  form.  It  amounts 
to  impiety  when  it  seeks  to  justify  its 
misdeeds  by  adducing  principles  which 


directly  oppose  those  of  faith.  It  is  the 
crime  of  those  persons  who  arrogate  to 
themselves  superior  force  of  mind,  and 
whom  La  Bruyere,  on  the  contrary,  so 
justly  calls  weak-minded.  If  it  is  hateful 
in  men,  in  a  woman  it  becomes  absolutely 
revolting. 

Madame  D fancies  that  she  gives 

proofs  of  her  greatness  of  soul,  and  merits 
the  esteem  of  persons  of  talent,  by  affect- 
ing to  disregard  the  Commandments  of  ' 
God,  to  criticise  the  maxims  of  the  gospel, 
to  twist  the  doctrines  of  the  Church  to 
suit  her  own  ideas,  and  to  profess  anti- 
Christian  notions  on  the  duties  of  mothers. 
She  laughs  loud  and  disdainfully  on  being 
told  that  a  wife  ought  to  submit  to  the 
will  of  her  husband,  that  a  mother  ought 
to  sacrifice  her  own  pleasures  to  the  care 
of  her  children,  or  that  the  mistress  of  a 
house  ought  to  watch  over  her  servants 
and  the  internal  arrangements  of  her  house- 
hold, in  order  to  ensure  the  prevalence  of 
virtue  and  peace  amongst  those  under  her 
control.  She  boldly  proclaims  that  the 
law  which  gives  men  the  superiority  over 
women  is  flagrantly  unjust;  that  the  duty 
of  a  mother  extends  no  further  than  giving 
her  children  proper  food  and  having  them 
educated  ;  and  that  it  is  the  height  of  folly 
to  imprison  one's  self  at  home,  when  one 
can,  by  going  into  the  world,  see  so  many 
things  and  taste  so  many  pleasures.  Should 
nature  and  society,  she  observes,  offer  us 
such  agreeable  amusements  in  vain? 

She  has  the  meanest  opinion  of  the  in- 
tellect of  women  of  fortune  who  occupy 
themselves  in  household  cares,  or  exercise 
their  hands  in  any  kind  of  work  as  if  they 
could  not  command  the  services  of  serv- 
ants and  seamstresses.  She  ridicules  the 
absurd  scruples  of  those  who  think  they 
are  under  an  obligation  to  superintend  the 
details  of  their  households,  and  who  fear 
to  commit  their  children  exclusively  to 
the  care  of  servants.  Does  God  require 
us  to  give  ourselves  all  this  trouble?  She 
is  utterly  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  those 
narrow  stay-at-home  natures,  which  con- 
tent themselves  in  their  own  houses,  with 
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the  society  of  their  husbands  and  children, 
when  so  many  pleasures  tempt  them  to  the 
enjoyment  of  life  abroad.  She  makes  all 
all  these  reflections  in  a  tone  and  with  an 
air  of  arrogance  which  affect  an  excessive 
presumption  and  a  profound  contempt  for 
the  opinion  of  others.  She  wishes  to 
make  you  believe  in  this  pretended  moral 
strength,  of  which  she  boasts  so  much  in 
public.  You  would  scarcely  think  that  all 
this  is  an  imposture  and  a  mere  farce. 
Madame  D is  in  reality  the  most  weak- 
minded  of  women.  She  knows  perfectly 
well  what  her  duties  are,  though  she  re- 
pudiates them,  and  has  not  sufficient  cour- 
age to  perform  them.  She  is  in  the  habit 
of  giving  way  to  the  most  shameful  bursts 
of  passion,  and  has  no  self-control;  her 
pride  and-  her  vanity  render  her  guilty  of 
meannesses  which  cause  her  the  deepest 
humiliation,  but  which  she  is  unable  to 
correct ;  she  ruins  her  husband  by  thought- 
less expenses,  and  she  cannot  keep  the 
promises  she  makes  him ;  she  spoils  her 
children  by  giving  way  to  them  with  un- 
paralleled weakness,  because  she  has  not 
sufficient  firmness  to  withstand  their  ca- 
prices. Worse  than  all,  she  has  contracted 
intimacies  which  seriously  compromise 
her  reputation,  and  she  is  deficient  in 
constancy  to  adhere  to  her  resolutions. 
In  fact  she  is  haunted  by  remorse,  excited 
by  what  little  portion  of  faith  still  remains 
at  the  bottom  of  her  heart ;  threatened  by 
her  husband,  who  is  heartily  weary  of  her 
follies ;  and  blamed  by  her  friends,  who 
cannot  understand  weaknesses  of  this  na- 
ture ;  but  yet,  in  spite  of  all  this,  or  per- 
haps owing  to  all  this,  she  affects  the  part 
of  a  freethinker.  Infernal  pride,  we  know 
you  well!  Here  we  have  a  specimen  of 
your  artifices. 

But  the  days  of  expiation  for  this  un- 
happy woman  are  rapidly  approaching. 
Her  husband  is  getting  tired  of  her,  and 
unpleasant  scenes  between  them  will  fol- 
low. Her  children  are  growing  up,  and 
their  faults  and  follies  will  fill  her  with 
despair.  Age  is  creeping  on,  arid  her  ex- 
ternal attractions  are  on  the  wane.  She 


will  be  abandoned  by  this  world,  which 
she  so  devoutly  worships.  A  few  more 
years  and  she  will  find  herself  alone  in  the 
midst  of  trials,  in  the  presence  of  that 
Judge  whom  she  has  despised  but  whose 
justice  must  eventually  be  satisfied. 


Sister  Veronica  of  Notre  Dame  des  Sept 
Doulcnrs. 


The  life  of  Sister  Veronica  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Seven  Sorrows  offers  to  the  world  in 
general,  and  especially  to  our  readers,  a 
grand  model  for  study  and  imitation. 
Born  on  the  26th  of  November  1841, 
Veronica  Maria  Humble  Nucci  became, 
through  the  influence  of  the  Bishop  of 
Acquapendente,  Sister  Veronica  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Seven  Sorrows  in  the  convent 
of  the  Third  Regular  Franciscan  Order  at 
Ischia,  and  died  on  the  9th  of  November, 
1862,  in  the  twenty-first  year  of  her  age, 
three  years  after  having  made  her  relig- 
ious profession. 

Veronica  Nucci  was  only  twelve  years 
old,  and  was  employed  in  watching  a 
little  flock  which  belonged  to  her  family, 
when  the  Blessed  Virgin  appeared  to  her 
under  the  title  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Seven 
Sorrows  at  Cerreto,  diocese  of  Pitigliano, 
in  Tuscany,  on  the  19th  of  May,  1853. 
Already,  two  years  before  this  period,  she 
had  heard  a  celestial  voice  saying  to  her: 
"  Veronica,  what  art  thou  doing?  Thou 
art  in  the  company  of  lambs ;  they  are 
the  image  and  emblem  of  the  Lord." 
She  could  therefore  never  look  on  a  lamb 
without  a  thrill  of  joy,  and  whenever  she 
met  one  she  embraced  it  with  tenderness 
and  overwhelmed  it  with  caresses.  For 
her,  the  lamb  became  that  divine  and  im- 
maculate Lamb  which  John  the  Baptist 
pointed  out  to  the  Jews  on  the  banks  of 
the  Jordan,  and  which  takes  away  the 
sins  of  the  world. 

Italy  was  stirred  to  it  centre  on  hear- 
ing of  the  visit  made  by  the  Mother  of 
God  to  a  young  shepherdess  of  this  ten- 
der age,  and  on  learning  the  grave  and 
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important  counsels  she  had  come  to  im- 
part to  mankind.  The  Bishop  of  Acqua- 
pendente  having  had  occasion  to  proceed 
to  the  place  where  the  vision  had  oc- 
curred, was  authorized  by  Monsignor  Bar- 
zoletti,  Bishop  of  Pitigliano  and  Sora- 
no,  to  inquire  more  fully  into  the  cir- 
cumstances which  had  produced  so  widely 
felt  a  sensation.  Besides  this,  the  good 
bishop  offered  to  provide  for  the  future 
of  Veronica,  should  her  parents  be  willing 
to  entrust  her  to  his  care ;  to  which  pro- 
posal they  gladly  acceded. 

Veronica  having  become  Sister  Veronica 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Seven  Sorrows  wrote 
herself,  on  some  scraps  of  paper,  which  were 
found  after  her  death,  a  few  words,  in 
which  are  expressed  five  resolutions  emi- 
nently adapted  to  conduct  a  soul,  which 
takes  them  and  observes  them  with  fidelity, 
to  the  highest  state  of  perfection. 

The  following  is  the  first :  "  I  will  become 
a  saint  purely  from  love  for  Jesus." 

Now,  in  order  to  become  truly  a  saint 
for  the  sake  of  her  Jesus,  she  adds :  "  I  am 
resolved  to  detach  myself  from  all  the 
things  of  the  world,  as  also  from  all  crea- 
tures, and  henceforth  to  attach  myself 
only  to  my  Jesus." 

"I  am  resolved  never  even  to  glance  at 
the  things  of  this  present  time;  and  should 
I  fail  in  this,  I  will  repeat  three  Ave  Ma- 
rias with  my  hands  under  my  knees." 

"  I  am  resolved  never  to  discourse  of 
the  things  of  the  world,  but  always  of 
God." 

"  I  am  resolved  never  to  display  any 
outward  feeling,  whatever  mortification  I 
may  be  subjected  to,  even  in  cases  when  I 
might  have  good  reasons  for  doing  so." 

These  simple  words  contain  an  abridg- 
ment of  the  purest  mystic  doctrine  and 
an  entire  system  of  Christian  and  religious 
perfection. 

One  day  Veronica,  who  could  only  re- 
proach herself  with  a  few  trifling  faults  of 
curiosity,  which  she  termed  her  sins,  con- 
sulted Monseigneur  John  Baptist  Pellei, 
Bishop  of  Acquapendente,  whether  she 
could  without  rashness  partake  of  the 


Bread  of  angels  when  in  the  habit  of 
committing  similar  faults.  He  replied : 
"  Even  should  these  faults,  with  which 
your  conscience  reproaches  you,  displease 
God,  you  should  not  on  that  account  ab- 
sent yourself  from  the  Holy  Table.  The 
Eucharist  is  a  remedy  for  our  daily  infirm- 
ities, and  we  must  ever  approach  it  in  order 
to  profit  by  its  efficacy  to  heal  our  souls." 
Veronica  was  filled  with  joy.  She  obeyed 
to  the  very  letter  all  that  her  superior 
commanded  her,  and  derived  the  most  ad- 
mirable graces  from  this  spirit  of  submis- 
sion. 

We  take  the  above  from  the  Hosier  de 
Marie.  The  life  of  Sister  Veronica  has 
not,  as  far  as  we  know,  been  translated  into 
English.  It  was  first  published  in  the 
"  Annales  de  la  Saintete  au  dix-neuvieme 
Siecle"  and  is  well  worth  translating. 


VERY  REV.  FATHER  SORIN,  has  handed 
us  a  letter  from  Cardinal  BARNABO,  of 
which  we  here  give  a  translation : 

"  VERY  REV.  FATHER  :  Your  letter,  dated 
the  20th  day  of  April  just  past,  together 
with  the  sum  of  1,000  francs  and  the  books 
intended  for  our  most  Holy  Father,  have 
been  received.  Moreover,  in  an  audience 
had  on  the  29th  day  of  the  said  month,  I 
took  occasion  to  present  both  to  the  Holy 
Father,  and  with  pleasure  hasten  to  in- 
form your  Reverence  of  the  gratitude  with 
which  his  Holiness  received  the  above 
named  present,  and  of  the  apostolic  ben- 
ediction granted  first  to  yourself  and 
next  to  all  those  who  favor  and  labor  in 
the  publication  of  the  Catholic  journal — 
the  AVE  MARIA — edited  by  your  care.  His 
Holiness  was  also  much  pleased  to  see  the 
new  form  [the  plate  for  the  cover]  in  which 
the  aforementioned  journal  has  lately  ap- 
peared, and  which  it  is  to  retain  in  future. 
Adding  to  this  good  will  of  the  Holy  Fa- 
ther towards  you,  the  expression  of  my 
own  esteem,  I  pray  God  to  grant  you  all 
blessings. 

"At  Rome,  from  the  Chamber  of  the  Sa- 
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cred  Congregation  of  the  Propagation  of 
the  Faith,  May  5th,  1869. 
"Your  Reverence's 

Most  obedient  servant, 

ALEX.  C.  BARNABO,  Prefect." 

To  VERY  REV.  FATHER  SORFN, 

Supr.  Gen.  of  the  Congregation  of  Holy 
Cross,  Mans. 

"  JOHN  SIMEONI,  Sec." 


TV  A.  H,  8 


OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART, 


FOUNDATION  OF  A  DAILY  MASS. 


The  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  which  has  already  so  much 
endeared  itself  to  thousands  of  Catholics 
in  the  United  States  although  established 
only  a  few  years  since,  seems  destined  to 
extend  more  the  coining  year  than  ever 
before. 

The  church,  which  we  have  already 
spoken  of,  will  be  commenced  this  year, 
and  the  celebration  of  a  daily  Mass  for  all 
those  who  subscribe  $50  towards  the  build- 
ing of  the  Sanctuary  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  has  already  been  commenced. 
We  refer  our  readers  to  an  article  on  the 
cover  concerning  the  Mass.  We  need  not 
urge  our  readers  to  come  forward  and  con- 
tribute generously  to  the  great  undertak- 
ing. We  hope  to  be  enabled  to  build  a 
church-edifice  worthy  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  The  love  for  our  Blessed 
Mother  that  is  in  the  hearts  of  all  will 
prompt  them  to  aid  in  the  erection  of  the 
church,  which  we  intend  to  make  a  glorious 
monument  to  attest  to  future  ages  the  de- 
votion in  America  to  Mary  in  the  middle 
of  the  19th  century. 

Rev.  Father  Granger  has  been  appointed 
Director  of  the  Association  at  Notre  Dame, 
and  all  letters  requesting  Masses,  novenas, 
prayers,  membership,  medals,  statues,  or 


otherwise  regarding  the  Association,  should 
henceforth  be  directed  to  him. 

The  weekly  Mass,  every  Thursday,  for- 
merly said  at  St.  Mary's,  will  hereafter  be 
said  in  the  chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  pertaining  to  the  novitiate  at  Notre 
Dame. 


Diocese  of  Fort  Wayne. 


CIRCULAR. 

An  installment  of  $3,500,  on  the  Orphan 
Asylum  will  become  due  the  19th  of  August 
next,  which  will  have  to  be  met.  As  the 
congregations  in  the  Diocese  are  the  only 
source  from  which  the  money  can  come,  I 
hereby  request  the  different  Pastors  to  use 
their  best  exertions  to  collect  the  sub- 
scriptions which  have  already  been  given 
for  this  purpose,  to  call  upon  those  also 
who  have  not  yet  signed  anything  to  con- 
tribute according  to  their  means,  and  to 
take  up  without  delay  the  subscription  for 
the  Asylum,  in  those  places  in  which  it  has 
not  as  yet  been  done. 

+  JOHN  HENRY, 
J3ishop  of  Fort  Wayne. 

FORT  WAYNE,  June  24,  1869. 


ST.  FRANCIS  OF  SALES  was  greatly  in 
favor  of  short  sermons,  and  often  remarked 
that  long  preaching  was  the  most  common 
fault  of  the  orators  of  his  time. 

"  Do  you,  then,"  said  I,  "  call  that  a 
fault,  and  call  dearth  what  in  fact  is 
abundance?" 

"  When  the  farm. "  he  replied,  "  produces 
a  great  deal  of  wood,  it  bears  the  least  of 
fruit.  A  multitude  of  words  does  not  al- 
ways produce  the  greatest  results.  Read 
the  homilies  and  sermons  of  the  Fathers — 
how  short !  and  yet  how  much  more  effica- 
cious than  ours !  Good  St.  Francis  has 
prescribed  by  rule  that  the  preachers  of 
bis  order  should  be  short.  Believe  me,  I 
speak  from  experience,  and  a  long  experi- 
nce,  indeed.  The  more  you  say,  the  less 
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will  they  carry  away ;  the  less  you  speak, 
the  more  will  they  profit.  By  overcharg- 
ing the  memory  of  the  hearers,  you  will 
demolish  it,  just  as  a  lamp  is  put  out  when 
we  pour  too  much  oil  into  it;  and  plants 
become  generally  rotten  by  watering  them 
too  much.  In  a  long  sermon,  the  conclu- 
sion makes  you  forget  the  middle,  and  the 
middle  the  beginning.  Preachers  who  are 
only  of  an  average  merit  will  become  ac- 
ceptable if  they  are  short,  and  those  who 
are  excellent  become  heavy  when  they  are 
too  long.  There  is  no  trait  so  hateful  in 
a  preacher  as  that  of  being  too  long." 


[Ave  Maria  from  Protestant  lips.] 

An  Evening  Song  of  Piedmont 


BY  SUMMER  LINCOLN   F  AIRFIELD. 


Ave  Maria  !  'tis  the  midnight  hour, 

The  starlight  wedding  of  the  earth  and  heaven, 
When  music  breathes  its  perfume  from  the  flower, 

And  high  revealings  to  the  heart  are  given ; 
Soft  o'er  the  meadows  steals  the  dewy  air — 

Like  dreams  of  bliss ;  the  deep  blue  ether  glows, 
And  the  stream  murmurs  round  its  islets  fair 

The  tender  night-song  of  a  charmed  repose. 

******* 
Ave  Maria!   'tis  the  hour  of  prayer, 

Of  hushed    communion   with    ourselves  and 

Heaven ; 
When  our  hearts  their  inmost  thoughts  declare — 

High,  pure,  far-searching,  like  the  light  of  even ; 
When  hope  becomes  fruition,  and  we  feel 

The  holy  earnest  of  eternal  peace, 
That  bids  our  pride  before  the  Omniscient  kneel, 

That  bids  our  wild  and  warring  passions  cease. 

Ave  Maria  !  soft  the  vesper  hymn 

Floats  through  the  cloisters  of  yon  holy  pile ; 
And,  'mid  the  stillness  of  the  night-watch  dim, 

Attendant  spirits  seem  to  hear  and  smile ! 
******** 
Ave  Maria  !  in  the  deep  pine- wood, 

On  the  clear  stream,  and  o'er  the  azure  sky, 
Bland  midnight  smiles,  and  starry  solitude 

Breathes  hope  in  every  breeze  that  wanders  by. 

over 
Ave  Maria  !  may  our  last  hour  come 

As  bright,  as  pure,  as  gentle,  Heaven !  as  this ! 
Let  faith  attend  us  smiling  to  the  tomb, 

And  life  and  death  are  both  the  heirs  of  bliss." 


Tbe  Church  in  Germany, 

At  the  beginning  of  the  present  century  the 
whole  of  the  Church  property,  some  five  hundred 
million  guldens  in  amount,  was  alienated  into  the 
hands  of  secular  princes,  for  the  most  part  Prot- 
estants, who,  despite  the  freedom  of  worship  prom- 
ised to  Catholics,  took  upon  themselves  to  direct 
them  and  interfere  with  them  in  a  variety  of  ways, 
publishing  decrees  which  were  directly  opposed  to 
the  laws  of  the  Church.  Matters  were  even 
pushed  so  far  that  in  1803  Wilderich,  Bishop  of 
Spires,  appalled  by  the  number  of  empty  sees,  the 
great  dearth  of  ecclesiastics,  and  the  un-Catholic 
spirit  it  was  sought  to  infuse  into  those  there 
were,  declared  he  thought  the  last  days  were  at 
hand  for  the  Church  in  Germany. 

How  changed  is  the  aspect  of  Church  affairs  at 
the  present  moment !  No  better  instance  of  this 
can  be  given  than  the  Catholic  Workmen's  Union 
(Katholische  Oesdlenverein),  under  whose  guidance 
seventy  thousand  men  of  the  working  classes  take 
their  stand  against  all  the  democratic  working 
men's  clubs,  and  form  a  nucleus  round  which  num- 
bers are  gathering  and  promise  to  regenerate  the 
whole  of  the  working  classes  of  the  country.  All 
kinds  of  artisans  everywhere  are  getting  up  these 
unions,  and  they  form  an  admirable  means  in  out- 
lying places  for  bringing  the  people  together  and 
enlightening  them  on  the  most  important  religious 
matters,  as  well  as  important  political  matters 
also,  and  enabling  them  to  see  the  emptiness  of 
the  oft-repeated  "Liberal"  phrases  and  boasts. 
Another  truly  national  institution  is  the  S.  Bon- 
ifaciusverein,  which  is  designed  to  provide  those 
of  our  Catholic  brethren  who  live  in  Protestant 
countries  with  Catholic  ministrations  and  teach- 
ing. Since  its  foundation,  in  1849,  it  has  dispensed 
no  less  than  882,675  thalers,  and  founded  two  hun- 
dred missions  and  schools;  its  income  for  1867  was 
84,649.  The  little  paper  called  the  Bonifacius-Uatt 
has  14,000  subscribers. 

Another  evidence  of  the  vitality  of  Catholicity 
in  Germany,  is  the  present  aspect  of  the  press. 
There  is  hardly  a  district  which  has  not  its  Cath- 
olic journal ;  true,  they  are  still  in  the  aggregate 
far  smaller  in  number  than  the  non  or  anti-relig- 
ious papers ;  but  still  it  is  a  great  advance  on  the 
state  of  things  twenty  years  ago,  when  you  might 
count  on  your  fingers  all  the  Catholic  papers  pub- 
lished throughout  the  country.  Again,  the  Frank- 
fort Catholic  Pamphlet  Society  numbers  twenty 
thousand  subscribers;  and  the  presses  of  Sartori, 
of  Vienna,  are  continually  occupied  with  pro- 
ducing similar  works  for  Austria. 

A  not  less  earnest  token  is  the  alacrity  with 
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which  the  calls  of  the  Peter's  Pence  Fund  have 
been  met  in  Germany  and  Austria,  if  even  not  to 
the  same  extent  as  Belgium  and  Holland.  But 
that  which  promises  most  for  the  future  is  the  de- 
velopment of  religious  orders  and  brotherhoods. 
Thus  in  Rhenish  Prussia  we  have  the  Sisters  of  St. 
Francis  (Franziskanerinnen),  who  look  after  the 
sick  and  poor  of  the  manufacturing  towns  in  their 
miserable  homes,  and  take  care  of  their  orphans, 
besides  "  the  Sisters  of  the  poor  Child  Jesus,"  who 
instruct  poor  girls  in  all  necessary  work.  Not  to 
be  too  lengthy  by  speaking  of  all  the  German 
States,  we  will  take  up  the  .instance  of  Bavaria. 
Here,  no  less  than  two  hundred  convents  and 
monasteries  were  plundered  and  suppressed  at  the 
beginning  of  the  century ;  and  in  1825  not  a  single 
religious  house  was  left.  And  now,  there  are 
four  hundred  and  forty-two  houses  of  women  alone, 
and  eighty-five  for  men.  That  these  new  begin- 
nings are  not  a  whit  behind  the  old  communities 
in  religious  zeal  is  to  be  inferred  from  the  fact 
that  these  are  no  sooner  formed  than  they  overflow 
into  other  fresh  foundations.  We  will  take  the 
Benedictine  Order  for  an  example. 

In  1830  two  ex-Benedictines  of  Andechs  re- 
turned to  their  old  empty  and  ruined  monastery, 
where  they  did  not  settle  down  without  first  en- 
countering a  fierce  struggle  with  the  Minister  of 
the  day,  who  was  no  good  friend  to  the  Church. 
By  the  year  1846,  however,  it  had  not  only  sent 
out  three  other  offshoots  in  different  parts  of  the 
country,  undertaken  the  care  of  three  seminaries 
and  five  parishes,  and  set  up  a  library  of  thirty 
thousand  volumes  and  a  mediaeval  museum,  but 
it  had  further  sent  out  laborers  to  the  diocese  of 
Pittsburg,  in  America,  where  they  founded  the 
house  of  St.  Vincent,  whence  other  offshoots  have 
been  founded,  numbering  together  three  hundred 
religious,  and  which  in  the  last  twenty  years  has 
trained  one  hundred  secular  priests.  For  the 
more  perfect  training  of  its  seminarists,  the  mon- 
astery of  St.  Vincent  has  likewise  a  branch  house 
in  Rome. — Tiroler  VolkxUatt. 


Canon  Manterola  on  Intolerance, 

In  the  recent  debate  in  the  Spanish  Cortes,  Canon 
Manterola  rebutted  the  false  charges  so  often  brought 
against  the  Church  in  regard  to  persecution. 

"Christianity  alone,"  he  said,  "has  been  intro- 
duced into  the  world  (mark  my  expression,  'intro- 
duced ;'  I  will  presently  speak  of  its  mode  of  defend- 
ing itself) — Christianity  alone  has  been  introduced 
i'.ito  the  world  without  shedding  any  blood  but  that 
of  its  martyrs.  All  false  religions  have  been  estab- 
lished by  spilling  the  blood  of  those  they  wished 


forcibly  to  convert.  This  is  a  well-known  fact ;  the 
Catholic  Church  has  been  established  by  the  death 
of  her  children,  not  by  the  slaughter  of  her  enemies. 
As  Tertullian  said :  '  Our  religion  consists  in  dying, 
not  in  killing.'  Thus  has  it  been  in  all  times,  and 
and  in  these  our  days  we  have  seen  Catholics  lay 
down  their  lives  for  their  religion  in  Cochin  China 
and  in  other  parts  of  the  globe.  Protestantism  deluged 
Germany  with  blood,  and,  having  done  the  same 
to  England,  anxious  to  obtain  a  footing  in  countries 
eminently  Catholic,  knocks  at  the  door  of  France 
and  Spain.  .  .  .  Catholic  nations  defended  them- 
selves against  the  aggressor.  And  can  it  be  sur- 
prising if  they  committed  excesses  in  repelling  the 
attack  of  the  enemy  ?  I  repeat,  I  do  not  commend 
the  rigor  of  Philip  II ;  I  condemn  the  massacre  of 
St.  Bartholomew,  I  condemn  the  many  acts  of  fanati- 
cism that  those  lamentable  times  witnessed.  Would 
that  they  might  never  return!  Thank  heaven, 
men's  habits  are  now  more  gentle  and  humane.  If 
we  now  examine  the  intolerance  and  abuses  of  the 
Catholic  Church— a  favorite  subject  of  the  modern 
press — we  shall  find  that  great  ignorance  is  displayed 
by  her  enemies  in  treating  of  this  matter.  All  that 
the  Church  did  was  to  impose  spiritual  penalties  on 
her  rebellious  children,  and  she  left  to  the  Catholic 
princes  the  duty  of  defending  the  State  directly,  and 
the  true  religion  indirectly,  against  crafty  and  tur- 
bulent heresies.  The  Church  never  counselled  kings 
to  frame  those  laws  which  authorized  the  burning 
of  heretics :  she  could  not  mollify  them,  for  they 
were  the  effects  of  ideas  that  men  held  in  those  days. 
And  are  there  not  many  ideas  nowadays  which 
exercise  a  fatal  influence  over  the  clearest  intellects? 
So  it  happened  at  that  period ;  men's  minds  were 
led  away  by  the  dominant  opinions.  I  repeat,  the 
Church  had  nothing  to  do  with  that  stern  code  of 
laws,  which,  I  might  almost  say,  was  worthy  of 
Darco.  She  did  not  frame  it ;  all  that  she  did  was 
to  decide  whether  such  or  such  a  one  was  a  heretic 
or  not,  whether  the  doctrine  he  taught  was  heretical 
or  orthodox,  nothing  more.  The  inquisition  among 
us  was  composed  of  the  two  elements — ecclesiastical 
and  civil.  It  was  the  civil  power  which  chastised; 
and  that  legislation  was  not  the  work  of  the  Church, 
but  of  the  kings  who  drew  it  up  for  their  own  de- 
fence. I  wish  to  draw  particular  attention  to  this; 
hence  it  is  that  I  repeat  it." —  Westminster  Gazette. 


WHILE  the  Pope  was  at  the  Chiesa  Nuova  on  St. 
Philip's  day,  the  decree  declaring  that  Ignatius  of 
Laconi  in  Sardinia,  lay  brother  in  a  Capucin  convent, 
"  exercised  in  a  heroic  degree  the  theological  and 
cardinal  virtues,  :ind  that  it  only  waits  the  proof  of 
miracles  to  raise  him  to  the  honor  of  the  altars," 
was  read  before  him  in  the  sacrist \.-Ibid. 
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Obituary, 


Convent  of  the  Visitation  B.  V.  M.,  Frederick, 
June  17, 1869. 

As  life-subscribers  to  the  valuable  little  Journal 
of  our  Blessed  Mother,  we  write  to  beg  the  promised 
suffrages  in  behalf  of  a  member  of  our  dear  Com- 
munity, Sister  Mary  Isabella  Luckens,  who  de- 
parted this  life  on  the  16th  inst. 

Thankful  for  the  aid  so  efficacious  in  hastening 
her  admission  to  the  home  of  the  blessed,  and  ap- 
preciating the  many  holy  prayers  in  which  we 
share,  we  remain  ever  gratefully  in  the  Sacred 
Hearts, 

THE  SISTERS  OF  THE  VISITATION  B.  V.  M. 


CHILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Uubaptized  One; 

—  OR,— 
THE  STORY  OF  THE  THREE  BAPTISMS. 

By  the  author  of  "  Blind  Agnese,"  "  Genevieve,"  etc. 

CHAPTER  III. 

Angelina  had  no  difficulty  in  finding  the 
river  which  led  to  the  settlement  of  the 
Christian  Indians  she  had  visited  before. 
Having  once  more  fastened  her  boat  to  the 
stump  of  a  tree,  she  pursued  her  way 
through  the  underwood,  taking  the  same 
path  she  had  previously  followed.  When 
she  reached  the  spot  which  opened  upon 
the  great  avenue  of  orange-trees,  she  found 
a  little  altar  had  been  erected  there,  cov- 
ered by  a  bright-colored  canopy,  and 
adorned  with  innumerable  flowers,  while 
the  hide  of  a  tiger  was  laid  as  a  carpet  on 
the  ground  before  it.  After  pausiug  a  mo- 
ment to  consider  what  this  might  mean, 
she  was  about  to  enter  the  great  avenue, 
when  her  steps  were  again  arrested  by 
surprise.  From  the  gates  of  the  church  to 
the  spot  where  she  stood,  the  ground  was 
thickly  carpeted  with  flowers,  arranged  in 
innumerable  pretty  devices,  among  which 
the  cross — the  sign  so  dear  to  the  heart 
of  the-  child — was  the  most  frequently 
recurring.  The  houses  of  the  Indians 
were  adorned  with  flags  and  crosses  ;  and 


before  most  of  them  were  placed  tables, 
covered  with  baskets  of  flowers  and  fruits, 
and  many  of  the  herbs  and  grain  of  the 
country.  Triumphal  arches  had  been 
erected  at  intervals  along  the  avenues :  they 
were  chiefly  formed  of  branches  of  the  or- 
ange-tree and  palm ;  but  Angelina  was  most 
surprised  to  behold  many  beautiful  birds, 
the  inhabitants  of  the  woods,  which  always 
flew  away  when  she  attempted  to  approach 
them,  now  fluttering,  tame,  and  apparently 
without  any  fear,  among  the  foliage  of  the 
trees.  She  did  not  know  that  the  Indians 
were  in  the  habit  of  catching  these  little 
creatures,  and  fastening  them  with  strings, 
that,  by  the  beauty  of  their  plumage  and 
and  variety  of  their  movements,  they  might 
adorn  the  arches  beneath  which  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  was  to  be  carried.  For  this 
was  the  feast  of  Corpus  Christi,  when  the 
Indians  ever  brought  all  that  they  had  of 
most  beautiful  and  precious  to  adorn  the 
path  over  which  their  divine  Redeemer 
was  to  come,  and  when  they  laid  the  fruit 
and  grain  of  the  earth  at  His  feet,  that  He 
migt  bless  them  as  He  passed  along. 

While  she  stood  gazing  on  this  scene 
with  astonishment  and  delight,  the  proces- 
sion of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  began  to 
issue  from  the  great  gates  of  the  church. 
First  came  the  men  and  women,  divided 
into  separate  bands;  then  (as  upon  Christ- 
mas-night) groups  of  young  children, 
dressed  in  white,  and  scattering  incense 
and  flowers ;  and  they  were  followed  by 
the  old  gray-haired  priest,  who  bore  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  beneath  a  canopy,  sup- 
ported by  a  number  of  white-robed  assist- 
ants. 

Angelina  could  hear  them  singing  a 
hymn  as  they  came  along,  though  she  was 
too  far  off  to  distinguish  the  following 
words : 

To  Thee,  O  God,  my  kindling  soul  aspires, 

The  only  object  of  its  true  desires ; 

The  first,  the  last,  the  only  joy  possest, 

That  fills  the  heart  and  satisfies  the  breast. 

Not  for  the  cherished  promise  Thou  hast  given 

Of  joys  which  find  eternity  in  heaven  ; 

Not  for  the  selfish  fear  of  hell,  which  rends 
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The  soul  of  him  who  'neath  Thy  anger  bends ! 
For  me,  an  Infant  in  the  crib  Thou  slept, 
For  me,  a  Suppliant  in  the  garden  wept, 
For  me,  upon  the  cross  Thou  once  didst  hang, 
Derision  added  to  each  dying  pang ; 
A  crown  of  thorns  press'd  tightly  on  that  brow 
Which  angels  tremble  as  they  gaze  on  now ! 
For  me,  the  reckless  spear  a  saving  tide 
Of  blood  and  water  forces  from  Thy  side ; 
Thy  spirit  bruised,  Thy  sacred  body  torn, 
For  me,  and  such  as  me,  Thou  once  didst  mourn, 
And  weep  for,  pray  for,  with  Thy  dying  breath, 
Till  tortures  left  Thee  in  the  arms  of  death ! 
Say,  can  Thy  sufferings  fail  to  win  my  heart, 
And  bid  vain  pleasure  from  its  shrine  depart? 
Oh,  let  it  linger  o'er  Thy  sacred  name, 
Kindle  its  wishes  in  Thy  heart  of  flame, 
Till  it  to  heaven  on  wings  of  love  aspires, 
And  in  a  torrent  of  delight  expires !  * 

When  the  hymn  ceased,  little  Angelina 
retreated  far  into  the  bushes  ;  for  she  saw 
that  the  procession  was  advancing  towards 
the  altar  near  which  she  had  been  stand- 
ing. But  she  need  not  have  attempted  to 
hide  herself;  for  the  good  Indians  were  too 
deeply  absorbed  in  the  solemnity  at  which 
they  were  assisting  to  have  time  to  ob- 
serve her  intrusion.  There  was  not  an 
idle  thought,  there  was  not  a  wandering 
eye,  among  all  that  multitude  of  people ; 
and  when  the  priest  laid  the  Blessed  Sa- 
crament on  the  altar  that  had  been  prepared 
for  its  reception,  they  knelt  around  him 
for  a  few  moments  in  voiceless  adoration. 
Then  the  voices  of  the  young  Indian  chil- 
dren, following  one  after  the  other,  mingled 
in  the  hymn  to  Jesus  hidden  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament. 

Jesus,  source  of  every  blessing, 
Jesus,  every  joy  possessing, 
Come  and  repose  upon  my  breast, 
And  make  Thy  hapless  creature  blest ! 

Oh,  silent,  silent,  soft,  and  slow, 

With  streams  of  love  our  breasts  o'erflow, 

And  in  its  waters  pure  and  deep 

Our  wearied  soul  and  senses  steep. 

Lost  in  the  solemn,  sweet  delight 
Of  holding  Thee,  my  Saviour  bright, 
My  spirit  faint  with  love  doth  say, 
Stay  with  us,  Jesus,  Jesus,  stay ! 


*  From  the  Hymn  of  St.  Francis  Xavier. 


And  silent,  silent,  soft,  and  slow, 
With  streams  of  love  our  breasts  o'erflow, 
And  in  its  waters  pure  and  deep 
Our  wearied  soul  and  senses  steep. 

Stay  with  Thy  children,  Jesus,  stay ! 
While  the  sun  goes  its  onward  way ; 
Stay  with  us,  Jesus,  when  the  night 
Pursues  its  course  through  stars  of  light. 

Still  silent,  silent,  soft,  and  slow, 
With  streams  of  love  our  breasts  o'erflow, 
And  in  its  waters  pure  and  deep 
Our  wearied  soul  and  senses  steep. 

Stay  with  us,  Jesus,  when  the  smile 
Of  joy  doth  all  our  steps  beguile; 
Stay  with  us,  Jesus,  when  we  weep 
With  Thee  on  Calvary's  mountain  steep. 

Still  silent,  silent,  soft,  and  slow, 
With  streams  of  love  our  breasts  o'crflow, 
And  in  its  waters  pure  and  deep 
Our  wearied  souls  and  senses  steep. 

Through  smiles  and  tears,  through  night  and  day, 
Stay  with  Thy  children,  Jesus,  stay ; 
And  when  we  bend  our  heads  in  death, 
Come  and  receive  our  parting  breath ! 

Then  silent,  silent,  soft,  and  slow, 
With  streams  of  love  our  hearts  o'erflow ; 
And  on  Thy  sweet  and  sacred  breast 
Let  us  repose  forever  blest ! 

Angelina  listened  to  the  voices  as  she 
would  have  listened  to  the  songs  of  the  an- 
gels in  heaven.  She  did  not  know  that 
the  people  were  bowed  in  prayer,  and  that 
the  priest  was  mingling  his  gray  hairs 
with  the  dust  in  prostrate  adoration  before 
the  Holy  of  holies,  who  reposed  on  the 
altar  before  him  ;  but  she  heard  the  name 
of  Jesus  on  the  lips  of  the  children,  and 
her  very  soul  confessed  the  sweetness  of 
His  presence.  Tears  streamed  from  her 
eyes — her  heart  seemed  melting  in  love  and 
joy  ;  and  there  was  not  a  more  fervent 
prayer  breathed  that  day  to  the  Saviour  of 
the  world  than  the  one  which  burst  from 
the  lips  of  the  little  unbaptized  one,  as 
she  unconsciously  whispered  her  favorite 
ejaculation  of  "  Sweet  Infant  Jesus,  love 
me,  I  pray  You  !"  She  was  so  rapt  in  her 
own  thoughts,  that  she  did  not  immedi- 
ately perceive  that  the  priest  had  removed 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  from  the  altar,  and, 
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followed  by  the  people,  had  proceeded 
down  the  avenue  towards  another  of  these 
little  chapels,  which  were  erected  at  dif- 
ferent intervals,  that  the  Christians  during 
the  procession  might  have  frequent  oppor- 
tunities of  adoring  their  divine  Jesus  on 
their  knees. 

When  she  looked  round,  therefore,  she 
found  herself  alone  ;  and,  not  daring  to 
follow  the  procession,  as  she  longed  to  do, 
she  stole  back  quietly  to  her  boat  and 
rowed  as  fast  as  she  could  towards  her 
island  home. 

When  Angelina  entered  the  hut,  s"he 
found  the  old  Indian  weeping  bitterly. 

"  And  what  is  the  matter  with  you,  my 
father?"  said  the  little  girl  affectionately; 
"  have  I  been  away  from  you  tocwlbng,  and 
have  you  fancied  any  evil  had  befallen  me?" 

"Alas,  not  so  !"  said  the  Indian  ;  "but 
I  am  very  ill,  and  I  fear  I  shall  die  with- 
out having  the  waters  of  baptism  poured 
on  my  head." 

"You  shall  not  die  without  them,"  said 
the  little  girl  innocently ;  "  I  will  pour 
them  on  your  head  myself,  my  father,  if  you 
will  but  tell  me  what  words  I  shall  say." 

"  That  will  not  do— that  will  not  do," 
said  the  old  Indian  ;  "  words  must  be  said, 
but  I  do  not  remember  what  words  they 
are  ;  and  I  shall  die  and  go  down  into  the 
dark  places,  where  the  wicked  Spaniards 
dwell,  and  where  the  white  Christ  never 
comes." 

And  at  this  thought  the  old  Indian  wept 
more  bitterly  than  ever ;  and  for  some 
minutes  poor  little  Angelina  stood  crying 
helplessly  beside  him.  But  a  sudden 
thought  crossed  her  mind,  and  she  ex- 
claimed, "  You  shall  not  die  without  the 
waters  of  baptism  ;  I  am  sure  the  old  man 
whom  I  saw  to-day  was  one  of  the  good 
black-robes  of  whom  you  speak,  and  I  will 
go  and  ask  him  to  come  to  you;  and  he 
certainly  will  do  so,  for  he  looks  verykind 
and  good." 

"It  is  too  late,"  said  the  old  Indian; 
"  for  the  sun  is  gone  down,  and  it  will  soon 
be  night  npon  the  waters." 

"I  shall  not  be  at  all  afraid  of  that," 


said  the  child,  earnestly ;  "  for  the  Cross 
of  Christ  will  be  in  the  heavens,  and  will 
light  me  on  the  way." 

"  But  you  may  fall  into  the  hands  of 
wicked  Spaniards,"  said  her  Indian  father, 
wavering  betwixt  his  anxiety  for  baptism 
and  his  fears  for  the  child;  "and  they  will 
put  you  into  prison,  and  treat  you  as  badly 
as  they  treated  me." 

"  And  if  they  do,"  said  the  child,  and  a 
flush  of  joy  lighted  up  her  face  as  she  spoke', 
"  the  black-robe  will  come  and  visit  me 
in  prison,  as  he  came  to  visit  you;  and  I 
will  say  to  him,  '  My  Indian  father  is  dy- 
ing in  the  woods,'  and  then  he  will  cer- 
tainly come  and  seek  you,  and  pour  the  wa- 
ters of  baptism  on  your  head." 

"  But  then  you  will  be  left  alone  in 
prison,"  said  the  Indian  ;  "  and  they  will 
beat  you,  and  put  chains  on  your  hands 
and  feet." 

"  But  I  shall  have  been  baptized,"  said 
the  child  with  great  simplicity;  "  and  the 
white  Christ  will  be  with  me  then,  and 
I  shall  be  very  happy." 

"Stay  at  least  till  morning,"  said  the  old 
man  ;  "  remain  with  me  during  the  night, 
lest  I  should  die  in  the  hours  of  darkness." 

Angelina  thought  this  would  be  the  best 
plan  ;  so  she  kindled  a  fire,  and  having  ta- 
ken her  scanty  supper,  she  prepared  to 
watch  by  the  old  Indian  during  the  night. 
She  took  care,  however,  to  place  a  gourd 
of  water  close  at  hand  ;  for  she  was  firmly 
resolved  to  pour  it  upon  him,  should  he  ap- 
pear to  grow  worse,  hoping  the  good  white 
Christ  might  consider  this  sufficient,  as  it 
was  not  in  her  power  to  summon  the  black- 
robe  for  that  purpose. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE  torch  of  faith,  if  it  be  not  lighted 
by  the  fire  of  charity,  will  never  last  long 
enough  to  guide  us  to  eternal  happiness. 
He  who  loves  not  God  cannot  love  him- 
self. There  is  no  true  virtue  without  char- 
ity ;  and  with  it,  there  grows  up  within  us 
every  perfection  which  can  belong  to  a 
mere  creature. — /St.  Bernard. 
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NO.  IX.-THE  PEECIOUS  BLOOD. 


The  Confraternity  of  the  Precious  Blood, 
in  consecrating  to  it  the  month  of  July, 
has  set  a  noble  example  to  all  Catholics. 
May  it  not  be  hoped  that  in  time  the 
"  Month  of  the  Precious  Blood  "  will  be 
universally  kept  in  the  Church,  so  that, 
even  as  the  most  tepid  are  influenced  by 
the  general  devotion  that  pervades  the 
two  preceding  months,  midsummer  will 
likewise  bring  its  glowing  beauties  an 
offering  to  this  sacred  source  of  all  good. 
"Do. not  those  crimson  flowers  represent 
to  us  the  bleeding  wounds  of  Jesus  ?"  was 
the  beautiful  exclamation  of  St.  Catherine 
of  Sienna,  distinguished  among  the  saints 
for  her  fervent  devotion  to-  the  sacred 
blood  of  Jesus,  "  which,"  in  the  words  of 
Pope  Clement  VI,  "  innocent  victim  as  He 
was,  He  poured  forth  on  the  altar  of  the 
Cross,  like  a  very  deluge,  not  in  a  single 
drop,  though  that,  from  its  union  with  the 
Word,  would  have  been  enough  for  the 
redemption  of  the  whole  race  of  man." 

There  is  indeed  something  peculiarly 
affecting  to  every  heart  in  this  devotion. 
In  all  climes  and  ages,  among  the  civil- 
ized and  refined,  the  savage  and  barbarous, 
the  giving  of  one's  blood  has  been  recog- 
nized as  the  one  unmistakable  proof  of  high- 
est love.  Whether  it  be  shed  by  friend 
for  his  friend,  by  the  patriot  for  his  coun- 
try by  the  martyr  for  his  God,  all  see  in 
this  a  tangible  proof  of  sincere,  generous 
devotedness,  and  pay  it  the  tribute  of 
sympathy,  admiration,  and  respectful,  if 


not  reverent,  homage.  We  may  care  little 
for  a  particular  cause,  for  a  foreign  land; 
yet  when  we  hear  of  those  who  died  for  it, 
how  the  bosom  swells  and  the  eye  fills 
with  unbidden  tears !  The  blood  of  its 
fallen  heroes  consecrates  that  land  forever 
in  our  memory.  Even  the  triumphant  en- 
emy treads  lightly  among  the  lowly  graves 
of  his  foes,  half  regretting  the  victory 
wrested  from  those  who  perished  for  it  in 
vain. 

"Souls  that  'loved  much'  your  native  land, 

Who  fought  and  died  therefor ! 
You  gave  your  strength,  your  brains,  your  arms, 
Your  blood — you  had  no  more !"  * 

And  religion, — what  would  it  be  without 
its  martyrs!  In  how  many  ways  is  their 
blood  the  seed  of  the  Church  ;  the  glorious, 
unanswerable  proof  of  the  truth  of  Christi- 
anity ;  the  clear,  persuasive  voice  still  giv- 
ing testimony  to  Christ,  centuries  after  it 
it  was  gladly  shed  for  Him.  The  infidel's 
sneer  vanishes,  the  philosopher's  reason- 
ing is  hushed,  before  a  martyr's  shrine. 
The  grandeur  of  his  sacrifice  atones  for 
his  superstition;  an  inward  sense  no  soph- 
istry can  delude,  appreciates,  for  the  mo- 
ment, his  heroism,  his  sincerity,  his  super- 
natural faith,  his  victory. 

"No  force  could  make  his  soul  relent; 

No  rocks  his  resolution  bend; 
Fearless  of  death,  he  gave  his  blood, 
And  now  reigns  with  his  Saviour  God."  f 

But  ah,  what  shall  be  said  of  One  whose 
sacrifice  as  far  exceeds  all  others  in  com- 
pleteness as  in  value;  of  Him  "  who  gave 
the  last  drop  of  His  Blood  to  give  value  to 


*  J.  Esten  Cooke. 

f  Hymn  for  the  Feast  of  a  Martyr. 
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one  drop  of  ours!"  The  Church  teaches 
each  of  us  to  say,  "  Thou  didst  shed  Thy 
sacred  Blood  for  the  love  of  me,  yes,  for 
love  of  me,  as  if  I  alone  were  in  existence." 
O  truly  precious  Blood,  how  well  may  it 
claim  from  all  a  month's  continual  offering 
of  praise  and  thanksgiving!  And  there 
seems  a  peculiar  fitness  in  thus  crowning, 
as  it  were,  the  preceding  devotions ;  for 
if  ardent  love  devotes  a  month  to  Mary,  it 
is  because  from  her  was  derived  the  sacred 
Blood  that  redeemed  us;  and  if  the  Heart 
of  Jesus  claims  the  offering  of  another 
month,  it  is  to  honor  the  eager,  impetuous 
love  with  which  that  adorable  Heart  ex- 
hausted itself  of  its  life-stream  for  those 
whom  it  loves  "unto  the  end." 

ACTS  OF  LOVE  AND  ADORAT*PN. 

Blessed  and  praised  for  evermore  be 
Jesus,  who  hath  saved  us  with  His  Blood. 

Blessed  and  exalted  be  the  Blood  of  Jesus, 
now  and  always,  and  through  all  eternity. 

All  blessings  have  been  purchased  for 
us,  O  loving  Jesus,  at  the  price  of  Thy 
sacred  Blood.  What  heart  could  refuse  to 
love  Thee,  what  tongue  to  praise  Thee? 
Let  us,  then,  invite  all  creatures  upon 
earth,  all  the  angels  and  saints,  andj  most 
'of  all,  our  dear  Mother  Mary,  to  praise, 
to  bless,  and  to  celebrate  worthily  Thy 
most  precious  Blood.  Glory  to  the  Blood 
of  Jesus!  Glory  to  the  Precious  Blood, 
throughout  all  ages. 

O  most  Precious  Blood  of  eternal  life, 
ransom  of  the  whole  universe,  bath  of  our 
souls  !  I  adore  thee  most  profoundly,  and 
desire,  as  far  as  it  is  in  my  power,  to  com- 
pensate thee  for  the  insults  thou  art  con- 
tinually receiving  from  men,  particularly 
from  those  who  dare  to  blaspheme  thee. 
O  balsam  beyond  price  !  grant  that  every 
heart  and  tongue  may  praise  and  magnify 
and  bless  thee  through  the  merits  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  now  and  ever,  unto  the  day 
of  eternity. 

OFFERING  OF  THE  PRECIOUS  BLOOD. 

Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  we  be- 
seech thee  to  offer  to  the  Eternal  Father 


the  precious  Blood  of  His  and  thy  beloved 
Son,  for  grace  to  prevent  the  commission  of 
some  mortal  sin  this  day,  (or  this  night,) 
that  the  Heart  of  our  dear  Lord  may  be 
spared  this  affliction.  [The  saintly  Father 
Faber  earnestly  recommended  an  aspira- 
tion of  this  kind  to  be  made  regularly  at 
morning  and  night  prayers.] 


The  Pilgrim  of  Sainte-Baume, 


Stern  solitude,  from  which  the  heart  recoils ! 

Portentous  cliffs  o'erhanging  paths — how  steep ! 

Loose  stones,  which  down  the  precipices  leap 

With  noi-ie  like  thunder,  to  my  pilgrim  toils 

Add  awful  apprehensions :  nature  foils 

My  eager  footstep,  forces  it  to  keep 

On  with  meek  fortitude — now  climb,  now  creep — 

If  I  would  clutch  the  desert's  thorny  spoils. 

Above,  perched  like  an  eagle's  eyrie,  soars 

The  chapel  of  Saint  Pilon,  giddy  height, 

With  dangers  bearded.     But  what  smiling  sight 

Now  cheers  my  fainting  vision  ?    Softest  floors 

Of  moving  verdure  stretching  far  below — 

Tops  of  gigantic  forests  moving  slow  ! 

Here,  then,  at  this  dread  altitude  sublime, 
Where  mortal  footsteps  falter,  dwelt  of  old 
That  Mary,  who^e  rare  beauty  had  been  sold 
For  transient  adulations,  things  of  time, 
The  softness  of  base  joys ;  till,  like  some  chime 
Of  bells  to  far  bells  answering,  when  men  told 
Of  Jesus,  with  her  locks  of  threaded  gold 
She  dried  His  feet  whose  love  forgave  her  crime. 
Thenceforth,  like  that  choice  vase  of  precious  nard 
She  broke  upon  His  head,  her  soul  gave  forth 
Its  odorous  sighs  for  Him  alone,  their  worth 
Exceeding  price ;  nor  deemed  this  way  too  hard 
By  which  her  Well-Beloved  called  her  feet 
To  follow  Him  to  His  own  banquet's  seat. 

E.  A.  S. 
Feast  of  St.  Mary  Magdalene. 

Saint  Mary's  Convent,  1868. 


ST.  FRANCIS  DE  SALES  often  advised  to 
read  the  lives  of  those  saints  who  have  lived 
in  circumstances  similar  to  our  own,  in  or- 
der to  imitate  them.  The  heroic  virtues  of 
the  saints  are  like  so  many  perfect  models, 
those  who  copy  them  will  attahi  a  degree 
of  excellence  according  as  they  approach 
the  perfection  of  the  models. 


AVE      MARIA 


451 


MARY   OUR   MODEL. 


MEDITATION. 

Prayer  is  of  two  kinds :  vocal  prayer, 
which  finds  utterance  in>  words,  and  mental 
prayer,  which  is  confined  to  the  mind,  and 
which  is  called  meditation.  This  last  nec- 
essarily implies  the  exercise  of  reflection. 

Both  these  kinds  of  prayer  are  so  natu- 
ral, useful,  necessary  and  full  ofxconsola- 
tion,  that  all  men  ought  to  practice  them 
with  eagerness  and  pleasure.  The  life  of 
the  soul  has  been  aptly  compared  to  the  life 
of  the  body,  which  cannot  exist  without 
breathing  the  vivifying  air,  and  it  has 
been  said  "Prayer  is  the  breath  of  the  soul." 
Meditation  is  in  reality  only  a  pious  col- 
loquy with  God  on  His  perfections,  ben- 
efits, and  precepts,  and  on  our  wretched- 
ness and  necessities,  in  order  to  excite  our- 
selves to  love  Him  more  and  serve  Him 
better. 

The  Blessed  Virgin,  whose  mind  was  so 
pure  and  upright,  knew  no  sweeter  con- 
versation than  this.  Is  it  not,  in  fact,  nat- 
ural for  a  daughter  to  take  pleasure  in 
conversing  with  the  best  of  fathers,  whose 
heart  is  open  to  her  own.  Should  not  this 
also  be  the  case  with  every  intelligence  not 
veiled  by  a  cloud,  and  with  every  will 
not  misled  by  an  evil  instinct?  Is  there 
an  object  more  worthy  of  our  contempla- 
tion than  the  Supreme  Being,  source  of  all 
truth,  beauty  and  good,  abyss  of  wisdom 
and  love,  Author  of  all  the  marvels  of  na- 
ture, one  of  which  in  itself  suffices  to  en- 
chant us,  and  final  End  of  all  things  ?  It  is 
difficult  to  conceive  how  we  can  without 
violence  detach  our  attention  from  Him,  to 
place  it  on  trifles  which  only  serve  to  amuse 
us.  Evidently,  were  we  not  benumbed  by 
sin,  and,  as  it  were,  buried  under  the  weight 
of  the  flesh,  we  should  make  meditation  on 
the  grandeur  of  God  our  normal  and  habit- 
ual occupation. 

We  must  not  then  be  astonished  that 
Mary  sought  her  greatest  pleasure  in  this 
exercise,  and  found  in  it  the  most  ineff- 


able charms.  But  we  may  well  be  sur- 
prised to  find  (what  we  cannot  too  much 
deplore)  that  many  Christian  souls  do  not 
regret  being  deprived  of  it,  nor  make  the 
slightest  effort  to  participate  in  it. 

For,  this  divine  source  of  light,  love  and 
life  is  open  to  all  without  any  distinction: 
"  Come  and  inebriate  thyself,  my  best  be- 
loved," says  the  holy  scripture.  Does  our 
nature  differ  from  that  of  the  saints,  who 
have  found  in  prayer  the  accomplishment  of 
an  oracle  of  Jesus  Christ?  "  Whoso  shall 
drink  of  this  water  shall  no  more  thirst, 
but  the  water  which  I  shall  give  him  shall 
spring  unto  life  eternal."  Why  should  we 
not  do  what  so  many  Christians,  women, 
young  girls,  and  children,  do  everyday? 
The  Holy  "Spirit  excludes  neither  condi- 
tion nor  age  from  this  source  of  grace. 
Can  we  bear  to  be  considered  more  want- 
ing in  heart  and  mind  than  all  these  serv- 
ants of  God? 

You  envy  the  lot  of  the  glorious  Virgin 
Mary,  who  had  under  her  own  eyes  in 
the  person  of  Jesus  the  object  at  once 
of  her  contemplation  and  her  love.  She 
saw  the  divinity  in  this  fondly  loved 
Child,  and  she  heard  the  words  which  is- 
sued from  His  adorable  mouth.  She  could 
press  Him  to  her  heart,  embrace  Him,  and  in- 
hale, so  to  speak,  in  His  breath  the  fires  of 
divine  love.  Jesus  in  her  arms  and  on  her 
breast  was  as  a  blazing  torch  which  burnt 
her  with  its  flame  and  filled  her  with  rav- 
ishing happiness.  All  this  is  so  true  that 
the  mere  thought  of  it  melts  our  own  hearts. 

But  do  we  not  also  possess  this  same 
Jesus  in  the  Holy  Eucharist?  Is  He  not 
as  really  present  in  it  as  He  was  in  the  arms 
of  Mary  ?  Can  we  not  draw  near  to  Him, 
converse  with  Him  heart  to  heart,  stretch 
out  our  arms  towards  Him  and  receive  Him 
into  our  breasts  ?  Does  He  not  join  Him- 
self to  us  in  the  most  intimate  manner  possi- 
ble in  the  Communion,  even  so  far  as  to 
render  us,  in  some  measure,  participators  of 
the  divine  nature?  What  then  did  the 
Blessed  Virgin  possess  more  than  we,  so  as 
justly  to  excite  our  envy,  when  we  except 
her  divine  maternity  ?  Ah  !  if  we  loved 


4:52 


AVE      MARIA. 


Him  as  she  loved  Him,  how  easy  and  de- 
lightful would  it  be  to  us  to  pass  whole 
hours  near  Him,  to  converse  with  Him,  to 
ask  Him  to  counsel  us  and  give  us  His 
grace,  to  confide  to  Him  our  troubles  and 
our  wants ;  in  short,  to  pour  out  our  soul  in- 
to His.  We  should  not  be  obliged  to  have 
recourse  to  set  forms  of  prayer  in  order  to 
address  Him.  Must  a  daughter  learn  by 
heart  the  words  she  would  address  to  her 
father,  or  does  she  suffer  any  embarrass- 
ment in  expressing  her  tenderness  for  him? 
Nature  inspires  her  and  bids  her  cast  her- 
self at  his  feet  or  into  his  arms,  either  to 
obtain  forgiveness  or  some  important  fa- 
vor from  him,  and  the  heart  does  all  the 
rest.  This  is  the  exact  image  of  a  pious 
soul  which  desires  to  rest  in  the  bosom  of 
Jesus. 

Ladies,  who  can  speak  the  language  of 
the  heart  better  than  you?  Who  experi- 
ence a  more  generous  desire  of  loving  God 
and  being  loved  by  Him  in  return?  Who 
then  can  more  easily  give  themselves  up 
to  the  holy  exercise  of  meditation,  and  who 
can  derive  more  exquisite  pleasure  from  it  ? 
Give  it  a  trial,  and  should  you  have  al- 
ready done  so  without  much  fruit,  recom- 
mence it  under  the  direction  of  some  ex- 
perienced person. 


FRIVOLOUS  EXCUSES. 

Persons  who  do  not  wish  to  give  them- 
selves the  trouble  of  habituating  themselves 
to  meditation,  never  fail  in  adducing  rea- 
sons to  serve  as  their  excuse.  But  really 
neither  character  nor  position  ever  render 
this  duty  impossible.  For  thought  is  es- 
sentially free,  and  prayer  knows  not  of  ob- 
stacles. Many  Christian  women  feel  deeply 
that  meditation  would  be  most  useful  to 
to  them  and  that  they  would  find  piety, 
strength,  and  consolation  in  its  exercise ;  but 
their  courage  fails  them  when  it  is  necessary 
to  begin.  All  invariably  excuse  themselves 
on  the  plea  of  multiplicity  of  occupations 

and  distractions,  as  Madame  E did  a 

few  days  since,  in  reference  to  her  prayers. 


"  How  can  you  expect  me  to  collect  my 
thoughts  in  the  morning?"  observed  an- 
other lady ;  "  my  husband  and  my  chil- 
dren scarcely  allow  me  time  to  say  my 
prayers;  it  is  just  then  that  they  have  so 
many  things  to  say  to  me." 

"  To  the  same  question  I  offer  the  same 
answer,  madame ;  get  up  an  hour  or  half  an 
hour  earlier,  while  your  husband  and  chil- 
dren still  sleep ;  then  you  will  be  able  to 
give  yourself  entirely  to  God." 

"  Why,  yes !  but  .  .  .  my  husband 
would  not  permit  that?" 

"What  difference  can  it  make  to  him? 
Besides,  I  am  sure  that  he  allows  you  to  do 
whatever  you  wish." 

"  By  no  means ;  a  married  woman  is  very 
dependent." 

"  Though  this  does  not  permit  your  dis- 
pensing with  your  husband's  permission, 
even  in  cases  which  touch  him  more  nearly, 
when  you  have  set  your  heart  on  anything." 

"He  will  fear  that  my  health  may  suffer." 

"  That  is  a  poor  excuse  !  when  he  sees 
that  the  morning  air  does  you  good,  that 
you  correct  your  failings,  that  you  become 
more  sweet-tempered,  more  obedient,  more 
patient ; — in  short,  more  perfect, — he  will 
love  you  more  than  ever." 

"  Then,  my  nature  is  so  subject  to  all  kinds 
of  distraction ;  that  kind  of  thing  tires 
and  wearies  me.  I  exert  my  brain  to  the 
utmost,  and  do  not  strike  out  an  idea  of  the 
slightest  importance." 

"  Pshaw  !  I  am  sure  that  you  have  never 
tried  seriously." 

"  Yes,  I  have,  but  never  with  success.  I 
have  only  to  wish  to  pray  and  meditate, 
and  a  crowd  of  distractions  rushes  into  my 
mind.  I  am  not  adapted  by  nature  for 
meditation." 

"  You  are  quite  wrong  in  this.  You  can 
reflect  wonderfully  well  when  any  subject 
strikes  you.  Have  I  not  seen  you  some- 
times absorbed  in  a  fixed  idea  from  which 
nothing  could  distract  you  ;  for  example, 
when  you  had  experienced  some  loss  or 
been  ill-treated  by  any  one?  You  medi- 
tate so  profoundly  on  the  cause  of  your 
annoyance  that  you  can  think  of  nothing 
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else,  and  allow  yourself  that  you  cannot 
get  the  subject  out  ot  your  head." 

"  What  do  you  infer  from  this?" 

"  That  you  could  meditate  equally  well  on 
your  eternal  interest,  on  your  sins,  on  the 
judgments  of  God,  on  future  rewards  and 
punishments,  if  you  cared  enough  about 
them  and  could  be  more  deeply  convinced 
of  the  importance  of  saving  your  soul." 

"  If  I  could  find  any  attraction  in  it !  But 
to  me  it  brings  nothing  but  weariness, — not 
the  least  consolation " 

"  Ah !  now  the  truth  comes  out.  You 
women  seek  nothing  but  sensual  devo- 
tion, pleasure,  enjoyment;  and  if  God  de- 
lays to  give  you  interior  consolation,  you 
abandon  Him  as  if  He  were  a  niggardly 
master." 

"  I  know  that  He  is  very  generous ;  but  I 
do  nofr  deserve  His  favors,  and  that  is  the 
reason  why  He  refuses  me  them." 

"  Say  rather  that  He  would  have  you  wait 
for  them,  and  purchase  Jihem  at  a  high 
price,  but  that  you  do  not  value  them  suf- 
ficiently to  undergo  this  inconvenience 
and  to  accept  His  conditions." 

"  Oh !  what  a  mean  idea  you  would  im- 
pute to  me  !  I  would  do  much  more,  if  I 
could  only  succeed." 

"Well,  well !  do  as  I  tell  you,  madame, 
and  you  will  succeed." 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BY    MRS.    ANNA   H.    DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

PATRICK  McCuE  AND  HIS  LETTERS. 

The  foreign  mail  was  in, — an  event  of 
not  very  frequent  occurrence  forty  years 
ago,  as  some  will  remember, — and  the  Bos- 
ton post-office  was  besieged  by  an  expect- 
ant crowd  which  extended  from  the  deliv- 
ery-window clear  out  to  the  sidewalk,  all 
jostling  and  shouldering  each  other  in  their 
eagerness  to  get  nearer  and  be  the  first  to 
receive  the  letters  they  hoped  for.  There 


were  faces  there  full  of  expectation — there 
were  faces  full  of  anxiety;  some  full  of 
dread — others  beaming  with  hope ;  the  oc- 
casion formed  a  crisis  in  the  moral  life  of 
many  of  them  out  of  which  their  real  na- 
tures looked  without  conventional  mask  or 
veil,  and  it  was  a  study  to  watch  the  eager 
countenances  of  them,  every  emotion  sud- 
denly intensified,  every  eye  moved  wistful 
as  the  delivery-window  was  thrown  open 
and  the  business  of  the  day  commenced. 
There  were  men  who  had  sent  ships  loaded 
with  priceless  cargoes  to  sea,  months  and 
months  ago,  who  had  had  no  tidings  from 
them, — ships  which  had  probably  gone 
down  in  some  of  the  terrific  storms  which 
had  swept  the  world's  waters  that  winter 
of  tempest  and  wreck, — and  now  they  stood 
waiting,  hoping  against  hope  for  tidings 
which  would  either  add  to  their  prosperity 
or  cripple  their  fortunes  for  years  to  come. 
There  were  others  who  had  sent  rich  ven- 
tures to  newly  opened  foreign  ports,  who 
knew  that  their  ships  had  been  spoken  at 
sea,  and  knew  that  they  were  homeward 
bound  with  stores  of  "  golden  fleece ;"  but 
weeks  stretching  into  months  had  passed 
since  they  were  due,  and  no  word  had  come 
up  from  the  "deep"  concerning  them. 
They  also  hoped  to  hear  news  of  their  ar- 
gosies ;  for  if  they  had  foundered  and  sunk 
it  meant  nothing  more  or  less  than  utter 
ruin  to  them.  There  were  others  waiting 
— whose  near  and  dear  ones  were  travelling 
abroad,  bearing  with  them  in  search  of 
health  the  fading,  perishing  darling  of  the 
household — who  now  stood  with  lips  firmly 
compressed,  and  bated  breath,  until  the 
crowd  thinned  out  a  little,  and  almost 
thankful  for  the  dolay  before  they  called 
for  the  letter  so  fraught  with  joy  or 
dole  to  them;  for  the  last  one  that  came 
told  of  increased  pallor  and  feebleness,  of 
quickened  breath,  and  cheeks  that  were 
growing  thinner  and  whiter  every  day. 
There  were  hard-faced,  keen-eyed  stock- 
and  money-brokers,  eager  for  news  from  the 
Bourse  and  London  Exchange;  here  were 
merchant-princes  who  had  branches  of  their 
business  in  Paris,  in  London,  in  Bremen, 
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in  Canton,  and  the  Brazils,  jostling  against 
editors  impatient  for  their  foreign  budget; 
there  were  women  whose  eyes  were  bright 
with  the  hope  of  hearing  good  news  from 
distant  relatives,  friends,  husbands,  bro- 
thers. Mixed  up  with  them  all  were  the 
poor  emigrants  mostly  from  Ireland  and 
Germany,  men  and  women  almost  dead 
with  homesickness  and  hungering  for  let- 
ters from  over  the  sea  as  they  had  never 
hungered  for  food. 

But  in  this  motley  crowd  there  was  only 
one  with  whom  we  have  to  do;  a  tall  round- 
shouldered  man  with  grizzly  red  hair  and 
beard,  who  was  plainly  dressed  in  gray 
frieze  and  held  a  square  basket  upon  his 
arm,  filled  with  packages, — a  basket  which 
provoked  many  a  sharp  and  mutt«red  oath 
from  those  with  whose  ribs  its  corners  came 
in  contact.  But  the  man  could  not  help 
it;  he  was  jammed  in  the  very  thick  of  the 
crowd,  and  although  he  was  better  than 
half  a  head  taller  than  any  there,  it  gave 
him  no  advantage  whatever,  unless  looking 
like  a  lighthouse  amidst  that  surging  sea 
effaces  could  be  called  one.  But  he  was 
a  good-humored  genius,  and  now  and  then 
his  jakes  full  of  pungency,  and  flavored 
with  a  generous  brogue,  created  roars  of 
laughter  around  him.  At  last,  by  dint  of 
watching  his  opportunity  and  edging  his 
way  an  inch  at  a  time,  he  got  to  the  win- 
dow, and  asked  the  tired,  perspiring  clerk 
if  there  was  a  letter  for  him. 

"Name?"  growled  the  clerk. 

"MisthressNoonaMcCue,  my  own  moth- 
er, God  bless  her,  at  Clanmoosie,  County 
Meath,  Ireland,"  answered  the  man. 

"  Is  the  letter  for  your  mother?" 

"  No,  faith  !  the  letter  I'm  expecting  is 
from  the  dear  ould  soul ;  and  I  shall  be 
sorely  disappinted  not  to  get  it !"  replied 
the  man,  taking  off  his  hat  to  mop  his  face. 

"And  what  in  the  d ,  what's  your  name, 

man?"  shouted  the  exasperated  clerk. 

"  Patrick  McCue's  my  name,  and  I'm  not 
ashamed  to  own  it !" 

"  Well  then,  here's  a  letter  for  you,  Pat- 
rick McCue ;  and  next  time  you  come  to 
inquire  for  a  letter,  tell  a  fellow  who  it  is 


to,  not  who  it  is  from !"  said  the  clerk, 
handing  him  a  letter,  but  not  the  one  he 
expected,  as  he  afterwards  found  out.  He 
could  not  get  out,  for  the  stream  of  people 
coming  in  was  steadily  increasing ;  so, 
literally  wedging  himself  back  in  an  angle 
of  the  wall,  and  thrusting  his  basket  down 
between  his  feet,  he,  all  impatient  to  hear 
from  the  "  old  mother  at  home,"  tore  open 
the  letter  and  run  his  eye  over  the  strange 
handwriting,  then  read  its  contents.  Won- 
der and  joy  struggled  together  in  his 
homely  countenance  as  he  read ;  then 
"  Glory  be  to  God  and  the  Blessed  Virgin  " 
burst  from  his  lips,  and  snatching  up  his 
basket,  which  he  hoisted  to  the  top  of  his 
head  that  he  might  get  through  the  crowd 
more  quickly,  while  he  held  his  letter  like 
some  sacred  trophy  to  his  breast,  he  forced 
his  way  towards  the  door. 

"Hilloa  there!"  shouted  the  clerk; 
"  here's  another  letter  for  Patrick  McCue. 
From  Ireland."* 

"  That's  from  the  mother  of  me — God 
bless  her.  Take  good  care  of  it,  your  honor ; 
I'll  be  round  for  it  this  evening !"  he  shout- 
ed back.  "  Converted  ! !  By  this  and  by 
that !  it's  aiqual  to  the  conversion  of  St. 
Paul :  may  he  be  promoted  in  glory.  Up 
there,  away  amongst  the  icebergs  and  snow, 
with  no  more  idea  of  the  holy  Catholic 
Faith  than  cannibals,  to  <be  converted,  and 
be  after  writin'  to  me  to  get  them  Catholic 
books !  It  bates  Bannagher.  And  they 
hatin'  the  sight  of  the  cross,  and  calling 
me  names,  and  talking  to  me  as  if  I  had- 
jest  come  up  through  the  earth  from  the 
middle  of  Chiny  and  had  never  heard  of 
Christianity  in  my  life.  Faith,  and  it'll 
do  me  good  to  send  them  books."  Patrick 
McCue  was  thinking  aloud ;  everybody 
around  him  heard  what  he  said,  and  thought 
him  crazy,  for  his  words  sounded  incohe- 
rent and  without  sense  to  them,  and  they 
moved  as  well  as  they  could  out  of  his  way, 
by  which  means  he  soon  reached  the  door. 

Of  course  you  remember  our  old  acquaint- 
ance, the  peddler?  It  was  really  he,  and 
the  letter  which  so  excited  him  was  the 
one  written  to  him  some  weeks  before  by 
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WolfertFlemming.  The  news  it  contained 
almost  overpowered  him  ;  it  seemed  noth- 
ing short  of  miraculous.  He  had  heard 
nothing  of  the  Flemmings  since  he  left 
their  house  months  ago,  and  although  he 
had  never  ceased  praying  for  their  conver- 
sion, the  recollection  of  their  hospitality 
and  kindness  was  always  embittered  by 
the  thought  of  their  deeply-rooted  hostil- 
ity to  his  Holy  Faith,  and  their  undisguised 
contempt  for  the  Cross  and  the  Pope.  And 
now  to  get  a  letter  from  the  grave,  stern 
Puritan  himself,  telling  him  that  "  he  was 
converted  to  the  Catholic  Faith,  and  there 
was  good  hope  for  thinking  his  entire  house- 
hold would  before  long  follow  his  example." 
"Why,"  said  Patrick  McCue  afterwards, 
"  it  gave  me  a  chill ;  and  you  might  have 
knocked  me  down  with  a  feather,  the  sur- 
prise of  it  made  me  so  wake."  But  Pat1- 
rick  happily  did  not  fall  over,  but  man- 
aged to  keep  his  feet  and  hold  on  to  his 
basket  beside,  until  finally  he  got  clear  of 
the  post-office  building  and  found  himself 
standing  in  the  street.  Here  he  rested  for 
a  moment  to  draw  in  a  few  breaths  of  the 
cold  wholesome  air,  then  hurried  away 
and  did  not  stop  until  he  came  to  a  church, 
the  door  of  which  being  open,  he  marched 
reverently  up  the  empty  aisle  towards  the 
rich  altar,  and,  prostrating  himself  before 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  offered  with  simple 
and  fervent  devotion  his  thanks  to  Al- 
mighty God  for  the  conversion  of  his  ben- 
efactors. Then  rising  he  crossed  over  to 
a  lateral  altar,  the  altar  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  where  he  again  knelt,  and,  like  a 
child  thanking  its  mother  for  some  unex- 
pected happiness,  poured  out  his  gratitude 
to  her  who  had  obtained  the  great  boon  of 
Faith  for  those  for  whom  he  had  been  so 
long  praying.  When  he  left  the  church 
there  were  great  drops  glistening  on  his 
grizzly  beard  which  looked  strangely  like 
tears ! 

"  Thanks  be  to  God  !"  said  Patrick  Mc- 
Cue, standing  at  the  church  door,  still 
holding  his  hat  in  his  hand  and  looking 
undecidedly  up  and  down  the  street ;  "  it 
is  the  wondherfullest  thing,  out  an'  out,  I 


ever  came  across,  and  I'm  most  at  my  wits' 
end."  Then  he  fell  to  thinking,  and  pres- 
ently exclaimed  with  a  radiant  counte- 
nance :  "  Now  I've  got  it,  surely  !  I'll  go 
sthraight  with  my  dilemma  to  the  Bishop — 
may  he  be  promoted  forever — and  get  the 
favor  of  him  to  put  down  a  list  of  the  right 
kind  of  books,  rale  convincing  tundherin' 
books,  that'll  knock  the  last  bits  of  heresy 
that's  left  in  thim  to  smithereens."  And 
full  of  a  zeal  and  joy  which  no  language 
on  earth  can  describe,  for  it  belonged  to 
the  realms  of  the  soul,  Patrick  McCue, 
still  lugging  his  basket  and  holding  the 
unfolded  letter  to  his  breast,  went  to  the 
Bishop's  house. 

It  was  not  a  "  palace,"  not  even  a  "  man- 
sion;" it  could  scarcely  be  dignified  with 
the  title  of  "  residence  ;"  it  was  simply  a 
plain  old  two-story  brick  house,  not  far 
from  the  cathedral,  whose  door-bell  the 
poor  and  humble  were  not  afraid  to  pull, 
whose  threshold  the  sorrowful  and  poverty- 
stricken  ones  of  his  flock  could  cross  with- 
out dread  of  pampered  servants  or  worldly 
grandeurs,  or  the  fear  of  a  rebuff  from  the 
prelate  who  was  indeed  their  good  shep- 
herd and  faithful  friend.  The  door  of  the 
dingy  little  library,  which  was  filled  with 
ancient  and  modern  lore  on  abstruse  ques- 
tions in  theology  and  philosophy,  and  many 
a  treatise  worth  its  weight  in  gold  even 
according  to  worldly  valuation,  rich  in 
volumes  collected  here  and  there  from  the 
old  monasteries  of  Europe  and  Asia,  some 
written  in  languages  almost  forgotten,  be- 
sides some  rare  relics  of  early  Christian  lit- 
erature— that  door  ever  opened  with  Chris- 
tianly  welcome,  admitted  the  lowly  as  well 
as  the  great,  the  si'iner  as  well  as  the  saint ; 
and  to  each  one  the  good  Bishop  listened 
patiently  and  sympathizingly  ;  and  how- 
ever great  the  needs  of  those  who  came 
to  him  for  counsel,  however  hopeless  those 
who  came  thither  for  aid,  none  ever  turned 
from  his  presence  without  consolation. 

"  Who  is  it,  Dan ?"  he  would  say,  looking 
up  perhaps  from  his  polyglot,  or  perhaps 
from  some  of  the  deep  sentences  of  Thomas 
Aquinas.  "Who  is  it?" 
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"  And  its  only  a  poor  beggar-woman  and 
a  boy,  Bishop;  hadn't  I  betther  tell  her 
how  busy  ye  are  ?"  returned  Dan. 

"  Tell  her  to  come  in,  poor  soul ;  then 
fetch  some  coals  in,  and  if  I  ring  my  bell 
bring  in  some  bread  and  meat,"  replied  the 
Bishop,  always  amused  at  Dan's  tricks  to 
secure  him  an  hour's  quiet  and  at  the  same 
time  save  the  household  expenses. 

"  Faith  !  I  don't  know  how  your  Grace  '11 
ever  get  through  them  hieroglyphics  if 
everybody — Tom,  Dick  and  Harry — 's  to 
come  upon  you  whinever  they  like  to,"  Dan 
would  mutter.  "  But  its  no  use.  I'll  take 
her  and  her  brats  in  ;  she'll  make  about  the 
twentieth  since  the  Bishop's  Mass ;  all 
comin',  comin',  to  impose  upon  the  soft 
heart  of  him,  and  keepin'  hinWfctript  of 
money,  and  wearing  old  clothes  not  fit  for 
a  scarecrow.  An'  I'll  get  the  bread  and 
mate  ready,  for  that  bell's  sure  to  ring." 

This  was  the  Bishop's  way,  and  this  was 
also  the  -way  of  his  old  major-domo,  Dan. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Life  of  Mother  Mary  Seraphine  F . 

(Continued  from  page  349.) 
Truly  might  it  be  said  of  this  holy  nun 
that  she  esteemed  the  duty  of  assisting 
the  dying  as  one  of  the  most  important 
of  her  superiority.  It  was  known  she  had 
received  a  special  grace  to  fulfil  this  pious 
office.  Her  presence  alone  was  enough  to 
give  calmness  to  those  suffering  from  alarms 
of  death  and  temptations. 

"Mother,"  said  a  sick  sister,  "I  suffer 
so  much,  I  fear  I  shall  lose  patience ;  be- 
seech our  Lord  to  give  me  a  little  ease." 
Mother  Seraphine, folding  her  hands,  prayed 
aloud  with  touching  earnestness,  and  at 
the  instant  the  sufferer  was  relieved. 

To  reassure  the  consciences  of  the  tim- 
orous, she  charged  herself  before  God  with 
the  faults  of  those  who  feared  they  yielded 
too  much  to  nature.  Visiting  the  sick  was 
her  first  and  last  duty  each  day:  "  It  is  your 
delight,"  her  daughters  would  say.  "  They 
touch  me  with  compassion,"  she  would  an- 


swer. "  The  poor  sick !  They  are  ex- 
cluded from  the  community ;  they  are  lonely 
and  suffering;  do  they  not  need  thatl  should 
come  to  comfort  them  ?"  She  was  often 
seen,  when  quite  old,  painfully  toiling  up 
the  stairs  to  escort  some  timid  postulant 
to  her  cell  at  night.  For  seven  years  she 
never  once  failed  to  visit  every  night  a  poor 
soul,  who,  in  addition  to  bodily  pains,  had 
to  endure  anguish  of  heart  and  soul  still 
more  insupportable;  never  once  did  she 
fail  in  this  charity,  though  often  to  fulfil 
it  she  had  to  struggle  against  the  drowsi- 
ness her  ceaseless  labors  caused.  The 
mere  blessing  of  her  devoted  superior  fre- 
quently sufficed  to  give  tranquillity  to  this 
poor  tired  soul,  and  to  obtain  for  her  body 
even  some  hours  of  quiet  repose.  Even 
during  her  retreats  she  never  wholly  re- 
mitted these  cares  for  this  sufferer,  and 
during  her  absence  from  the  monastery  she 
would  find  some  moments,  in  her  most 
hurried  journeys,  to  write  her  some  word 
of  encouragement.  What  she  did  for  this 
sister  is  but  an  example  of  what  she  did 
for  all  who  needed  her  aid;  and,  while  she 
soothed  their  pains,  helped  them  to  endure 
them  generously.  She  would  have  them 
not  only  practice  the  religious  virtues  of 
mortification,  poverty  and  obedience,  but 
taught  them  how  to  make  the  most  of  the 
little  occasions  for  offering  to  our  Lord 
the  evidences  of  fidelity,  love  and  conform- 
ity to  His  will.  She  taught  them  to  sup- 
ply, by  communion  with  the  divine  will, 
for  the  frequent  reception  of  Holy  Com- 
munion of  which  they  were  deprived  while 
in  the  infirmary;  and  while  bodily  repose 
was  enforced,  to  be  yet  more  zealous  to 
advance  in  interior  sacrifice  and  mortifica- 
tion. The  perseverance  with  which  she 
would  pray,  and  cause  others  to  pray,  for 
the  recovery  of  the  sick  sometimes  excited 
astonishment.  "  Why,  Mother,  don't  you 
want  us  ever  to  go  to  heaven  ?"  she  was 
asked.  But  this  holy  soul,  who  was  en- 
tirely detached  from  earth,  and  never 
dreamed  of  detaining  any  of  the  sisters  in 
this  land  of  exile  contrary  to  the  will  of 
God,  yet  knew  that  He  had  special  designs 
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for  each  of  His  spouses  ;  that  sickness  was 
often  sent  to  fortify  and  perfect  them  in 
virtue,  which  would  be  the  fruit  of  struggle 
and  sacrifice,  and  the  help  they  needed 
she  wished  to  obtain  by  prayer;  therefore 
for  all,  and  especially  for  those  who  had 
long  been  invalids,  she  would  ask  health, 
that  by  returning  to  the  regular  observance 
of  the  rule  with  renewed  vigor  they  might 
glorify  God  yet  more,  and  edify  and  advance 
their  institute.  Only  that  they  might  re- 
spond to  His  designs  did  she  desire  they 
might  recover. 

Her  letters,  and  the  words  of  encourage- 
ment she  addressed  to  the  sick,  are  full  of 
evidence  of  this  purpose  :  "  We  have  be- 
gun a  no  vena  to  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires  ; 
the  day  that  our  sisters  were  professed  I 
earnestly  desired  them  to  ask  your  cure 
while  they  lay  under  the  pall.  Do  not  lose, 
hope,  for  it  is  confidence  that  wins  all.  It 
is  with  these  feelings  that  we  pray,  yet 
always  conforming  ourselves  to  the  will 

of  God Oh,  how  I  wish  that  you 

may  employ  the  health  that  God  has  re- 
stored to  you  in  His  service  and  your  own 
sanctification !  .  .  .  .  Our  good  Master 
put  an  end,  I  hope,  to  your  sufferings,  that 
you  may  have  time  accorded  to  you  to  ac- 
quire the  perfection  He  demands  of  you. 
....  If  I  desire  that  our  Lord  may  re- 
store you  to  health,  it  is  not  so  much  for 
your  own  consolation,  as  for  His  glory 
and  the  service  of  your  neighbor,"  etc. 
At  times  it  seemed  certain  that  God  gave 
to  Sister  Seraphine  a  strong  assurance  of 
the  cure  of  some  of  the  sick  of  whose  re- 
covery the  attendant  physicians  had  lost 
all  hope.  Then,  in  her  ever  simple, 
straightforward  faith  she  would  pray  and 
make  others  pray,  without  ceasing,  for  it, 
knowing  God  would  grant  their  petitions, 
and  yet  that  He  would  be  humbly  entreat- 
ed to  hear  them. 

Before  narrating  the  events  of  the  last 
days  of  this  life,  so  beautiful  and  so  full 
before  God,  we  must  pause  "an  instant  to 
admire  how  He  hid  from  the  view  of  His 
chosen  spouse  the  favors  which  He  had 
heaped  upon  her,  and  the  merits  which 


she  had  acquired  by  her  faithful  corres- 
pondence to  grace.  Profound  humility 
was  the  barrier  which  opposed  the  entrance 
of  the  slightest  feeling  of  selfresteem, 
while  that  singleness  of  purpose  which 
prevented  all  reference  to  self  allowed  her 
to  recognize  the  designs  God  had  in 
using  her  for  the  good  of  others  to  her 
own  amazement.  "  Mother  Seraphine  is 
the  Magnificat  personified,"  said  one  who 
knew  her  well.  She  could  praise  God  in 
transports  of  gratitude,  repeating  contin- 
ually that  in  the  might  of  His  arm  He  had 
in  her  and  by  her  done  wonderful  works; 
while  she  abased  herself  by  a  supernatural 
sense  of  her  own  weakness,  she  yet  de- 
clared that  God,  in  His  mercy,  had  regard 
to  the  humility,  the  littleness,  the  abjection 
of  the  meanest  of  His  servants.  When 
about  to  leave  a  place  where  she  had  per- 
formed important  services  to  one  religious 
house,  to  go  to  another,  she  was  overheard 
the  preceding  night  entertaining  herself 
with  God :  "  My  God  !  it  is  Thou  who  send- 
estme;  it  is  not  for  me  to  refuse  ;  obedi- 
ence moves  me,  and  I  go  without  one  word 
because  it  is  Thou  who  doest  this.  When- 
ever Thou  wouldst  have  me  go,  I  go,  for  I 
oppose  not  Thy  will;  but  it  is  Thou  alone 
who  doest  the  work.  My  good  Jesus,  my 
good  Master,  Thou  conldst  find  those  more 
able  than  such  a  mean  little  creature  as  I 
am  for  such  great  works,  but  Thou  wiliest 
'to  use  me.  Blessed  be  Thou  a  thousand 
times,  O  my  Jesus,  and  Thy  holy  will  be 
done.  I  am  ready  for  all ;  I  see  only  Thy 
holy  will  in  all  and  above  all."  Once 
when  she  was  urged  to  give  an  account  of 
certain  events  in  which  she  had  borne  a 
part,  she  at  first  manifested  unwillingness 
to  speak;  but  some  one  saying:  "Mother, 
the  Psalmist  says — '  I  will  sing  forever  the 
mercies  of  the  Lord,'" — gratitude  opened 
her  heart,  and  she  complied  with  the  request, 
saying,  "  I  have  always  been  simply  an  in- 
strument of  God,  and  acted  with  others." 
Numerous  instances  could  be  given  of 
this  heartfelt  and  sincere  humility,  which 
she  desired,  as  she  recorded  in  her  resolu- 
tions written  during  retreats,  "  should  ani- 
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mate  all  her  thoughts,  guide  all  her  ac- 
tions," according  to  the  recommendation  of 
the  holy  founder  of  her  order.  Itis  literally 
true  to  say  her  entire  life  was  an  uninter- 
rupted exercise  of  humility.  No  one  could 
be  said  to  define  more  clearly  in  her  con- 
duct this  beautiful  maxim  of  the  rule: 
"  Let  her  who  is  the  superior  in  the  eyes 
of  man  and  of  God,  prostrate  herself  at 
the  feet  of  all." 

It  was  evident  at  such  times  as  she  oc- 
cupied the  lowest  rank  and  inferior  place, 
that  she  was  in  her  natural  element  in  a 
life  of  hiddenness  and  nothingness.  On 
one  of  her  feast-days  the  novices  had  pre- 
pared a  throne  for  her,  humble  and  simple 
enough,  but  even  this  wounded  her  mod- 
esty. "  Please  take  it  away,  my  children," 
she  urged ;  "  it  only  troubles  me  to  be  thus 
distinguished.  One  of  the  ordinary  chairs 
suffices;  or,  better  still,  a  stool;  or  if  you 
will  just  make  a  little  room  for  me  on  one 
of  the  benches  I  shall  feel  most  comfort- 
ably and  conveniently  placed  of  all." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


[tfroin  the  Baltimore  Mirror.] 

The  (Ecumenical  Council— Official  Letters 
from  Rome. 


COSTUME  FOR  THE  GENERAL  COUNCIL. 


The  Archbishop  of  Baltimore,  having  addressed 
letters  of  inquiry  to  the  proper  authorities  in  Rome 
in  regard  to  certain  points  interesting  to  the  Bish- 
ops of  these  States  who  propose  to  attend  the  ap- 
proaching General  Council  of  the  Vatican,  has 
been  favored  with  replies,  extracts  from  which, 
containing  all  that  is  of  practical  importance,  are 
here  subjoined,  chiefly  for  the  information  of  those 
Right  Rev.  Prelates  of  the  Province  who  expressed 
to  him  an  interest  in  the  subject  and  asked  his 
opinion.  It  may  be  added,  that  from  a  private  let- 
ter received  from  what  is  regarded  as  a  reliable 
source  in  Rome,  it  is  probable  that  each  Archbishop 
will  be  allowed  to  bring  or  appoint  one  theologian 
to  the  Council,  whose  name  will  not  appear  on  the 
Conciliary  Record.  So  soon  as  official  intelligence 
of  this  or  of  any  other  important  matter  connected 
with  the  Great  Council  will  be  received,  it  will  be 


promptly  published  for  the  information  of  those 
concerned. 

1.  In  reply  to  the  inquiry  whether  all  the  Bish- 
ops are  bound  to  assist  at  the  (Ecumenical  Council, 
Cardinal  Barnabo,  in  a  letter  dated  April  3d,  1869, 
answers : 

"  It  is  certain  and  not  to  be  doubted,  as  appears 
from  the  Bull  of  Convocation  itself,  that  every  Bish- 
op is  bound  to  be  present,  or,  where  he  cannot,  to 
appoint  an  Ecclesiastic  to  represent  him,  explaining 
at  the  same  time  the  legitimate  motives  which  pre- 
vent his  personal  attendance.  In  cases  in  which 
particular  circumstances  will  not  permit  a  Bishop 
to  absent  himself  from  his  Diocese,  the  Holy  Father 
has  expressed  himself  as  not  averse  to  granting  a 
dispensation.  It  is  however  necessary  that  the 
Bishop  should  make  special  application  for  dispen- 
sation to  his  Holiness  himself." 

2.  In  another  letter,  of  May  3d,  the  Cardinal  thus 
responds  to  certain  queries  in  regard  to  the  style  and 
material  of  the  ecclesiastical  costume  ordered,  in  a 
special  circular,  to  be  worn  by  the  Bishops  attend- 
ing the  Council — the  explanation  comes  from  the 
Monsignore  Prefetto  delle  Ceremonie  Pontificie : 

*'  In  the  first  place,  it  should  be  noted  that  in  the 
brief  instruction  transmitted  to  the  Bishops,  no 
mention  was  made  (industriosamente)  of  the  quality 
(material)  of  the  said  vestments  or  costume,  but  only 
of  the  form,  quoting  the  corresponding  paragraphs 
of  the  Roman  Ceremonial  (of  Bishops.)  It  is  true 
that  in  said  paragraphs  there  is  question  also  of  the 
quality,  but  nothing  is  said  in  the  instruction  on  the 
subject,  for  the  reason  that,  according  to  the  pre- 
vailing usage,  silk  is  excluded  on  the  day  of  Con- 
secration. However,  it  should  be  remarked  that 
according  to  the  usage  observed  in  Rome,  all  wear 
woolen  in  the  winter  on  account  of  the  cold ;  and 
that  the  Soutane,  Manteletta,  and  Mazetta  ought 
always  to  be  of  the  same  material,  that  is,  if  of  silk, 
all  of  silk,  and  vice  versa ;  and  that  moreover  in  re- 
gard to  the  Cappa,  Bishops  in  every  season  use 
woolen,  adding  over  it  furs  of  ermine  in  winter." 

The  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  having  written  to 
Lyons  in  regard  to  the  cost  of  different  articles  of 
costume  to  be  worn  by  Bishops  at  the  approaching 
General  Council,  has  received  the  following  reply 
through  the  Rev.  Sulpician  Fathers : 

Information  received  from  Lyons  about  the  ar- 
ticles required  at  the  General  Council : 

1st.  The  vestments  ordered  at  Lyons  will  be 
much  cheaper  than  those  ordered  at  Rome. 

2d.  The  material,  lama  d'or  or  lama  cfargent,  is 
made  at  Lyons  in  all  colors. 

3d.  A  cope  of  lama  d'or  or  lama  Sargent  of  the 
different  colors  will  cost  from  200  to  300f.,  all 
included. 
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In  half  gold  or  silver  thread,  it  will  cost  less  than 
half  the  above  sum. 

4th.  The  Cappa  magna,  cither  of  cashmere  or 
silk,  will  cost  from  200  to  300f.,  without  furs  (er- 
mine) ;  with  ermine  it  will  cost  300f.  more. 

5th.  His  Eminence  the  Cardinal  of  Lyons  is  will- 
ing to  lend  his  Cappa  magna  and  Roman  copes  for 
patterns. 

6th.  As  these  vestments  are  not  found  ready- 
made  at  Lyons,  it  will  be  necessary  to  order  them ; 
and  such  of  the  Right  Rev.  Bishops  as  desire  them 
would  do  well  to  give  their  orders  at  once,  to  find 
everything  ready  in  time. 

7th.  A  letter  directed  to  the  Rev.  Father  Pro- 
curator of  the  Grand  Seminaire  at  "  Lyons,  France," 
stating  size,  quality,  and  necessary  particulars,  will 
be  sufficient. 

8th.  To  secure  the  good  fitting  of  the  vestments, 
it  will  be  necessary  to  indicate  the  height  of  the 
Prelate,  and,  as  far  as  possible,  either  the  width  be- 
tween the  shoulders,  or,  still  better,  the  size  of  the 
cope  folded  into  halves,  which  may  be  cut  out  of 
thin  paper. 

Nota. — The  French  foot  is  equal  to  13  English 

inches. 

.  — '• *  »  •  »  » 

The  Burning  of  the  Church  of  the  Sisters 
of  Charity,  Quebec. 

JUNE  6,  1869. 

On  Sunday,  June  6th,  the  sun  rose  over  the 
heights  of  Quebec  with  all  his  accustomed  grandeur 
and  magnificence.  While  the  little  birds  poured 
out  their  morning  carols  over  the  neighboring 
valley,  he  tipped  the  summits  of  the  Laurentian 
hills  with  gold,  and  made  the  lofty  spire  that 
towers  over  the  church  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity 
sparkle  like  a  pillar  of  diamonds. 

At  half-past  five,  the  bell  swung  to  and  fro  on 
its  ponderous  axle;  its  blessed  sounds  blithely 
vibrated  on  the  morning's  fragrant  air,  and  sweetly 
re-echoed  in  the  wakeful  hearts  of  the  devout 
servants  of  Mary,  for  it  softly  sounded  the  Angdua 
Domini.  At  six,  it  again  sent  forth  a  melodious 
peal ;  and,  at  its  tuneful  bidding,  the  faithful  crossed 
the  threshold  of  their  doors  and  flocked  to  the  ven- 
erated sanctuary  of  their  heavenly  Queen, — little 
thinking  that  it  was  the  last  time  the  music  of  that 
bell  should  greet  their  ears,  and  its  soft  sounds 
should  awake  the  dewy  echoes  of  morning,  or 

"Go  forth  to  kiss  the  gun-clad  vale." 

Yet  it  was  the  last  time  the  portals  of  that 
beautiful  chapel  should  open  before  the  thronging 
multitude,  that  the  "Children  of  Mary"  should 
cluster  round  their  altar  of  predilection,  that  the 


pious  faithful  and  the  virgins  of  the  cloister  should 
bow  therein  in  lowly  adoration  to  their  Lord  and 
Saviour.  Two  hours  later,  but  two  short  hours, 
and  that  sacred  fane,  that  holy  temple,  was  wrapt 
in  flames.  Oh!  the  pang,  the  bitter  pang  that 
wrung  a  thousand  hearts  on  that  fine  Sunday  morn- 
ing, when  the  wild  alarm  sounded,  and  sent  its  sad 
message  afloat  on  the  matin  breeze.  "  The  chapel  of 
the  Sisters  is  on  fire,"  was  repeated  from  mouth  to 
mouth  and  from  ward  to  ward.  Hundreds,  thou- 
sands of  persons  rushed  to  the  scene  of  the  dis- 
aster, hoping  to  arrest  the  progress  of  the  con- 
flagration ;  but,  as  the  fire  originated  in  the  roof, 
and  the  whole  superior  part  of  the  building  had 
fallen  an  immediate  prey  to  the  flames,  they  were 
compelled  to  remain  almost  passive  spectators. 
Great  numbers,  however,  burst  into  the  church 
and  the  adjoining  apartments,  and,  notwithstand- 
ing the  burning  fragments  that  incessantly  fell, 
succeeded  in  saving  a  vast  quantity  of  the  most 
valuable  articles.  In  the  mean  time  the  devouring 
element  rolled  and  flamed  on  high ;  it  leaped  from 
turret  to  turret,  and  shot  from  side  to  side.  Dense 
coiumns  of  smoke  rolled  on  the  lurid  air,  and  sheets 
of  flame  burst  forth  from  every  window.  One  ob- 
ject in  particular  attracted  the  silent  gaze  of  the 
countless  spectators.  It  was  the  lofty  spire,  whose 
cross-mounted  summit  towered  two  hundred  feet 
above  their  heads.  All  its  base  had  been  con- 
sumed, save  the  thin  beams  that  supported  each 
side  of  its  slanting  height ;  yet  there  it  stood,  a 
majestic  ruin,  a  stupendous  mass  of  fire.  On  a 
sudden  a  loud  noise  was  heard ;  it  sounded  like  the 
crackling  of  a  beam.  Lo!  the  spire  inclines;  a 
moment  of  breathless  suspense  ensues.  A  thou- 
sand hearts  thrilled  with  dread  emotion,  for  a  hun- 
dred lives  were  imperilled.  A  moment  more,  and 
a  breath  of  wind  shakes  the  flaming  mass.  It 
slowly  bends,  like  the  tall  pine  on  the  mountain- 
side when  its  base  has  been  sapped  by  the  axe; 
another  crash  is  heard,  and  the  lofty  spire 

"  With  headlong  ruin,  thunders  down  amain." 

A  universal  shout  spontaneously  broke  forth  from 
twenty  thousand  hearts.  They  were  finally  re- 
lieved ;  no  victim  was  buried  beneath  the  fallen 
steeple,  no  serious  accident  occurred.  The  firemen, 
whose  endeavors  had  hitherto  been  paralyzed,  now 
rushed  with  reckless  impetuosity  to  stay  the  con- 
flagration. As  it  was  impossible  to  save  the  chapel, 
they  concentrated  their  efforts  on  the  convent  build- 
ings, and  resolved  at  all  hazards  to  save  that  vast 
and  beautiful  structure. 

Hours  flew  by,  and  the  flames  rolled  on  with  un- 
abating  fury.  Danger  was  imminent ;  stout  hearts 
were  full  of  misgivings;  but  the  prayers  of  the 
daughters  of  St.  Vincent  had  ascended  to  the  throne 
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of  the  Almighty.    The  convent  was  saved.    But  the 
chapel,  the  pride  of  our  city,  the  "  gem  of  peerless 
beauty,"  was  consumed  almost  to  a  cinder.    Sad  and 
harrowing  sight,  at  which  many  a  heart  contracted 
with  sorrow,  and  many  an  eye  dropped  a  burning 
tear!     Crowds  came  and  went;   evening  at  last 
descended  and  threw  her  embrowned  mantle  over 
earth.    The  tide  of  spectators  gradually  ebbed,  and 
soon  all  was  hushed  in  silence.    Oh !  the  scene  that 
then  presented  itself  to  the  eye  of  the  beholder.  Four 
lofty  and  half-consumed  walls  gloomily  towered 
there,  like  the  mouldering  ruins  of  some  great  medi- 
aeval pile ;  the  rising  moon  poured  her  silvery  rays 
through  all  the  openings,  and  dimly  lighted  up  the 
blackened  heap  of  ruins;    the   cool  night-breeze 
mournfully  sighed  amidst  the  broken  cornices  and 
shattered  colonnades,  while  the  little  swallow  anx- 
iously looking  for  her  nest  twittered  as  never  she 
had  done  before.    Ever  and  anon  the  deep  noc- 
turnal silence  was  broken  by  the  harsjj*sound  of  a 
sheet  of  tin  grating  against  the  walls,  or  by  the 
heavy  fall  of  some  stone  dislodged  from  the  smoul- 
dering mass.    This  scene  recalled  that  kindred  one, 
so  graphically  described  by  the  Scottish  bard  in 
the  "  Lay  of  the  last  minstrel."    As  we  gazed  upon 
that  ruined  chapel,  in  which  we  were  wont  to 
listen  to  the  praises  of  the  Lord  sung  by  the  mellow 
voices  of  its  virgin  inmates,  a  sigh  involuntarily 
escaped  from  our  saddened  heart  and  an  unbidden 
tear  stole  down  our  cheeks.    The  desolating  scene 
before  us  formed  so  chilling  a  contrast  with  the 
golden  memories  of  yesterday  that  we  could  not 
restrain  our  emotion ;  and,  as  we  reluctantly  with 
drew,  we  repeated  to  ourselves  with  the  melan- 
choly author  of  "The  Martyrs":  "Man himself  is 
but  a  decayed  edifice;    his  lukewarm  love,    his 
wavering  faith,    his   limited   charity,  his   broken 
heart, — in  short  all  things  about  him  are  but  ruins." 
This  sad  disaster,  so  keenly  felt  by  every  one, 
has  elicited  for  the  Sisters  of  Charity  the  warmest 
expressions  of  sympathy  of  all,  irrespective  of  pro- 
fession or  creed.    It  is  indeed  refreshing  to  hear 
the  spontaneous  and  well-merited  encomiums  be 
stowed  upon  those  devoted  ladies  by  every  one. 
It  is  indeed  consoling  for  a  Catholic  heart  to  see 
one  of  the  noblest  institutions  in  the  Church,  one 
of  the  purest  and  loftiest  ideals  of  heroism,  un- 
dreamt of  by  the  poets  and  sages  of  old,  the  com- 
mon theme  of  praise  for  the  Catholic  and  Protest 
ant,  the  believer  and  unbeliever.     Truly  has   a 
celebrated  writer  said :  "  There  is,  in  true  virtue 
something  open  and  ingenuous,  which  no  art  can 
counterfeit  and  which  can  never  be  mistaken." 

The  liberality  of  the  faithful,  which,  like  the 
Lydian  river  mentioned  by  the  Greek  rhapsodists 
rolls  its  gifts  of  gold,  has  munificently  come  to  the 


irch, 

like  the  fabled  bird  of  the  poets,  is  rising  from  its 
ashes.  The  charred  walls  are  hourly  decreasing, 
and  a  more  cheery  prospect  greets  the  eye  of  the 
itinerant  spectator.  One  would  almost  say  that 
the  enchanting  Amphion  is  nestling  in  some 
corner,  so  sweetly  and  rapidly  does  the  work  of 
reconstruction  progress.  A  few  months  more  and 
we  trust  the  hallowed  sanctuary  will  be  restored 
to  its  pristine  beauty,  and  will  open  anew  its  portals 
to  receive  the  flocking  crowds  of  the  "  Children  of 
Mary."  Then  shall  we  again  hear  the  devoted 
daughters  of  St.  Vincent  and  the  jubilant  faithful 
commingle  their  voices  in  a  canticle  of  thanksgiv- 
ing to  Him  "  who  reneweth  the  face  of  the  earth." 
QUEBEC,  June  10th,  1869. 


Occanica. 

The  Marquesas  and  Gambler  Islands,  and 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

i. 

SITUATION  or  THE  MARQUESAS. 
The  marvellous  conversion  of  Easter 
Island,  that  dear  and  highly  favored 
island  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
has  already  more  than  once  attracted  the 
hearts  of  our  associates  towards  the,  as  yet, 
imperfectly  known  shores  of  Oceanica. 
The  country  however  of  our  interesting  J£a- 
nacs  is  but  the  extreme  corner  of  this  ex- 
tensive portion  of  the  globe,  its  furthest 
inhabited  rock,  and  the  Queen  of  the  Heart 
of  Jesus,  not  being  willing  to  content  her- 
self with  this  single  conquest,  we  are  bound 
in  the  present  day,  under  her  sweet  gui- 
dance, to  become  better  acquainted  with 
these  distant  regions. 

In  the  bosom  of  the  great  ocean  there 
extends,  on  a  line  of  three  thousand 
leagues,  a  vast  archipelago,  a  perfect  laby- 
rinth of  islands,  among  which  we  remark 
about  twenty  of  considerable  magnitude, 
and  an  innumerable  quantity  of  smaller 
ones.  Here  are  situated  the  Gambier, 
Society  and  Sandwich  Islands,  as  also 
the  Marquesas.  Though  many  hundred 
leagues  distant  from  Easter  Island,  these 
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little  regions  are  united  with  it  by  a  spir- 
itual bond,  which  establishes  them  <is  one 
and  the  same  family,  under  the  direction  of 
the  Missionaries  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus 
and  Mary.  It  is  therefore  only  just  that 
one  amongst  them,  and  that  the  one  most 
recently  discovered,  having  been  called 
to  the  faith  in  so  striking  a  manner,  the 
rest  should  rejoice  in  the  event,  and,  actua- 
ted by  feelings  of  holy  jealousy,  should 
claim  for  themselves  also  the  high  privi- 
lege of  being  dedicated  to  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  This  has  in  fact  taken  place, 
attended  by  results  and  accompanied  by 
circumstances  which  reveal  the  handiwork 
of  Mary. 

ii. 

Dedication  of  the  Marquesas  and  Gambler 

Islands  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

Its  first  Effects. 

On  the  20th  of  March,  1869,  Very  Rev- 
erend Father  Simeon  de  Monteil,  Mission- 
ary of  the  Sacred  Heart,  wrote  us  the  fol- 
lowing lines  :  "  If  Easter  Island  owes  its 
conversion  to  the  Queen  of  the  Heart  of 
Jesus,  are  we  not  bound  to  hope  that  our 
good  Mother  will  deign  to  regard  with 
favorable  eyes  the  rest  of  the  heathen 
islands  ?  No  doubt,  my  Reverend  Father ; 
and  it  is  in  the  name  and  at  the  humble 
request  of  our  Superior-General  that  we 
beseech  you  to  affiliate  the  Mai-quesas  to 
your  Archc  on  fraternity  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart.  Ah  !  how  much  I  should  be 
able  to  tell  you  about  these  unfortunate 
islands." 

The  melancholy  picture  drawn  by  this 
venerable  missionary  of  this  wretched  pop- 
ulation, still  for  the  most  part  savage,  of 
the  almost  insurmountable  obstacles  which 
the  doctrine  of  the  Gospel  encountered 
amongst  it,  of  the  zeal  displayed  by  the 
"  (Euvre  Apostolique"  in  Paris,  in  subscrib- 
ing a  sum  of  250  francs  for  a  statue  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  to  be  sent  to  the 
Island  of  Dominica,  the  largest  of  the 
Marquesas,  all  this  made  it  our  duty  to  rec- 
ommend most  warmly  the  claims  of  this 
most  important  mission  at  one  of  our  pub- 
lic meetings  of  associates  at  Issoudun. 


Thursday,  the  1st  of  April,  was  the  day 
chosen  by  us  to  fulfil  this  great  wish  of 
our  hearts.  All  the  facts  which  we  brought 
forward  connected  with  this  subject  made 
a  deep  impression  upon  a  most  attentive 
audience. 

The  "Children  of  the  Little  Work," 
those  little  missionaries  still  in  the  bloom 
of  childhood,  who  happened  to  be  on  a  pil- 
grimage the  same  day,  were  vexed  to 
think  they  were  still  so  young,  as  this 
prevented  their  flying  to  those  regions 
and  bearing  their  part  in  the  glorious 
labor  of  those  apostles  whose  difficulties 
and  privations  we  were  engaged  in  re- 
counting. There  were  tears  in  many  eyes, 
and  the  prayers  with  which  the  meeting 
was  closed  were  poured  forth  fervently 
from  every  heart. 

We,  in  the  name  of  their  Superior  Gen- 
eral, consecrated  these  missions  to  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  every 
one  fancied  this  was  being  done  without 
the  knowledge  of  the  missionaries  of 
Oceanica.  But  hearts  understand  each 
other  even  when  far  apart,  and  we  give  be- 
low what  we  heard  shortly  afterwards, 
and  which  struck  us  as  being  extremely 
singular. 

The  day  after  the  meeting, — Friday,  the 
second  of  April, — a  missionary  from  Ota- 
heite  arrived  in  Paris,  at  the  house  of 
his  Society  in  the  Rue  Picpus,  and  brought 
the  following  consolatory  intelligence, 
which  was  obligingly  transmitted  to  us 
immediately.  In  the  Gambier  Islands,  the 
most  truly  pious  and  Christian  regions 
of  Oceanica,  the  spirit  of  evil,  the  en- 
emy of  the  works  of  God,  had  hit  upon  a 
device  very  capable  of  ruining  the  wel- 
fare of  the  mission. 

Grave  fears  were  entertained,  and  the 
danger  appeared  to  be  very  serious.  The 
missionaries  addressed  themselves  to  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sac  red  Heart,  the  advocate  of  all 
causes  seemingly  desperate,  and  dedicated 
their  mission  to  her.  "  Well,"  the  Rev. 
Father  de  Monteil  informs  us  in  his  letter, 
"  the  dear  missionary  from  Otaheite  re- 
lated to  us  that  the  very  day  on  which 
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the  missionaries  confided  their  Gambier 
Islands  to  the  protection  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  the  cause  of  so  many  serious 
dangers  was  removed,  contrary  to  all  ex- 
pectation. Since  that  time  they  have  been 
cheerful  and  happy,  though  they  cannot  but 
deeply  deplore  the  scourge  of  consumption 
which  devours  their  population." 

Is  there  not  in  this,  dear  associates,  a 
further  motive  to  encourage  you  in  re- 
uniting your  most  fervent  prayers,  your 
most  holy  Communions,  and  your  noblest 
works  of  charity,  in  order  that  Mary  may 
most  fully  extend  her  powerful  protection 
to  the  people  of  Oceanica? 


Church  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
at  Notre  Dame,  hid, 


The  design  we  have  of  building  a  church 
dedicated  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
was  heartily  approved  by  Very  Rev.  Father 
Sorin.  He  speaks  of  it  in  the  following 
terms  in  a  letter  written  last  winter  in  Paris, 
but  which  only  lately  came  to  our  hands : 

"  VERY  REV.  FATHER  PROVINCIAL  : — You 
are  aware  already  of  my  great  desire  to  see 
the  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  increasing,  gaining  ground,  invad- 
ing, as  it  were,  our  adopted  and  beloved 
land.  It  is  so  consoling  to  see  how  speed- 
ily and  sweetly  it  has  in  a  few  years  liter- 
ally covered  the  whole  kingdom  here,  and 
almost  every  part  of  Europe.  I  am  indeed 
heartily  delighted  to  hear  that  our  favorite 
design  of  building  a  new  church  in  her 
special  honor  is  finally  to  be  realized. 
You  may  rest  assured  it  will  be  blessed 
from  above,  and  prove  a  source  of  blessings 
for  the  Community  and  all  pious  souls  who 
shall  take  an  active  part  in  the  undertak- 
ing. It  will  require  some  exertions;  but 
you  must  not  be  frightened  at  the  magni- 
tude of  the  task;  you  cannot  spend  your 
energies  in  a  holier  work,  nor  rear  a  mon- 
ument more  acceptable  to  our  glorious 
Queen.  Therefore,  you  have  not  only  my 
full  consent,  but  my  warm  encouragement 


to  go  on  with  the  work.  Nothing  will  cheer 
my  heart  more  sensibly  when  I  returntiext 
May,  than  to  see  that  you  have  already  be- 
gun in  earnest  a  monument  which  will  be 
an  inexhaustible  source  of  joy  for  all  the 
children  of  our  blessed  Mother  in  the  land. 

"  You  must  not  imagine  that  I  can  ever 
fail  in  interest  for  the  cause  of  religion  in 
the  United  States.  The  solicitude  with 
which  I  watch  all  your  movements  since 
I  reached  France,  again  proves  to  me,  bet- 
ter than  any  argument,  how  deeply  all  my 
affections  are  centred  upon  the  spot  where 
I  have  labored  so  long. 

"  I  have  formed  a  plan  by  which,  I  trust, 
I  shall  soon  show  you  a  substantial  and 
lasting  mark  of  my  abiding  devotedness 
towards  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  at 
Notre  Dame.  Pray,  hasten  to  build  her 
a  church  not  unworthy  of  her  patronage. 
I  will  come  in  the  end  and  do  my  own  share. 
"  Yours,  &c.,  E.  SORIN." 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One; 

—  OR, — 
THE  STORY  OF  THE  THEEE  BAPTISMS. 


By  the  author  of  "  Blind  Agnese,"  "  Genevieve,"  etc. 

CHAPTER  III.— (Continued.) 
The  old  man  remained  pretty  quiet  dur- 
ing the  night;  and  with  the  first  dawn  of 
light  Angelina  was  in  her  boat,  and  on  her 
way  to  the  reduction  of  Loretto,  which 
was  the  name  the  Jesuit  missionary  had 
given  to  the  colony  of  Indians  she  had  vis- 
ited the  day  before.  She  met  no  one  as 
she  walked  through  the  village;  for  the 
Indians  had  long  since  left  the  church, 
and  gone  to  their  labor  in  the  fields.  Lit- 
tle Angelina  never  thought  of  inquiring 
for  the  priest  at  any  of  the  houses.  The 
Indian  had  assured  her  that  the  large  build- 
ing she  described  to  him  must  be  what  the 
Spaniards  called  the  house  of  God;  and 
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she  therefore  concluded  it  must  likewise 
be  the  dwelling-place  of  his  servant  the 
black-robe.  She  went,  therefore,  straight 
to  the  church.  It  happened  curiously 
enough  that  a  baptism  took  place  that  day, 
and  the  priest  and  many  people  were  stand- 
ing round  the  baptismal  font  when  she  en- 
tered. Angelina  crept  as  close  to  the  party 
as  she  could  do  without  being  observed, 
and  waited  with  great  patience  during 
the  preceding  prayers ;  but  when  she  saw 
the  priest  actually  take  water  and  pour  it 
on  the  head  of  the  child,  her  heart  bounded 
with  joy,  and  she  burst  into  tears  of  delight. 
She  wept  long  and  silently;  for  the  recol- 
lection that  she  herself  was  still  an  un- 
baptized  one  soon  saddened  her  soul,  and 
hers  were  no  longer  tears  of  gladness.  At 
last  she  felt  some  one  touch  her  on  the 
shoulder;  she  looked  up,  and  saw  the 
black-robe  standing  beside  her,  with  a  look 
full  of  benevolent  kindness  in  his  eyes. 

"  Why  do  you  weep,  my  child?"  he  said, 
addressing  her  in  the  Spanish  language; 
for  he  concluded  from  her  fair  face  that 
she  must  be  of  European  origin. 

"Because  I  am  Angelina,  the  unbaptized 
one,"  said  she,  answering  him  at  once, 
with  the  perfect  simplicity  and  fearlessness 
of  her  nature. 

"But  how  do  you  know  you-  are  unbap- 
tized, my  child?"  said  the  priest,  who  was 
very  much  astonished  at  her  answer. 

"My  mother  wept  over  me  in  dying,  be- 
cause I  had  not  been  made  a  child  of  the 
white  Christ;  and  she  bade  my  Indian 
father  take  me  to  the  black-robed  servant 
of  her  God,  and  say  to  him,  "This  is  An- 
gelina, the  unbaptized  one." 

"  Has  your  father  brought  you  hither  for 
that  purpose?"  asked  the  missionary,  look- 
ing round  the  church  to  ascertain  if  she 
had  a  companion. 

"Not  so,"  said  Angelina,  weeping  at 
the  recollection  of  her  father;  "my  In<li;m 
father  is  dying  in  the  woods,  and  I  came 
here  to  beg  you  to  make  him  a  child  of  the 
white  Christ  before  he  departs." 

"Willingly,"  said  the  old  priest;  "in 
the  name  of  Jesus  let  us  seek  him  directly." 


But  on  hearing  this  sacred  name,  An- 
gelina fell  on  her  knees,  and  with  her 
head  bowed  down  to  the  pavement,  she 
said,  "Sweet  infant  Jesus,  love  me,  I  pray 
Thee." 

"Who  taught  you  to  say  that?"  said 
the  astonished  priest. 

"It  was  my  Indian  father;  the  good 
black-robe  taught  it  to  him  in  prison. 
But  let  us  make  haste  and  go  to  him;  for 
if  I  linger  too  long,  the  sun  will  have  left 
the  heavens,  and  he  does  not  like  to  be  left 
alone  in  the  hours  of  darkness." 

Little  Angelina  took  the  priest's  hand, 
and  walked  with  him  to  the  door  of  the 
church,  as  confidingly  as  if  she  had  known 
him  for  years.  Several  of  the  little  chil- 
dren crowded  round  them  as  they  walked 
down  the  village,  struck  with  astonish- 
ment at  Angelina's  fair  face,  so  unlike 
their  own  bronze  complexions. 

"Did  you  find  this  little  angel  in  the 
church,  Father  Francis?"  said  some  of 
them.  "Surely  she  must  have  come  down 
from  heaven,  and  you  must  have  found  her 
in  the  church,  she  is  so  pretty  and  so 
white." 

"  What  do  they  mean  by  little  angel!" 
asked  Angelina  of  the  priest;  for  she  un- 
derstood the  children  perfectly,  as  they 
used  the  Indian  language  of  her  father's 
tribe. 

"The  little  angels  are  the  little  children 
who  live  with  the  white  Christ  in  heaven," 
said  the  smiling  priest. 

"  Then  I  am  not  a  little  angel,"  said  An- 
gelina, sorrowfully;  "tell  them,  my  father, 
that  I  am  only  Angelina,  the  unbaptized 
one." 

"  However,  I  hope  some  day  to  see  you 
a  little  angel,  my  pretty  snowdrop,"  re- 
plied her  companion. 

"What  is  a  snowdrop,  Father  Francis?" 
asked  one  of  the  Indian  children. 

"  It  is  a  little  flower  I  once  saw  in  a  far 
north  country,  which  is  so  humble  that  it 
always  droops  its  head  towards  the  earth ; 
and  so  white,  that  the  natives  always  call 
it,  in  their  language,  snowdrop." 

The  children  were  not  much  the  wiser 
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for  this  explanation,  but  they  were  pleased 
with  the  pretty  new  word;  and  from 
that  time  they  called  Angelina  by  no  other 
name  than  that  of  The  Little  Snowdrop. 

Aided  by  the  stronger  arm  of  the  priest, 
Angelina's  boat  flew  rapidly  over  the 
waters;  and  as  soon  as  it  touched  the 
island,  she  sprang  upon  the  shore,  with  a 
face  beaming  with  delight,  and  ran  to  the 
hut,  crying  out,  "  The  good  black-robe  is 
coming,  my  Indian  father;  the  good  black- 
robe  is  coming,  and  he  says  he  will  make 
both  of  us  the  children  of  the  God  whom 
he  serves." 

Father  Francis  followed  her  as  fast  as 
he  could ;  and  when  he  entered  the  hut, 
he  and  the  Indian  gazed  on  each  other  in 
silent  wonder;  then  the  old  man  rose  from 
his  bed,  and  fell  at  the  feet  of  tfre  priest, 
which  he  watered  with  his  tears. 

"I know  you  well,"  he  cried;  "I  know 
you  well!  You  are  the  good  black-robe 
who  visited  me  in  prison.  Your  cheek  is 
furrowed,  and  your  hair  is  white  with  age; 
but  you  have  ever  been  with  me  in  my 
dreams  by  night  and  my  thoughts  by  day; 
and  I  would  know  you  again  among  a 
thousand  others.  These  are  the  feet  that 
wearied  themselves  to  seek  me  in  my  pri- 
son, these  are  the  hands  that  dressed  my 
wounds,  these  are  the  lips  that  ever  spake 
comfort  to  my  soul,  and  that  kissed  the 
sores  I  could  not  look  upon  myself  with- 
out disgust."  As  he  spoke  thus,  he  kissed 
repeatedly  the  hands  and  feet  of  the  priest, 
who  strove  in  vain  to  prevent  him;  and 
then,  exhausted  by  his  own  emotions,  he 
covered  his  face  with  his  hands  and  wept 
aloud. 

"I  know  you  too,  my  poor  friend,"  said 
Father  Francis,  after  a  pause  of  deep  emo- 
tion; "I  have  often  thought  of  you  since, 
and  grieved  over  the  accident  which  took 
you  from  your  prison;  you  received,  in- 
deed, your  liberty,  but  you  lost  the  sweet 
privilege  of  becoming  a  child  of  the  good 
God,  whose  servant  I  am." 

"I  did  not,  indeed,  receive  my  liberty," 
replied  the  Indian;  "  the  tribe  who  carried 
me  off  treated  me  even  worse  than  the 


white  men  had  done;  and  I  then  learned 
that  there  are  bad  men  of  all  tribes  and  all 
colors,  and  I  mourned  over  my  own  folly 
in  rejecting  the  good  God  because  of  the 
wickedness  of  those  who  serve  Him.  He 
has  punished  me  for  my  sin ;  for  all  my 
latter  days  have  been  poisoned  by  the 
thought  that  I  should  meet  you  no  more, 
and  that  I  should  go  hence  to  the  judg- 
ment-seat of  Christ,  without  the  white 
robe  of  baptism,  which  His  children  must 
wear." 

"  Thank  the  good  God,  who  has  spared 
you  so  great  a  misfortune,"  said  the  priest, 
solemnly. 

"I  will,  I  do,  my  father;"  and  the  Indian 
bowed  his  head  reverently  down  as  he 
spoke;  "but  I  have  not  much  time  to  lose, 
for  I  feel  that  I  am  dying;  two  things  I 
must  do  before  I  depart.  The  first  is,  to 
ask  for  baptism  at  your  hands;  the  second 
is,  to  give  this  child  to  you — and  in  obedi- 
ence to  the  wishes  of  her  mother,  to  say, 
'This  is  Angelina,  the  unbaptized  one."' 

"  She  shall  not  remain  so  long,  my  friend. 
And  now,"  added  Father  Francis,  address- 
ing Angelina,  "you  must  be  weary  and 
hungry,  my  child;  but  yet  I  have  much 
to  say  to  your  father;  is  there  no  place 
where  you  can  rest  yourself,  whilst  we  re- 
main alone  together?" 

"I  will  take  my  dinner  in  the  boat,"  re- 
plied the  child;  "but  you  will  call  me, 
will  you  not,  when  you  are  going  to  make 
my  father  a  child  of  the  good  white 
Christ?" 

Father  Francis  promised  her  he  would 
do  so;  but  the  little  girl  lingered  for  a 
moment  longer,  and  moved  by  a  feeling  of 
reverence,  which  she  could  not  have  ex- 
pressed by  words,  knelt  down  and  kissed 
his  hands. 

"Thou  happy  child!"  said  the  priest, 
with  much  emotion;  "  the  good  God  seems 
to  prompt  thee  to  actions  which  we  have 
much  trouble  in  teaching  others."  He 
laid  his  hands  on  her  head,  and  blessed  her 
with  affectionate  earnestness ;  and  then 
she  withdrew  from  the  cabin. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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Great  Servants  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 


Among  the  saints  and  great  writers  of 
the  Church,  the  most  renowned  have  been 
remarkable  for  their  devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  have  manifested  their  devo- 
tion by  their  actions  and  by  their  writings. 
Saint  Bernard  justly  holds  a  prominent 
place,  and  we  begin  our  series  with  him. 

The  main  part  of  the  articles  under  this 
heading  is  taken  from  the  excellent  Ital- 
ian monthly  entitled  I  Gigli  a  Maria,  pub- 
lished in  Naples. 

SAINT  BERNAKD. 

St.  Bernard,  was  born  in  Burgundy,  and 
after  having  assumed  the  habit  under  the 
rule  of  St.  Benedict,  made  great  progress 
in  virtue  and  penitence.  Elected,  after  two 
years,  Abbot  of  the  new  monastery  founded 
at  Clairvaux,  he  began  to  render  himself 
famous  by  his  great  prudence  and  the  wis- 
dom of  his  counsels.  His  learning,  which 
might  be  termed  rather  celestial  than  terres- 
trial, procured  him  great  veneration  among 
the  princes  and  prelates  of  his  time.  A 
monastery  of  his  order  was  founded  at  Rome 
under  the  patronage  of  Saints  Vincent  and 
Anastasius,  and  he  placed  at  the  head  of 
it  one  who  was  afterwards  Pope  under 
the  name  of  Eugene  III.  He  refused  the 
Archbishopric  of  Milan  on  its  being  of- 
fered to  him,  restrained  the  pride  of  Peter 
Leoni,  anti-pope  under  the  name  of  Ana- 
cletus,  and  attended  the  Council  of  Pisa, 
at  which  Pope  Innocent  II  was  con- 
firmed as  vicar  of  Christ,  whose  claims  he 
persuaded  the  kings  of  France  and  England 
and  the  Duke  of  Aquitaineto  acknowledge. 
After  having  enjoyed  the  dignity  of  Abbot 


thirty-eight  years,  he  passed  to  the  bliss 
of  heaven  in  the  seventy-second  year  of 
his  age.  He  was  canonized  by  Alexander 
III,  and  enrolled  among  the  doctors  of  the 
Church  by  Leo  XII.  It  would  far  exceed 
the  limit  of  an  article,  and  would  even 
fill  a  volume,  to  relate  all  that  he  has  writ- 
ten in  the  praise  of  Mary.  We  shall  adduce 
a  few  maxims  of  the  mellifluous  Saint  and 
Doctor,  to  show  how  he  sought  in  an  age  of 
darkness  to  strengthen  the  devotion,  merit, 
esteem,  excellence  and  dignity  of  Mary. 
He  declares  that  the  Redeemer  of  the 
world, through  Hisgreatcondescensionand 
ineffable  kindness,  wished  Mary  exalted  to 
be  the  co-redemptrix  and  dispenser  of  all 
graces,  by  pouring  in  her  the  treasures 
of  preserving  redemption  and  disbursing 
through  her  by  anticipation  all  the  reward 
which  she  should  disburse  through  the  en- 
tire universe.  And  why  was  this?  ThatEve 
might  be  justified  by  her  descendant  Mary, 
and  the  grudge  of  man  against  woman  be 
appeased.  *  He  calls  the  Father  the  un-' 
created  day  of  the  Divinity,  Mary  the  day 
of  innocence  ;  God  the  Father,  eternal  day, 
because  always  in  light;  Mary,  perpetual 
day,  because  never  clouded  by  the  slightest 
shade  of  fault  in  all  time;  the  Father,  day 
with  infinite  splendors  of  immortal  glory; 
Mary,  day  with  the  immense  light  of  every 
grace,  even  from  thebeginning  ofherexist- 
ence.  And  hence  lie  declares  that  God  the 
Son,  passing  from  the  bosom  of  the  Pa- 
ternal Majesty  to  the  womb  of  the  ma- 
ternal purity,  found  again  in  her  a  re- 
semblance conformable  to  His  Father's 
bosom,  and  that  His  Mother's  bosom  was 
to  Him  a  place  of  delight,  repose,  victory 
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and  glory.  *  St.  Bernard  would  have  us 
understand,  that  when  it  pleased  supreme 
grace  to  take  up  its  abode  among  men,  from 
whom  it  had  been  separated  by  sin,  the  Vir- 
gin Mary  alone  was  found  worthy  to  possess 
it ;  and  therefore  the  King  of  kings,  the 
Lord  of  lords,  coming  from  His  royal  seat 
into  her  virginal  womb,  chose  it  for  His 
first  habitation,  to  make  His  appearance 
among  all  the  sons  of  men.  Hence  he 
calls  her  all-beauteous  as  the  moon;  for  if 
it,  amongst  all  the  stars,  resembles  most 
the  sun  by  its  silvery  whiteness,  Mary  is 
the  image  most  like  the  divine  Son  among 
the  many  stars  which  are  clustered  round  the 
throne  of  God,  through  her  virginal  purity ; 
even  more  beautiful  than  the  moon,  for  in 
her  there  was  not  any  stain,  nor  shade,  nor 
change  which  could  have  reiidei^Tl  her  less 
lovely  and  agreeable.  He  denominates 
her  elect  as  is  the  sun;  of  which  sun  he 
says  that  the  Maker  of  the  sun  is  elect 
among  a  thousand  men,  as  Mary  is  elect 
among  a  thousand  women  ;  the  first,  elect 
among  all  things  that  exist,  and  Mary 
elect  among  all  things  that  by  means  of 
Him  exist  and  are  ;  thus  comparing  Mary 
to  Jesus,  and  declaring  her  womb  to  be 
an  abode  worthy  of  the  Sun  of  righteous- 
ness and  a  dwelling  like  to  the  luminous 
bosom  of  God  the  Father,  f 

The  entire  Trinity,  he  declares,  sanctified 
'the  Virgin  and  prepared  in  her  Its  taber- 
nacle and  Its  sanctuary.  The  Father  en- 
riched her  with  splendor,  authority  against 
all  sin,  power  upon  earth,  sublime  contem- 
plation in  heaven.  The  Son  rendered  her 
glorious  in  humility  against  the  world,  in 
wisdom,  innocence  and  grace.  The  Holy 
Spirit  endowed  her  with  the  oil  of  most  ar- 
dent charity,  with  the  treasure  of  His  gifts, 
with  the  greatestblessing  of  peace,  and  with 
affluence  of  every  felicity.  He  declares 
however  that  by  these  words  he  does  not 
intend  to  divide  the  works  and  office  of  the 
Trinity,  but  recognizes  them  as  inseparably 
united,  since  as  It  is  single  in  essence  so  is 
It  identical  in  operations ;  and  these  have 
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t>een  employed  to  form  the  noblest  crown 
which  could  be  placed  on  the  head  of  the 
daughter,  mother,  and  spouse  of  God  most 
good,  most  great.  *  To  animate  devotion 
towards  the  Mother  of  God,  St.  Bernard 
approaches  suppliantly  to  the  feet  of  the 
aeavenly  maiden  just  as  the  messenger-an- 
gel having  announced  to  her  the  solemn 
message  of  God,  awaits  her  answer,  "  and, 
O  Lady,"  he  says,  "  the  angel  waits  and  we 
await  also  a  word  of  pity  from  thy  lips ; 
created  by  the  Eternal  Word  of  God,  we  are 
now  in  a  state  of  death  and  are  awaiting 
life  from  you  with  another  wonderful  word ; 
merciful  Virgin,  this  word  your  weeping  an- 
cestors are  expecting  from  you, — Abraham, 
David,  the  patriarchs,  the  prophets,  your 
own  pai-ents  and  all  the  world,  kneelingbe- 
f.ore  you.  On  this  word  depends  the  conso- 
lation of  the  "wretched,  the  redemption  of 
those  who  are  slaves,  the  liberation  of  the 
condemned,  the  liberation  of  all  the  sons  of 
Adam !  Give.,  O  Virgin !  a  careful  and  joyful 
answer ;  pronounce  quickly  the  word  which 
heaven  and  earth  are  expecting,  and  the 
abysses  themselves."  And  thence  he  pro- 
ceeds to  declare  her  the  dispenser  of  every 
good  thing ;  so  that  in  fact  nothing  comes  to 
man  but  passes  through  the  hands  of  Mary  > 
whether  it  be  grace,  or  light,  or  hope,  or 
any  other  gift,  f  The  splendor  of  the  stars 
which  adorn  the  crown  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin in  the  Conception,  in  the  Angelical  Sal- 
utation, in  the  overshadowing  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  in  the  incarnation  of  the  Son-God, 
declares  her  sprung  from  illustrious  rulers, 
from  the  seed  of  Abraham,  from  the  race  of 
David,  with  a  singular  privilege  of  sanc- 
tity, and  granted  by  divine  permission  to 
the  world,  promised  again  and  again  to 
the  ancient  fathers,  presignified  by  mystic 
prodigies  and  foretold  by  prophetic  oracles. 


PETEK  OF  CLUNY. 


Peter  Maurice  of  Cluny,  surnamed  the 
Venerable,  sprung  from  one  of  the  most 
noble  families  in  Auvergne,  was-devoted  to 
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God  by  his  parents  from  a  very  tender  age,  in 
the  monastery  of  Cluny.  He  was  received 
there  with  the  greatest  joy  by  St.  Hugo, 
who  seeing  his  last  days  approaching  fore- 
saw in  this  young  plant  a  mystic  tree  for 
the  support  of  his  order.  Having  been 
elected  Abbot  of  this  monastery  in  the 
thirtieth  year  of  his  age,  he  suppressed 
the  schism  of  Pontius,  his  predecessor,  who 
in  his  absence  had  with  an  armed  band 
made  himself  master  of  the  estates,  etc.,  of 
this  same  monastery  of  Cluny.  Afterwards, 
by  the  permission  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff, 
he  held  in  1132  a  general  chapter  of  his  or- 
der, at  which  were  present  two  hundred 
priors  and  twelve  hundred  religious.  On 
this  occasion  he  reformed  several  abuses 
which  had  crept  in,  issued  rules  which 
were  to  be  exactly  observed,  and  increased 
the  severity  of  punishments  for  breach  of 
discipline,  which  he  however  afterwards 
tempered  with  mildness. 

Finally,  after  having  ruled  his  monastery 
for  the  space  of  thirty-five  years  with  the 
greatest  wisdom,  prudence,  and  meekness, 
he  passed  to  his  eternal  rest  on  his  birth- 
day in  the  year  1156,  and  was  buried  in  the 
great  church  by  Arrigo,  Bishop  of  Win- 
chester, brother  of  Stephen,  king  of  Eng- 
land. He  displayed  great  learning  in  sev- 
eral books  which  he  wrote  against  the  Jews 
and  against  Peter  de  Bruys,  whom  he  con- 
futed with  innumerable  arguments  and  with 
masculine  eloquence  in  many  letters  ad- 
dressed to  different  sovereigns,  as  also  in 
dissertations  and  commentaries  on  the 
Holy  Scriptures.  His  devotion  to  the  Vir- 
gin Mary  was  remarkable,  and  he  is  never 
weary  of  praising  her  in  the  most  tender 
and  affectionate  style.  Speaking  of  the 
invincible  patience  of  Mary,  he  shows  her 
to  us  in  the  drama  of  Jews  and  Gentiles,  in 
the  fields  of  the  cares  and  anxieties  of  life, 
like  a  lily  which  springs  up  and  grows 
admirably  amidst  thorns;  the  malice  of 
of  the  Gentiles  and  the  perfidious  tongues 
of  the  Jews  being  alike  powerless  to  change 
her  candor  and  innocence,  or  to  prevent 
the  most  sweet  perfume  which  diffused  it- 
self from  her  inmost  heart.  So,  the  more  she 


was  afflicted  by  their  tongues,  the  more  re- 
markable did  her  patience  appear;  and  the 
more  the  afflictions  of  her  own  mind  or 
the  persecutions  of  her  enemies  stung  her, 
the  less  did  her  candor  and  sweet  perfume 
suffer,  since  her  candor  was  visible  even 
amid  thick  darkness,  and  her  sweet  perfume 
was  not  diminished  by  the  cares  and  anxi- 
eties of  life.  Lilium  quod  inter  spinas 
Judceorum  et  Crentilium,  inter  euros  et  so- 
licitudines  hujus  vitce  floruit,  illoesumque 
pariter  candorem  et  odorem  proprium  ten- 
uit.  *  To  impress  the  devotion  of  Mary 
always  still  more  on  the  minds  of  the  faith- 
ful, and  to  render  the  renown  of  her  merits 
more  widely  extended,  he  does  not  content 
himself  with  calling  her  the  highest,  and 
more  than  heavenly,  Virgin,  but  he  calls 
her  Virgin  full  of  grace,  full  of  God,  full 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  of  the  virtue  of  the 
Most  High.  Virgo  plena  gratia,  plena  Deo, 
plena  Spiritu  Sancto  et  virtute  altissimi. 
And  as  if  he  were  in  the  place  of  the  angel 
who  brought  to  her  the  message  of  God, 
he  proclaims  her  to  all  nations,  declaring 
her  to  be  the  Virgin  Mother  of  Jesus  Christ, 
the  pure  mother,  and  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
by  whom  she  conceived,  full  of  the  power 
of  the  Most  High,  by  whom  she  was  over- 
shadowed as  by  a  cloud  in  that  mystic 
wedlock,  and  full  of  grace  as  the  means 
chosen  by  God  to  reform  the  nature  of  man. 
Mater  virgo  et  mater  Christi,  mater  intacta, 
mater  sancta.\  Encouraging  sinners  to 
have  recourse  to  the  Virgin  Mary  in  the 
same  manner  as  the  righteous  seek  her  in 
the  adorable  name  of  Jesus,  he  discovers 
to  them  the  immense  worth  and  dignity  of 
the  name  of  Mary.  "  In  the  same  way,"  he 
observes,  "  as  when  armies  put  to  flight  by 
their  enemies,  recover  their  security  in  forti- 
fied towers,  and  from  under  their  protection 
resist  and  slaughter  them,  just  so  sinners 
flying  from  the  attacks  of  the  devil  will  find 
their  asylum  and  security  in  the  name  of 
Mary,  which  is  a  most  strong  tower  of 
defence,  and  which  alone  can  raise  us  again 
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after  we  have  once  fallen.  Not  only  is 
she  a  strong  tower  of  defence  for  fugitive 
sinners,  but  also  for  the  just,  when  being 
tempted  by  hell  with  malignant  arts  and 
vehement  snares  to  such  an  extent  that 
fear  invades  their  breasts  so  that  they  al- 
most succumb  and  perish,  they  shall  invoke 
the  name  of  Mary.  It  shall  be  that  most 
shining  sword  which  shall  destroy  and  cut 
every  net,  and  also  that  strongest  tower 
which  shall  receive  and  keep  every  virtue, 
and  therefore  he  says  to  the  sinner:  "The 
name  of  our  Lady  is  a  very  strong  tower ; 
the  sinner  shall  run  to  it  and  be  saved: 
"  turris  fortissimo,  nomen  domince,  adipsam 
curret  peccator  et  salvabitur  ;"  and  to  the 
just  man,  "  If  when  tempted  above  your 
strength,  you  fear  to  fall  into  snares,  re- 
member that  the  name  of  our  Lad^is  a  very 
strong  tower:  "Si  tentatus  ultra  vires, 
timeas  insidias,  recordare  quod  turris  for- 
tissima  nomen  Dominoe.* 
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PRACTICAL  FAITH. 

Our  Lord  has  said:  "Ye  must 
without  ceasing."  What  reply  will  be 
given  to  this  precept  by  the  women  of 
this  world,  who  are  so  taken  up  with  the 
importance  of  their  affairs,  that,  as  it  is, 
they  cannot  find  even  time  to  pray  morn- 
ing and  evening.  They  must  indeed  be 
sadly  piizzled.  Let  us  endeavor  to  reas- 
sure them  by  imparting  to  them  the  secret 
of  perpetual  prayer.  If  they  have  ever- 
thoroughly  comprehended  that  their  whole 
life  belongs  to  God,  and  that  it  is  their  first 
duty,  as  it  is  also  their  highest  interest,  to 
perform  every  one  of  their  actions  with  a 
view  of  pleasing  Him,  they  wilt  cease  to 
find  so  much  difficulty  in  praying  always  ; 
for  we  may  be  said  to  pray  always  when 
we  offer  to  God  all  our  thoughts,  words 
and  deeds,  as  a  homage  rendered  to  His 
Sovereign  Majesty,  and  with  the  aim  of 


obtaining  all  the  graces  we  need.  Does 
not  this  offering  and  this  intention,  made 
in  the  morning  and  frequently  renewed, 
constitute  an  unceasing  supplication  which 
mounts  towards  heaven  and  implores  its 
benediction  ?  What  prayer  can  be  more 
agreeable  to  the  heavenly  Father?  In  this 
sense  we  may  be  permitted  to  say, "  He  who 
labors,  prays." 

Calm  yourselves  then,  ladies.  It  will  not 
be  necessary  for  you  to  shut  yourselves  up 
in  your  houses  from. morning  till  night', 
nor  to  employ  your  lips  perpetually  in  ut- 
tering prayers,  like  the  little  praying-mills 
inventedbythe  lamasof  the  East.  Inorder 
to  please  God  it  will  be  sufficient  for  you 
to  acquire  the  habit  of  walking  in  His 
presence,  at  least  of  directing  your  thoughts 
frequently  towards  Him,  of  mingling  short 
ejaculatory  prayers  in  all  your  actions,  and 
of  aiming,  in  all  things,  at  the  fulfilment 
of  His  divine  will. 

The  holy  Virgin  practised  admirably  this 
doctrine  which  embraces  the  entire  range 
of  practical  faith.  She  knew  well  how  to 
unite  prayer  with  the  ordinary  actions  of 
her  life.  Providence  had  made  this  a  mat- 
ter of  necessity  to  her,  by  having  imposed 
on  her  the  duties  of  a  wife  and  a  mother, 
and  by  condemning  her  to  the  laborious 
occupations  of  poverty.  The  divinity  was 
ever  present  to  the  soul  of  Mary,  whether 
she  contemplated  it  in  Jesus,  whom  she 
rarely  quitted,  or  regarded  it  in  the  heav- 
ens and  the  universal  frame  of  nature. 
Her  heart  was  unceasingly  engaged  in  pray- 
er, even  when  her  tongue  remained  silent, 
and  yet  she  labored  with  devoted  energy 
under  the  eyes  of  the  Father  and  the  Son. 
Love  made  everything  easy  and  agreeable 
to  her. 

Could  she  have  followed  the  bent  of  her 
inclinations  she  would  have  preferred  pass- 
ing her  life  in  peaceful  contemplation,  but 
God  had  compelled  her  to  gain  her  liveli- 
hood with  Saint  Joseph.  She  was  never 
tempted  to  rise  late  and  to  pass  her  time 
in  listles.s  indolence,  as  is  the  case  with 
so  many  women  who  are  incapable  of  any 
exertion.  Her  daily  work  had  nothing  ele- 
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vating  in  its  nature,  consisting,  as  it  did, 
in  the  cares  of  her  household  and  the  ordi- 
nary occupations  of  the  laboring  classes. 
But  these  actions,  .however  com'mon  in 
themselves,  being  performed  with  great 
faith  and  ardent  charity,  were  in  the  eyes 
of  God  far  more  precious  than  prodigies  of 
pride  and  vanity.  What  value  can  gold 
and  jewels,  marvels  of  industrial  art,  or 
the  sublimest  creations  of  genius,  possess 
in  the  estimation  of  His  divine  Majesty? 
These  are  but  the  toys  of  children.  He 
does  not  attach  any  vame  to  the  object 
presented  to  Him;  He  only  regards  the 
intention  with  which  the  offering  is  made. 
Now,  the  merit  of  the  intention  increases 
in  His  eyes  in  exact  proportion  to  its  con- 
formity with  His  divine  will.  When  we 
fulfil  any  duty  assigned  to  us,  when  we 
labor  in  the  order  appointed  for  us  by 
Providence,  we  are  always  sure  of  pleas- 
ing Him ;  but  when  our  thoughts  and  ac- 
tions are  in  every  point  of  view  entirely 
conformable  to  His 'will,  they  attain  their 
relative  perfection.  For,  can  we  do  any- 
thing better  than  to  obey  the  will  of  God? 
In  this  consists  the  principal  merit  of  obe- 
dience, and  hence  arises  the  security  which 
it  procures  to  humble  minds,  however 
trifling  may  be  the  intrinsic  value  of  the 
works  commanded. 

On  the  one  hand,  this  spirit  of  faith 
which  establishes  a  soul  in  the  habitual 
presence  of  God  and  in  an  entire  con- 
formity to  His  adorable,  will,  radically  ex- 
cludes sin  and  all  inordinate  affections. 
It  consequently  purifies  alb  the  thoughts 
and  desires  of  the  heart,  ennobles  and 
sanctifies  all  the  ordinary  actions  of  life, 
enlightens  and  strengthens  the  conscience, 
and  in  a  word  elevates  the  soul  above  the 
earth  and  introduces  it  directly  into  the 
presence  of  God.  On  the  other  hand  it 
adds  a  supernatural  merit  to  all  its  works 
by  affixing  to  them  the  seal  of  perfect  char- 
ity, for  it  is  the  pure  love  of  God  which  is 
here  concealed  under  words.  Now,  it  con- 
fers the  nob  lest  prizes  on  actions  seemingly 
of  the  slightest  importance. 

Persons  without  faith  lose  the  merit  of 


even  their  best  works,  owing  to  this  difi- 
ciency  of  intention.  They  work  from  in- 
terested motives ;  they  are  resigned  from 
mere  necessity ;  they  are  charitable  from 
vanity  or  respect  for  the  opinion  of  others; 
they  take  care  of  their  children  from  natu- 
ral instinct,  and  they  spare  themselves  no 
trouble  to  establish  them  well  in  the  world. 
Now,  however  praiseworthy  the  greater 
part  of  these  motives  may  be,  they  have 
nothing  supernatural  about  them;  and  not 
proposing  God  as  their  ultimate  end,  they 
can  confer  no  right  to  His  eternal  rewards. 

Turn  we  now  to  the  Christian  mother 
who  follows  in  the  footsteps  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  who  makes  it  the  grand  object 
of  her  life  to  please  God  in  all  things. 
Deeply  sensible  of  the  great  importance 
of  her  duties,  and  at  the  same  time  of  her 
own  insufficiency  to  perform  them  with- 
out assistance,  she  ceases  not  to  invoke 
Him  and  never  acts  except  under  His  in- 
spiration. She  makes  an  oblation  to  Him 
of  her  most  ordinary  occupations,  pleads 
with  Him  in  prayer  to  bless  her  husband, 
her  children,  and  all  the  household  com- 
mitted to  her  charge,  and  beseeches  Him 
to  regard  herself  as  His  most  devoted  ser- 
vant. Aided  by  His  grace  she  multiplies 
her  deeds  of  virtue,  and  accomplishes  them 
with  the  most  admirable  perfection.  Do 
you  not  observe  that  all  her  works  are 
stamped  with  the  love  of  God,  and  are 
meritorious  to  gain  the  bliss  of  heaven? 
By  such  conduct  she  amasses  a  store  of 
merits,  and  ensures  herself  a  place  in  the 
glory  which  shall  be  revealed  hereafter. 

Happy  the  mother  who  so  well  under- 
stands her  duties !  Not  less  happy  the 
family  over  which  she  presides  ! 


For  ten  years  of  his  life,  a  manufacturer, 
anxious  to  amass  a  fortune,  devoted  all  his 
means  to  the  fabrication  of  counterfeit 
money.  Should  he  succeed,  his  income 
would  be  increased  a  hundred-fold.  But 
at  the  very  moment  he  had  hoped  to  profit 
by  his  prolonged  labors,  the  stamp  of  coin 
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which  he  had  counterfeited  passed  out  of 
currency,  and  all  his  time  and  trouble  were 
thrown  away.  What  a  disappointment ! 

Such  will  be  also  the  disappointment  of 
all  Christians  wanting  in  practical  faith, 
who  spare  themselves  no  trouble  to  ama»s 
riches  in  this  world  and  to  earn  an  excel- 
lent reputation  among  their  fellowmen, 
but  who  do  nothing,  or  at  best  very  little, 
for  the  interests  of  heaven.  They  will 
learn  when  it  is  too  late  that  the  secular 
money  of  this  earth  does  not  pass  current 
in  that  other  sphere  where  all  is  supernat- 
ural, and  where  they  must  oifer  only  pure 
gold  stamped  with  the  image  of  the  Re- 
deemer, or,  in  other  words,  works  which 
have  been  inspired  by  His  spirit  and  ac- 
complished in  union  with  Him  for  the 
glory  of  the  Father.  This  is»~a  point 
Which  it  is  most  difficult  to  impress  on 
the  minds  of  many  honest  persons,  who 
regard  themselves  as  perfect  because  they 
do  no  one  any  harm,  and  fancy  they  will 
reaeh  heaven  without  difficulty  because 
they  abstain,  generally  speaking,  from 
what  God  has  prohibited. 

Madame  G is  one  of  this  number. 

She  is  a  valiant  mother,  who  brings  up 
eight  children  nobly  for  the  service  of 
their  country,  toiling  day  by  day,  without 
even  resting  on  Sundays,  to  secure  them  a 
respectable  fortune.  She  gives  them  good 
advice,  has  them  well  educated,  takes  every 
possible  care  of  them  when  they  are  sick, 
and  is  truly  devoted  to  their  interests. 
She  is  much  attached  to  her  husband, 
assists  him  materially  in  his  business,  and 
seldom  picks  a  quarrel  with  him.  She  is 
not  inclined  to  be  too  hard  on  her  servants, 
giving  them  good  wages  and  suffering  them 
to  roam  about  at  will  after  noon  on  Sun- 
days and  holidays. 

She  is  not  at  variance  with  anyone,  and 
is  esteemed  by  a  numerous  circle  of  friends 
and  acquaintances.  These  she  willingly 
obliges,  and  does  a  certain  amount  of  good 
among  her  poorer  neighbors.  In  short  she 
is  a  kindhearted  woman.  With  regard  to 
the  other  world,  she  has  but  little  time  to 
occupy  herself  with  it.  Besides,  does  it 


not  as  naturally  succeed  this  present  one 
as  the  day  of  rest  follows  on  a  week  of  la- 
bor?. And  surely  in  order  to  reaeh  it,  it  is 
enough  to  have  passed  through  life  with- 
out having  committed  murder  or  theft. 

Such  are  the  sentiments  of  Madame  G , 

in  which  Monsieur  G perfectly  coin- 
cides. * 

Notwithstanding  all  this,  she  is  not  defi- 
cient in  a  certain  degree  of  generosity 
towards  God.  She  prays  regularly  morn- 
ing and  evening  when  her  children  do  noli 
happen  to  be  too  troublesome,  and  these  she 
takes  to  the  Mass  on  Sundays  if  they  are 
not  unwell  and  she  is  not  herself  detained 
at  home  by  any  pressing  business.  She 
sometimes  also  takes  them  to  Vespers  and 
Benediction  if  she  hears  that  the  church 
she  attends  is  illuminated  more  brilliantly 
than  usual. 

She  fancies  that  God  cannot  demand 
more  than  this  from  a  person  in  her  sta- 
tion of  life,  and  that  He  cannot  fail  to  de- 
clare Himself  satisfiedwith  her  works  when 
death  shall  present  her  to  Him  at  the  por- 
tals of  eternity;  though  this  is  a  ceremony 
which  by  no  means  flatters  her  imagina- 
tion, and  which  she  begs  Him  to  adjourn 
to  an  indefinite  period. 

It  must  be  confessed  that  God  will  not 
have  to  reproach  her  with  crimes  of  any 
serious  magnitude,  but  at  the  same  time 
He  will  not  find  in  her  much  to  recom- 
pense, for  she  has  in  reality  scarcely  done 
anything  for  Him.  All  her  life  has  slipped 
by  as  it  might  have  done  had  natural  relig- 
ion never  been  superseded  by  that  of  Jesus. 
A  decent  heathen  might  have  done  as 
much. 


FAITH  is  a  great  virtue ;  but  learn,  also, 
that  without  charity  it  can  be  of  no  use 
to  us.  Keep  and  preserve,  then,  with  the 
greatest  care,  the  precious  gift  of  true 
faith,  pure  faith,  faith  without  reproach. 
Let  this  burning,  fervent,  and  invincible 
faith,  which  obtained  an  immortal  crown 
for  the  holy  confessors,  be  the  immortal  or- 
nament of  your  soul. — Advice  of  St.  Ber- 
nard to  his  sister  Hoiribeline. 
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BY    MRS.    ANNA   H.    DORSE*. 

CHAPTER  XVIII. 

PATRICK  Me  CUE  AND  HIS  LETTERS. 
(Continued.) 

Patrick  MeCue  rang  the  door-bell  and 
was  admitted  without  delay  to  the  Bishop's 
presence,  his  face  beaming  with  delight 
as  he  knelt  to  get  his  blessing  and  kiss  the 
consecrated  ring  upon  the  good  prelate's 
finger. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  my  man  ;  but 
won't  you  sit  down?"  said  the  Bishop. 

"  Thanks  to  your  lordship,"  answered 
Patrick  McCue  ;  "an'  if  you'll  kindly  al- 
low me  to  stand  I  think  I  can  get  through 
what  I've  come  about  better  nor  if  I  was 
sitting." 

"  Very  good,  my  friend  ;  but  I  think  if 
you'll  notice  what  a  short  neck  I  have,  and 
consider  that  it  will  be  apt  to  give  me  a 
crick  in  it  if  I  sit  here  looking  up  at  you, 
— why,  man,  you  must  be  descended  from 
the  Kerry  giants, — you  will  take  that  chair 
beside  you,  just  for  the  comfort  of  your  poor 
Bishop,"  said  the  Bishop. 

"  Faith,  your  Grace,  if  it  would  comfort 
ye  I'd  go  and  sit  upon  the  top  of  the  ca- 
thedral," replied  Patrick,  dropping  into 
the  chair,  confused  and  embarrassed,  and 
blushing  all  over  his  face  and  head. 

The  good  Bishop  laughed;  he  had  gained 
his  point;  then  he  said:  "Now, — your 
name?" 

"McCue,  your  grace  !" 

"  Now,  McCue,  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  and 
you  have  made  me  very  comfortable  by 
sitting  down  when  you  are  bid  ;  tell  me 
what  I  can  do  for  you  ?" 

Then  Patrick  McCue  handed  Wolfert 
Flemming's  letter  to  the  Bishop,  and  with 
many  digressions  to  the  right  and  to  the 
left  told  him  about  the  Flemmings  and  all 
that  had  happened  up  there  in  the  winter. 
The  Bishop  listened  patiently,  picking  out 
the  kernel  of  the  nut  Patrick  was  so  awk- 


wardly cracking,  until  he  fully  understand 
the  pith  of  the  matter;  and,  deeply  inter- 
ested, he— as  soon  as  McCue  finished  his 
narrative — opened  the  letter  and  read  it 
from  beginning  to  end.  Then  he  said : 

"This  is  good  news,  excellent  news, 
McCue.  What  do  you  wish  me  to  do  ?" 

"Why,  don't  you  see,  your  grace,  that  be- 
ing an  ignoramus,  with  nothing  to  boast  of 
except  my  Faith  and  my  country,  I  thought 
you'd  know  better  about  the  books — " 
stammered  Patrick. 

"  I  see  now.  You  wish  me  to  make  a 
list  of  the  proper  books  for  you  ?" 

"Just  so,  your  grace;  I  mightn't  hit 
upon  the  right  ones  if  I  set  about  it  myself." 

"  You  made  a  very  good  hit  in  leaving 
"  Milner's  End  of  Controversy  "  with  your 
Puritan  friends.  But  I  will  of  course  write 
a  list  for  you.  You  did  right  to  come  to 
me;  it  was  a  wise  thought,  my  child.  God 
has  honored  you  greatly  in  allowing  you 
as  it  were  to  become  the  instrument  of  the 
salvation  of  these  souls.  Give  Him  thanks. 
I  will  not  forget  them,  or  you,  in  offer- 
ing the  Holy  Sacrifice."  And  the  Bishop 
dipped  his  pen  into  his  inkstand  and  wrote 
rapidly  the  titles  of  several  books,  and 
handed  the  list  to  Patrick  Me  Cue,  who  had 
sat  watching  him,  and  wishing  that  he 
might  throw  himself  down  and  kiss  the 
floor  that  the  good  man's  feet  rested  on, 
his  great,  tender  Irish  heart  was  so  full 
and  overflowing  with  those  filial  senti- 
ments of  reverence  and  affection  towards 
his  spiritual  superior  so  well  understood 
among  Catholics. 

"  Is  there  anything  else  I  can  do  for  you, 
my  child?" 

Yes.  There  was  something  on  Patrick's 
mind  yet,  and  waxing  a  little  bold  under 
the  gracious  and  simple  kindness  of  the 
Bishop's  manner,  he  determined  to  find 
out,  if  he  could,  what  had  been  a  mystery 
and  puzzle  to  him  ever  since  he  had  heard 
it;  and  he  began:  "  There  is,  if  your  grace 
will  be  so  good —  But  I'm  thankful  to  see 
your  lordship  in  such  health  ;  may  it  con- 
tinue." 

"  Thank  you,  Patrick ;  but  you  know  that 
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'  the  race  is  not  always  to  the  swift,'  nor 
the  highest  health  to  the  fat,"  said  the 
Bishop,  laughing.  "Now,  I'll  tell  you  a 
secret.  I  have  not  seen  my  own  feet  for 
five  years,  but  for  all  that  I  have  my  aches 
and  pains  like  the  rest  of  the  world." 

"  It  must  be  a  great  incumbrance  to  your 
grace,  so  much  flesh  ;  and  this  " — said  the 
cunning  Patrick — "brings  to  my  remim- 
brance  something  I'd  be  glad  to  be  in- 
sensed*  about,  if  your  reverence  won't 
take  the  asking  of  it  for  impidince." 

"  Not  at  all,  not  at  all,  Patrick,"  replied 
the  Bishop,  whose  genial  nature  delight- 
ed in  a  little  innocent  recreation.  "  Ask 
whatever  you  please." 

"  Well,  thin,"  said  McGue,  assuming 
a  most  confidential  attidude,  while  he 
screwed  his  courage  up  to  the  higiiest  point, 
"  I've  thought  many  a  time,  your  grace, 
seein'  how  fleshy  you  are,  how  in  the  name 
of  the  world  ye  ever  got  up  that  long  lad- 
dher,  some  time  ago,  to  the  loft  where  the 
two  men  were  dyin'  with  ship  fever?" 

"  The  Bishop  burst  out  laughing.  He 
remembered  it  all :  his  fright  as  he  clam- 
bered up  the  steep  creaking  ladder,  won- 
dering after  he  got  up  how  he  should  get 
down ;  and  he  remembered  the  two  souls 
saved  by  his  ministrations,  whose  pressing 
needs  had  made  all  perils  to  his  own  life 
or  limb  sink  into  insignificance.  "  Upon  my 
word,  Pati'ick,"  he  said,  "  I  would  tell  you 
if  I  could  ;  but  it  has  always  been  a  mys- 
tery to  me  how  I  did  get  up  there,  and  a 
greater  one  how  I  got  down — the  ladder 
creaked  and  swayed  with  my  weight  in 
such  a  way !" 

"  And  it  is  a  wondher,  your  grace,  that 
it  didn't  smash  up  with  the  weight  of  ye," 
answered  McCue  naively.  "  But  that  was 
nothing,  your  reverence,  to  the  way  you 
got  down  into  the  ould  granite  quarry  to 
hear  the  confession  of  the  man  who  kilt 
himself  and  broke  every  bone  in  the  skin 
of  him?  I'd  be  thankful  to  know  the  way 
you  reached  him  !" 

"  Oh  !  well,  well,  my  man  !  there  were 


*  Made  sensible  of. 


some  of  your  brave  countrymen  there,  who 
with  the  assistance  of  Almighty  God 
helped  me  to  do  His  work.  It  was  a  tough 
job  though,  getting  down  to  the  poor  man- 
gled fellow,  who  died  in  my  arms  just  after 
receiving  the  Holy  Viaticum;  and  I  was 
a  little  out  of  breath  when  I  got  back  '  out 
of  the  depths '  of  the  quarry,"  said  the 
Bishop. 

"  And  no  wondher, — God  reward  your 
lordship  for  your  charity.  It's  a  meracle 
altogether,  considerin'  the  weight  of  you', 
how  you  got  out  of  it  alive.  And,  faith,  I 
shouldn't  be  surprised  if  your  grace  could 
walk  on  the  tight-rope  itself  if  some  poor 
soul  at  the  other  end  of  it  should  call  for 
your  assistance !" 

"  God  forbid  such  a  thing  happening  !" 
said  the  good  Bishop,  diverted  beyond 
measure  at  the  genuine  simplicity  of  the 
man.  "  I  should  have  to  try,  you  know, 
at  all  risks,  Patrick." 

"  The  Lord  save  us  !  and  deliver  your 
reverence  from  all  such  divilthry  as  that. 
But  I  must  be  goin',"  said  Patrick  gravely, 
as  he  took  his  hat  from  under  the  chair, 
uncoiled  his  long  legs  and  picked  up  his 
basket,  standing  before  the  good  Bishop, 
who  said :  "  I  should  like  to  learn  some- 
| thing  more  of  these  converts,  McCue  ; 
whenever  you  hear  from  them,  come  and 
let  me  know  ;  and  don't  forget  hereafter 
to  call  me  what  all  my  good  children  in 
Boston  do, '  Father  Ben. '  I  like  that  above 
all.  God  bless  you,  my  child."  And  the 
Bishop  gave  him  his  blessing  as  he  knelt 
before  him,  then  he  went  his  ways  feeling 
happier  and  more  elated  than  he  had  ever 
been  in  his  whole  life. 

Without  going  home  to  rest,  Patrick  Mc- 
Cue trudged  on  a  mile  farther  w ith  his  heavy 
basket  to  the  then  only  Catholic  bookstore 
in  Boston,  and,  presenting  the  list  written 
by  the  Bishop,  was  fortunate  in  getting  all 
of  the  books  he  had  recommended.  Among 
them  was  a  "  Catechism  of  the  Council  of 
Trent,"  "  Cochin  on  the  Mass,"  a  Catholic 
prayer-book,  an  "Imitation  of  Christ,"  and 
several  others.  To  these  Patrick  McCue 
added,  of  his  own  selection,  "  The  Papist 
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Represented  and  Misrepresented ;  and 
"The  Travels  of  an  Irish  Gentleman  in 
Search  of  a  Religion,"  by  his  countryman 
and  favorite,  Tommy  Moore  ;  also  a  book 
on  Catholic  art,  containing  illustrations 
from  the  old  masters  :  this  was  "  for  Reu- 
ben, with  Patrick  McCue's  best  love." 
written  upon  the  fly-leaf;  then  he  bought 
a  rosary  and  prayer-book  for  Hope,  and  a 
crucifix  and  prayer-book  for  Eva,  all  duly 
directed  on  the  parcels,  and  signed  "  Pat- 
rick McCue,  with  his  respects."  Then, 
feeling  still  better  satisfied  with  himself, 
he  wended  his  way  back  to  his  little  shop, 
where  he  sold  wares  of  every  sort  and  des- 
cription, a  sort  of  enlarged  peddler's  pack, 
out  of  which  he  was  coining  honest  profits  ; 
and  then  he  packed  the  books  and  his  pres- 
ents, along  with  the  bookseller's  receipt 
and  the  change  left  over,  and  prolonged 
his  delight  by  putting  twice  as  many  nails 
in  the  top  of  the  box  and  hammering  upon 
them  just  twice  as  long  as  was  necessary, 
until  finding  there  was  danger  of  splitting 
it  to  pieces  he  threw  down  his  hammer 
and  got  the  black  paint  and  brush  to  label 
it ;  and  his  delight  was  pleasant  to  see, 
as  with  an  indescribable  flourish  he  wrote 
name  and  address  upon  the  lid  as  if  every 
letter  meant  a  blessing.  Then  when  he 
his  shop  and  shouldered  the  box,  and 
could  do  nothing  more  to  it,  he  locked  up 
strode  down  to  the  stage-office  with  it, 
prouder  of  his  burden  than  he  would  have 
been  of  a  field-marshal's  baton.  And  he 
gave  so  many  directions  and  charges  about 
the  safety  of  the  box,  that  the  stage-driver, 
bothered  and  exasperated,  threatened  not 
to  take  it  at  all  if  he  "  didn't  hold  his  jaw 
and  be  off." 

Then  Patrick  gave  in,  and  stood  off  at  a 
safe  distance,  watching  it  with  jealous  eyes 
until  the  stage  drove  off  and  was  out  of 
sight;  then  he  stuffed  his  hands  into  his 
pockets  and  went  homewards,  whistling 
"  The  Blackbird  "  like  a  fife,  and  thinking 
he  w'ould  be  glad  to  get  his  dinner,  having 
eaten  nothing  since  six  o'clock  that  morn- 
ing— and  it  was  then  four.  "  Bedad  !"  he 
he  thought,  "  but  it's  a  day  of  days,  surely; 


and  the  last  jig  of  it  is  the  letter  I'll  get 
to-night  from  the  ould  mother,  God  bless 
her,  that's  lying  waitin'  forme  at  the  post- 
office."  And  the  thought  of  it  so  lightened 
his  heart  that  he  scarcely  felt  the  ground 
under  his  feet  as  he  hurried  along. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Archbishop  Manning  on  Schools  and  Edu- 
cation. 


The  following  pastoral  of  the  Archbishop 
of  Westminster,  was  read  in  the  churches 
of  his  Diocese;  and  will  prove  of  interest 
to  Catholics  on  this  side  of  the  ocean : 

Ascribe  it  to  what  they  may,  men  are  compelled 
to  acknowledge  that  the  moral  and  intellectual  state 
of  man  in  the  last  eighteen  hundred  years  surpasses 
the  highest  maturity  of  any  earlier  time.  They  as- 
cribe it  to  civilization ;  we  to  Christianity.  We  af- 
firm that  Christianity  in  itself  is  civilization,  and 
more  than  civilization;  that  civilization  without 
Christianity  is  dwarfed,  stunted,  and  deformed, 
that  Christianity  is  the  first-fruit  and  the  cause  of 
the  highest  civilization  of  man  and  of  society.  We 
affirm  this  truth  to-day  for  a  special  purpose :  in  or- 
der to  declare,  with  explicit  reasons,  why  the  Cath- 
olic Church  has  always  inflexibly  held  that  the  edu- 
cation of  its  children  is  a  sacred  trust  of  the  Divine 
Founder  of  Christianity,  and  that  for  a  Christian 
people  education  without  religion  is  impossible. 
We  are  now  about  to  enter  into  a  public  discussion 
— we  fear  that  it  must  be  said,  into  a  public  conflict 
— on  the  subject  of  national  education.  It  is  there- 
fore our  duty  as  pastors  to  declare  betimes,  and  in 
words  which  are  beyond  mistake,  what  are  the  laws 
which  govern  the  Catholic  Church  in  the  matter  of 
education,  and  what  are  the  obligations  which  it  is 
impossible  for  us  either  to  violate  or  to  compromise. 
In  order  to  dp  this  in  as  full  and  reasoned  a  way  as 
possible,  it  will  be  necessary  to  lay  down  certain 
principles  on  which  this  declaration  is  founded. 
We  are  bound,  both  by  the  natural  and  the  revealed 
law  of  God,  to  educate  children  in  the  knowledge 
and  love  of  Him  and  of  His  commandments ;  and, 
as  a  Christian  people,  we  know  that  the  true  knowl- 
edge and  love  of  God  and  of  His  commandments  is 
to  be  found  only  in  Christianity.  It  is  the  knowl- 
edge of  God  in  Christ  which  has  developed  the  rea- 
son and  will  of  man. 

For  the  want  of  this  knowledge  and  love,  the 
heathen  world  fell  into  polytheism,  pantheism,  athe- 
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ism ;  the  intellect  and  conscience  were  darkened, 
the  heart  and  will  were  corrupt.  The  first  chapter 
of  St.  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Romans  gives  the  mere 
outline  of  the  unimaginable  degradation  of  man 
without  Christ  and  without  God  in  the  world.  The 
Hebrew  race  was  elevated  above  all  nations;  and 
stood  alone  among  all  races  of  mankind  for  the  no- 
bleness of  its  intellectual  culture,  for  the  justice  and 
mercy  of  its  political  order,  and,  in  contrast  with 
the  heathen,  for  the  chastity  of  its  domestic  life. 
The  cause  and  source  of  this  elevation,  nobleness, 
justice,  mercy,  and  chastity,  were  the  knowledge  of 
God  and  of  His  laws.  The  Christian  world  is  ele- 
vated above  the  Hebrew  race  in  all  the  same  quali- 
ties which  elevated  the  Hebrew  race  above  the  hea- 
then; and  in  many  others,  before  unknown,  de- 
rived from  the  Person,  the  example,  the  teaching, 
and  the  work  of  its  Divine  Founder.  Christianity 
has  bestowed  upon  the  world  three  perfect  gifts, 
from  which  its  nobler  and  higher  civilization  is  de- 
rived: the  true  knowledge  and  conception  of  God, 
a  perfect  human  example,  a  perfect  law  of  duty 
towards  God  and  man.  On  these  three  bases  all 
civilization,  law,  government,  legislation,  morality, 
public,  domestic,  and  personal,  are  founded.  If  we 
appreciate  Christianity  only  as  a  moral  power  work- 
ing upon  mankind,  apart  from  the  operations  of  su- 
pernatural grace  and  the  power  of  Christian  wor- 
ship, sacraments,  and  prayer,  it  is  undeniable  that 
it  is  the  perfection  of  human  nature ;  and  that  it  has 
developed  the  reason,  heart,  and  will  of  man  to  a 
rectitude,  a  fulness,  and  a  ripeness  of  which  the  phil- 
osophy and  civilization  of  the  heathen  world  had 
hardly  so  much  as  a  shadow,  and  to  which  the  high- 
est reach  of  the  Hebrew  race  could  never  attain. 
This  is  to  understate  the  truth ;  but  we  are  reason- 
ing with  those  who  do  not  believe  in  the  life  of 
counsels.  We  shall  only  state  it  adequately  by 
saying  that  Christianity  is  the  perfection  of  man. 
It  is  from  this  equally  certain,  that  Christianity 
alone  preserves  the  reason  and'  will  of  man  from 
lapsing  into  the  state  of  perversion  and  of  immorality 
which  prevailed  in  the  world  before  Christianity 
came  into  it.  Heathenism  was  a  lapse  and  a  cor- 
ruption. The  Hebrew  race  likewise  lapsed  into  im- 
moralities so  great,  that  Moses  for  the  hardness  of 
their  hearts  gave  them  a  law  which  derogated  from 
the  natural  law  of  marriage,  and  is  immensely  be- 
low the  law  of  Christianity.  But  the  moral  law  of 
Christianity  stands  steadfast,  and  in  this  especial 
law  of  the  domestic  life  on  which  all  is  founded, 
home  and  its  sanctities,  the  commonwealth,  its  au- 
thority, order,  and  perfection,  it  remains,  in  the 
Catholic  Church  at  least,  immovable  unto  this  day. 
We  have  been  lately  told,  in  a  book  which  for  a 
season  has  its  notoriety,  that  the  moral  standard  of 


Plato  and  Socrates,  Cato  and  Cicero,  bears  compar- 
ison with  the  Catholic  morality.  The  writer  of 
such  things  must  be  either  an  untrusty  reporter  or 
a  shallow  student.  A  very  slight  classical  reading 
would  have  made  such  an  error  impossible.  It  is 
not  so  that  those  who  have  really  studied  the  civ- 
ilization of  the  heathen  world  describe  the  private 
and  public  morals  of  Rome  and  Athens.  Their 
highest  examples — philosophers,  statesmen  and  cen- 
sors included — with  very  few  exceptions,  are  stained 
with  hideous  blots.  If  there  be  a  truth  in  human 
history  it  is  this,  that  the  moral  regeneration  of 
mankind,  and  the  perpetuity  of  that  moral  regen- 
eration in  the  world,  is  the  work  of  Christianity ; 
and  that  the  principle  in  which  it  originates  is  also 
the  principle  of  its  preservation.  The  reason  of 
this  is  self-evident ;  Christianity  alone  can  form  the 
inward  life  of  man;  philosophy  could  not  either 
shape  or  sustain  it ;  legislation  could  not  so  much 
as  touch  it.  The  pure  theism  of  the  Old  Law  alone 
could  not  only  touch  but  shape  and  sustain  the  in- 
tellect, the  heart,  and  the  will ;  and  yet  this  was 
only  an  imperfect  and  partial  knowledge  of  God, 
the  prelude  of  the  fuller  manifestations  of  the  Divine 
Nature  in  the  Christian  law.  In  addressing  you, 
dear  children  in  Jesus  Christ,  it  is  impossible  to 
limit  ourselves  to  the  cold  language  of  moralists ; 
but  in  addressing  those  with  whom  we  have  now  to 
contend,  the  language  of  faith  is  as  superstition  and 
foolishness.  You  will  know  that  when  we  speak 
of  Christianity  as  the  regeneration  and  perfection 
of  mankind,  we  mean  "  the  grace  and  truth  which 
comes  by  Jesus  Christ."  The  interior  and  super- 
jiatural  grace  of  Baptism,  dwelling  and  working  in 
the  soul ;  the  light  of  Faith,  illuminating  the  intel- 
lect with  a  discernment  of  truth  and  falsehood,  in- 
forming the  conscience  with  perception  and  a  sense 
of  right  and  wrong,  replenishing  and  sanctifying 
the  heart  with  the  love  of  God  above  all  things,  and 
with  a  rational  love  of  self,  as  the  measure  and  rule 
of  our  love  to  our  neighbor ;  all  this,  and  the  grace 
of  the  Holy  Sacraments,  especially  of  Penance  and 
of  the  Altar,  together  with  the  practice  of  a  life  of 
Christian  piety  and  prayer,  is  included  in  our  first 
conception  of  the  power  by  which  Christianity  has 
elevated  our  nature,  regenerated  mankind,  and  cre- 
ated the  Christian  world. 

But  we  are  now  reasoning,  not  with  you  who 
believe  and  love  these  things,  and  would  lay  down 
your  lives  for  them,  but  with  those  who,  either  from 
unbelief  will  not  hear  of  them,  or,  from  worldly  cal- 
culations, will  only  regard  Christianity  so  far  as  it 
is  in  contact  with  politics,  or  with  the  welfare  of 
society.  To  them  then  we  say,  philosophy,  legis- 
lation, literature,  intellectual  cultivation,  from  the 
science  of  universities  to  the  reading  and  writing  of 
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the  poor  schools,  will  not  form  the  inward  life  of 
man,  and  therefore  cannot  educate  man.  It  will 
leave  the  heart,  the  conscience,  and  the  will  morally 
where  it  found  them.  The  reason  or  the  intelli- 
gence may  he  sharpened  and  enlarged,  but  the  moral 
nature,  with  its  powers,  passions,  and  motives,  will 
neither  be  elevated  nor  subdued.  In  one  word, 
then,  Christianity  is  the  sole  educator  of  mankind; 
and  that,  because  the  Christian  Church  alone  has 
received  the  commission  to  educate,  and  the  means 
and  powers  whereby  to  educate.  The  words,  "  Go 
ye  therefore  and  teach,"  or  make  disciples  of,  "  all 
nations,  baptizing  them  in  the  name  of  the  Father, 
and  of  the  Son,  and  of  the  Holy  Ghost ;  teaching 
them  to  observe  all  things  whatsoever  I  have  com- 
manded you,"  laid  upon  the  Christian  Church  the 
obligation  to  educate ;  and  conveyed  to  it  both  the 
truth  and  the  law,  that  is,  both  the  intellectual  and 
moral  power  whereby  to  fufil  that  obligation.  By 
the  law  of  nature,  parents  are  bound  to  educate  their 
children ;  by  the  law  of  Christianity,  the  Church 
has  the  obligation  to  see  that  parents  fulfil  the  duty 
of  education.  The  duties  and  obligations  of  parents 
and  of  the  Church  are  in  perfect  harmony,  being 
derived  from  one  source,  and  supplementing  each 
other  in  their  exercise.  The  first  formation  and 
training  of  a  Christian  child  is  the  duty  and  work 
of  the  father  and  the  mother ;  its  higher  and  later 
formation  is  by  the  pastoral  office  of  the  Church. 
Both  in  the  lower  and  the  higher  period  of  a  child's 
education,  Christianity,  that  is*  the  Christian  truth 
and  law,  is  the  power  by  which  the  reason,  the 
conscience,  the  heart,  the  will,  and  therefore  the 
character  and  the  life  of  the  young,  are  shaped  and 
moulded.  Christianity  alone  can-do  this,  for  it 
alone  possesses  the  key  which  fits  the  wards  of  the 
heart  in  man. 

From  this,  again,  it  follows,  as  a  necessary  and 
self-evident  consequence,  that  education  without 
Christianity  is  impossible;  or,  to  use  a  modern 
phrase,  that  the  secular  and  the  religious  elements 
of  education  ate  inseparable ;  or,  more  simply,  that 
education  is  essentially  religious ;  or,  that  where 
religion  is  excluded  there  is  no  education.  Do  not 
be  deceived  by  the  confident  and  contemptuous 
talk  of  these  days.  Hold  fast  by  the  old  traditions 
and  axioms  of  your  fathers.  When  we  say  that 
education  without  Christianity  is  impossible,  we 
say  only  that  instruction  is  not  education,  and  that 
those  who  are  only  taught  in  secular  instruction 
are  not  educated ;  and  that  a  system  of  "  national 
education "  not  based  on  Christianity  is  an  impos- 
ture. It  is  not  education.  It  cannot  educate  the 
people.  Call  it  national  instruction,  if  they  will ; 
but  in  the  name  of  Christianity,  if  not  also  of  truth, 
let  it  not  be  called  education.  It  is  necessary  to 


keep  this  steadily  and  broadly  before  the  eyes  and 
the  conscience  of  the  country,  because  we  are 
threatened  by  schemes  of  so-called  national  educa- 
tion, from  which  religion  is  excluded.  To  be  just 
to  many  who  are  hesitating  and  hovering  about 
these  modern  theories,  we  may  say  that  they  do  not 
do  so  either  from  unbelief,  or  from  irreligion,  or 
from  indifference  about  Christianity,  or  from  a 
formed  judgment  that  secular  instruction  alone  is 
better  than  Christian  education,  or  from  preference 
for  instruction  without  religion,  but  partly  from 
a  certain  want  of  courage  in  standing  firm  against 
the  pretentious  tone  of  a  few  theorists,  and  partly, 
and  it  may  be  said  chiefly,  from  a  weary  and  per- 
plexed feeling  that  there  remains  no  way  out  of  the 
difficulties  of  our  endless  religious  contradictions, 
but  by  excluding  religion  altogether  from  our 
schools.  The  truth  is,  that  a  handful  of  doctrinaires 
and  of  social  theorists,  who  have  either  lost  their 
Christian  faith,  or  have  never  had  faith,  are  urging 
us  to  a  national  instruction  without  religion ;  but 
the  people  of  these  kingdoms  are  a  Christian  peo- 
ple, and  the  handful  of  those  who  would  exclude 
religion  is  not  appreciable  upon  the  millions  who 
are  as  one  man  in  desiring  that  their  children  shall 
be  educated  in  the  Christian  religion.  No  system 
could  ba  more  contrary  to  the  general  feeling  and 
desire,  that  is,  to  the  moral  sense,  of  the  people  of 
these  kingdoms,  than  a  system  of  national  instruc- 
tion without  religion.  It  is  not  to  be  believed  that 
any'  one,  except  the  handful  of  theorists  already 
spoken  of,  would  desire  such  a  system.  They  could 
only  be  induced  to  hear  of  it,  first,  because  the  mul- 
titude of  our  children  running  wild  in  our  streets 
is  so  great,  and,  secondly,  because  our  religious 
contentions  make  it  difficult  to  know  what  religion 
can  be  taught  to  them. 

Now,  there  are  four  supposable  systems  of  na- 
tional education.  The  first,  in  which  the  people, 
being  of  one  mind  in  religion;  are  religiously  and 
Christianly  brought  up  in  schools  which  are  alike 
schools  of  the  Church  and  of  the  State.  But  this 
golden  age  is  over.  The  second,  which  is  next 
best,  is  that  in  which  all  denominations  of  religion 
and  the  Catholic  Church  are  at  liberty  to  found  and 
to  direct  their  own  schools,  by  voluntary  effort  to- 
gether with  State  support ;  and  in  those  schools  to 
teach  freely  and  fully  their  own  doctrines  and  be- 
lief. Such  is  our  present  system,  under  which  in 
the  last  thirty  years,  that  is,  since  1839,  a  vast  mul- 
titude of  schools  has  been  formed,  so  as  to  provide 
for  two-thirds  of  the  children  in  England  and  Wales. 
This  system  is  capable  of  any  further  extension  and 
improvement,  if  the  Government  aid,  proportionate 
to  the  vast  vital  work  of  education,  were  wisely 
distributed.  The  third  system,  and  the  worst  but 
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one,  is  the  Irish  National  System,  in  which  the 
schools  of  a  people  five-sixths  Catholics  are  deprived, 
in  submission  to  the  prejudices  of  the  remaining 
sixth  part,  of  every  token  and  symbol  of  the  Cath- 
olic religion ;  and  Catholic  children  are  in  many 
places  taught  by  Protestant  teachers,  and  out  of 
books  which,  to  say  the  least,  are  not  Catholic; 
and  no  Catholic  book  is  permitted.  To  call  this  a 
national  education  is  irony,  and  an  irony  that 
wounds  a  Catholic  nation.  The  last. and  worst  sys- 
tem of  all,  is  that  which  is  called  the  Secular  School 
System,  or,  as  in  the  United  States,  the  Common 
School  System,  from  which  religion  is  altogether 
excluded. 

Of  this  last  system,  in  existence  now  for  many 
years  in  America,  the  results  are  daily  becoming 
manifest.  We  have  it  on  the  testimony  of  Ameri- 
cans, of  Protestants,  of  clergymen,  of  physicians,  of 
judges,  and  of  statesmen,  that  both  crime  and  im- 
morality have  increased,  notwithstanding  the  spread 
of  instruction.  Such  instruction,  if  it  dojjbt  sharpen 
and  develope  the  passions  and  facilities  of  immor- 
ality and  crime,  at  least  does  not  repress  them. 
The  only  power  which  can  form,  purify,  and  gov- 
ern the  moral  nature,  is  jealously  excluded;  and 
this  privation  leaves  the  heart  and  will  in  the  rank- 
ness  of  nature.  To  us,  then,  there  is  no  wonder 
that  the  Secular  School  System  has  utterly  failed. 
We  have  already  said  that  education  without  re- 
ligion is  impossible ;  we  may  add  that  instruction 
without  religion  is  instruction  without  morality.  A 
people  to  whom  morality  is  not  taught  cannot  be 
moral,  and  morals  cannot  be  taught  without  relig- 
ion. For  what  is  morality  but  the  law  of  duty, 
which  arises  from  our  personal  relations  towards 
God  and  our  neighbor  ?  And  how  is  it  possible  to 
teach  this  law  of  duty  without  the  knowledge  of 
the  persons  towards  whom  those  relations  exist  ? 
But  to  know  this,  unless  we  are  going  to  reduce  a 
Christian  people  to  the  level  of  the  deists,  Christi- 
anity must  be  taught  without  knowledge  of  Christ ; 
and  that  again  by  necessity  involves  the  knowl- 
edge of  His  Person,  His  history,  His  teaching,  and 
His  commandments ;  it  involves,  in  other  words, 
Christianity;  or,  to  speak  out,  it  involves  dogma, 
for  a  religion  without  dogma  is  not  Christianity. 
In  whatsoever  school,  then,  religion  is  not  taught, 
morality  is  not  taught ;  and  where  morality  is  not 
taught,  the  heart,  and  conscience,  and  will  of  the 
young  are  not  formed  for  the  duties  and  for  the 
conflicts  of  life.  And  what  can  be  more  fatal  than 
to  call  this  education  ?  It  is  not  even  instruction, 
for  the  larger  and  more  necessary  parts  of  knowl- 
edge are  excluded.  But  the  ground  on  which  this 
system  is  defended  is  that  religion  is  to  be  left  to  the 
parents  and  to  the  pastors  of  the  children ;  and  that 


the  State  claims  only  to  instruct  children  in  secular 
matters.     Now,  on  this  much  is  to  be  said — 

First,  we  accept  it  as  an  acknowledgment  that 
the  State  has  neither  the  commission  nor  the  power 
to  educate.  So  far,  well.  But  how,  then,  has  the 
State  the  right  to  compel  parents  to  send  their  chil- 
dren to  schools  to  which  they  object  ?  And  it  is 
certain  that  a  Christian  people  must  object  to  schools 
from  which  Christianity  is  excluded.  It  has  been 
truly  said  by  a  writer  of  no  little  discernment  that  the 
State  has  a  moral  character ;  and  that,  until  the  moral 
character  of  the  State  is  fully  recognized,  "  sa- 
cerdotalism" will  never  be  got  rid  of.  This  is  most 
true.  The  commission  and  authority  of  the  Church 
through  its  pastors  will  never  be  got  rid  of  till  the 
State  usurps  it.  But  the  State  can  never  usurp  it  in 
virtue  of  its  moral  character,  for  in  usurping  it  the 
State  will  violate  its  highest  moral  duty.  The  moral 
character  of  the  State  consists  in  this,  that  it  is  bound 
to  protect  the  moral  rights  and  moral  duties  of  all 
its  members.  It  derives  its  moral  character  from 
its  members.  It  has  no  moral  rights  nor  moral  du- 
ties independent  of  them,  still  less  against  them. 
Every  father  and  mother  has,  by  the  natural  and 
Divine  law,  the  moral  right  and  the  moral  duty  to 
educate  their  children,  and  to  determine  the  nature 
of  that  education.  Every  Christian  father  and 
mother  has  the  right  and  the  duty  to  see  that  their 
children  shall  receive  a  Christian  education.  The 
State  has  no  right  to  compel  them  to  send  their 
children  to  schools  where  any  religion  but  their  own 
is  taught,  nor  to  schools  from  which  Christianity  is 
excluded.  In  this  the  parents  stand  upon  rights 
and  duties  of  the  moral  and  Divine  law,  in  the 
presence  of  which  the  State  is  powerless.  Water 
cannot  rise  above  its  source.  The  State  has  no  rights, 
therefore  no  duties,  higher  than  those  of  the  pa- 
rents. Sacerdotalism  claims  no  such  rights  against 
the  natural  rights  of  parents.  The  Church  claims 
and  possesses  the  right  and  the  commission  to  di- 
rect, and  by  all  moral  power  to  constrain,  its  mem- 
bers to  educate  their  children  as  Christians,  and, 
further,  to  protect  them  in  these  rights  and  duties 
against  all  adversaries ;  and  of  all  adversaries,  from 
Julian  to  Voltaire,  the  State,  when  it  exceeds  its 
rights,  is  the  worst.  A  Christian  civil  power,  ed- 
ucating by  its  public  action  a  united  people  in  sound 
Christian  schools,  is  the  most  perfect  example  of 
the  moral  character  of  the  State.  A  civil  power, 
holding  the  balance  of  justice  even  in  a  firm  neu- 
trality among  the  religious  sections  of  a  divided 
people,  assisting  them  to  educate  their  children, 
partly  by  private  and  partly  by  public  means,  in 
schools  proper  to  their  respective  religious  convic- 
tions, is  the  less  perfect,  but  the  inevitable,  condi- 
tion of  a  State  which  has  forfeited  its  religious  unity. 
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A  civil  power,  rejecting  all  religion  from  its  public 
action,  and  excluding  it  from  its  popular  education, 
and,  nevertheless,  meddling  with  teachers,  schools, 
and  books,  becomes  the  worst  of  social  tyrannies — 
the  tyranny  of  bureaus  and  of  pedants.  In  such  a 
system  the  State  has  not  only  got  rid  of  sacerdotal- 
ism, but  has  usurped  the  parental  rights  of  the  peo- 
ple. Its  usurpation  upon  the  office  of  the  Church 
is  a  usurpation  also  upon  the  authority  of  every 
father  and  mother  in  the  land. 

We  cannot  be  too  prompt  in  measuring  the  full 
extent  of  the  conflict  into  which  we  may  be  enter- 
ing. It  is  no  less  than  a  trial  of  strength  between 
the  traditions  of  Christian  England  and  the  de- 
mands of  those  who,  while  they  strip  the  State  of 
all  Christianity,  claim  for  it  a  supreme  control  over 
the  education  of  the  people.  They  tell  us  that  the 
time  has  come  for  enlarging  our  conceptions  of  the 
State,  by  claiming  for  it  a  right  to  exercise  those 
functions  which  the  clergy  have  hitherto  regarded 
as  their  own.  But  these  functions  are  essentially 
and  exclusively  religious ;  and  the  clergy  claim  a 
direction  of  education,  because  education  in  its  es- 
sence is  the  religious  formation  of  children  by  the 
law  of  Christian  faith  and  morals.  This  claim,  then, 
of  a  State  is  equivalent  to  a  State  supremacy  over  the 
conscience.  What  was  once  claimed  for  kings  is  now 
claimed  for  States.  But  kings  claimed  a  suprem- 
acy to  direct  their  people  in  matter  of  religion ; 
the  State  is  now  to  claim  a  supremacy  to  strip  the 
education  of  the  people  of  Christianity,  and  to  ex- 
clude their  pastors  and  clergy  from  directing  the 
education  of  children.  Now,  this  is  nothing  else 
than  the  deification  of  the  civil  power,  which  Chris- 
tianity overthrew.  It  is  the  lex  regia  of  Ancient 
Rome  in  which  emperors  were  pontiffs,  a  true 
tyranny  over  body  and  soul;  for  to  exclude  relig- 
ion from  education  is  not  less  an  exercise  of  suprem- 
acy in  matter  of  religion  than  to  determine  how 
far  it  shall  be  taught.  The  power  which  exercises 
its  discretion  to  exclude  religion  altogether,  claims 
thereby  a  power  to  admit  it  if  it  will ;  and,  if  to  admit 
it,  then  in  what  form  and  to  what  degree.  That  is, 
the  State  thereby  constitutes  itself  supreme  over  the 
religion  of  the  people.  It  will  continue  to  permit 
adults  to  practice  what  religion  they  will  in  the 
public  churches ;  but  it  will  not  permit  the  children 
to  practice  or  to  learn  religion  in  the  public  schools. 
So  far  as  the  action  of  the  State  goes,  the  adults  of 
the  next  generation  may  abandon  religion  alto- 
gether. The  churches  may  be  empty;  for  men 
tilucated  without  religion  will  assuredly  not  fre- 
quent them.  Thus  far  we  have  gpokcn  only  of 
the  extinction  of  religion  by  privation.  There  is 
another  side  to  this  picture,  which  we  have  touched 
upon  but  cannot  now  fill  up :  the  extinction  of 


morality.  In  the  history  of  the  Christian  world, 
no  record  is  to  be  found  of  immorality  so  profound 
as  that  which  springs  from  education  without 
Christianity.  If  Christianity  has  in  any  degree 
purified  the  world,  the  expulsion  of  Christianity 
from  the  formation  of  a  people  must  by  an  inevi- 
table law  plunge  them  once  more  into  the  degrada- 
tion of  the  old  world.  What  St.  Paul  has  lumi- 
nously described,  certain  populations  who  have 
grown  up  without  religion  visibly  show  at  this  day. 
Let  us  then  openly  warn  our  countrymen  that  the 
only  security  for  the  preservation  of  our  Christian- 
ity, of  our  public  morality,  and  of  the  liberty  of  con- 
science, is  the  independent  action  of  the  Church  in- 
terposing itself  between  the  State  and  the  people. 
A  State  armed  with  supreme  power  in  religion  is 
the  most  formidable  adversary  of  truth  and  of  con- 
science upon  earth.  The  spiritual  authority  of  the 
Church  is  the  guardian  of  our  religious  liberty ;  and 
our  religious  liberty  consists  in  the  free  exercise  of 
religion  in  adults,  and  in  the  religious  education  of 
their  children.  It  is  therefore  most  true  that  sa- 
cerdotalism, and  the  independent  guardianship  of 
Christian  pastors,  is  the  true  antagonist  of  State 
despotism  in  religion  and  education.  What  is 
called  Denominational  Education,  is  no  more  than 
Christian  education  protected  and  guarded  by  the 
ministers  of  religion,  to  whom  the  fathers  and 
mothers  of  the  people  willingly  confide  the  care  of 
their  children.  It  will,  we  know,  be  answered, 
that  to  institute  a  system  of  national  secular  in- 
struction leaving  to  parents  the  full  freedom  to 
provide  whatsoever  religious  instruction  they  think 
fit,  is  no  usurpation  of  the  rights  of  parents.  But 
this  is  to  play  with  words.  Such  a  system  deprives 
their  children  of  religious  education  altogether. 
The  secular  school  at  best  can  only  instruct  them ; 
the  religion  taught  out  of  school  does  not  educate 
them. 

As  we  have  said,  the  intellect,  the  heart,  the  will, 
the  character,  are  to  be  formed  by  the  united,  con- 
stant, and  uniform  action  of  Christian  teaching  and 
Christian  training ;  which  things  are  alike  impossi- 
ble except  in  Christian  schools.  And  such  schools 
Christian  parents  have  a  right  to  demand  of  a  Chris- 
tian State ;  and  a  State  that  refuses  their  demand 
thereby  abdicates  its  Christianity.  It  is  not  to  be 
believed  that  any  statesman  can  be  found  in  Eng- 
land to  propose  a  secular  system  of  education  as  a 
thing  desirable  in  itself,  but  only  as  the  dire  and  in- 
evitable alternative  forced  upon  us  by  what  is  called 
"  the  religious  difficulty."  We  are  -supposed  to  be 
so  hopelessly  divided  in  religion,  that  religious  ed- 
ucation is  no  longer  possible.  Un 
ucation  is  indeed  impossible;  but 
education  is  not  impossible.  Aact  Jfe>i°rious 
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tion  is  of  greater  price  than  united  education.  A 
united  system  of  schools  may  be  expedient,  but  a 
religious  teaching  and  training  is  vital.  If  the 
former  can  be  given  up,  the  latter  cannot. 

There  does  not  exist  in  England  more  than  a  hand- 
ful who  would  prefer  schools  without  religion  to 
Christian  schools.  The  people  of  England  are 
Christian,  and  the  education  of  England  is  still  Chris- 
tian. For  the  first  time  it  is  seriously  threatened. 
The  tradition  of  Christian  education  descends  to  us 
as  a  part  of  our  Christian  civilization.  Christianity 
and  civilization  came  together  and  sprung  from  the 
same  source.  It  is  Christianity  which  has  created 
our  domestic,  and  civil,  and  political  order.  Rudely 
as  the  religious  unity  of  England  was  shattered  three 
hundred  years  ago,  Christian  education  survived 
and  has  been  handed  down,  more  or  less,  in  its  in- 
tegrity until  now.  The  first  breach  in  it  is  being 
made  in  the  old  Universities ;  and  what  is  attempted 
in  the  highest  schools  of  the  land  will  be  attempted 
in  the  lowest.  But  there  is  no  parity  in/the  cases. 
If  old  endowments  be  national  property,  the  volun- 
tary contributions  which  support  our  poor  schools 
are  not  national  property.  The  public  revenues 
which  assist  these  voluntary  efforts  are  national, 
and  may  be  justly  extended  in  aid  to  all;  but  it 
would  be  a  ruinous  policy  and  an  evil  day  in  which 
the  State,  by  excluding  religion  from  State-assisted 
schools,  should  paralyze  the  voluntary  efforts  of 
those  who  now  bear  two  thirds  of  the  burden  of  our 
popular  education,  and  dry  up  the  perennial  sources 
of  their  generous  charity.  By  a  most  unwise  parsi- 
mony, we  grant  year  by  year  some  £600,000  for 
education.  This  sum  elicits  and  sets  in  motion  £1,- 
200,000,  that  is,  double  the  amount,  by  voluntary 
contribution ;  and  this  sum  of  £1,200,000  represents 
what  money  cannot  produce,  or  purchase,  or  supply : 
the  energy,  zeal,  intelligence,  activity,  and  personal 
service  of  a  vast  number  of  the  most  intelligent  and 
benevolent  men  and  women  throughout  the  country, 
who,  counting  Christianity  dear  above  all  things, 
and  their  denomination  of  Christianity  pure  and 
true  above  all  others,  are  willing  to  labor  and  deny 
themselves  with  exemplary  zeal  and  perseverance, 
in  order  to  extend  to  others  the  gift  they  count  to 
be  their  own  chief  good.  To  secularize,  then,  our 
popular  education,  would  be  not  only  to  forfeit  this 
vast  annual  income  of  voluntary  offerings,  but  to 
destroy  what  is  still  more  valuable,  the  moral  forces 
which  move  the  hands  to  generosity,  because  they 
move  the  heart  to  Christian  zeal.  Touch  this,  and 
it  withers  like  a  sensitive  plant.  The  people  of 
England,  in  all  their  religious  divisions,  are  still  re- 
solved to  hold  fast,  and  to  hand  on  their  inheritance 
of  Christian  education.  The  Catholic  Church  ac- 
knowledges no  other.  It  has  had  full  experience  of 


State  education  in  many  lands,  for  its  universality 
brings  it  into  contact  with  all  nations.  It  has  a  man- 
ifold experience ;  and  experience  makes  men  wise. 
The  Church  has  had  full  experience  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  France,  and  of  the  Common  School  System 
of  America,  and  can  give  its  evidence  when  it  is 
needed.  But  the  need  hardly  exists ;  the  evidence 
of  French  and  American  writers,  and  in  America 
of  Protestants  and  Protestant  ministers,  renders 
our  testimony  unnecessary.  The  immorality,  pub- 
lic and  private,  domestic  and  personal,  which  has 
sprung  from  education  without  religion,  is  now 
forcing  itself  upon  the  conscience  of  the  United 
States.  And  yet  it  is  at  such  a  moment  that  we  are 
invited  to  adopt  it  as  the  solution  of  the  "  relig- 
ious difficulty."  Any  religious  difficulties  are  of 
little  moment  compared  with  immorality,  which 
saps  the  foundations  of  home  and  of  society. 

Let  us  turn  for  a  moment  to  our  actual  state  and 
progress  in  education.  It  is  estimated  that,  in  the 
population  of  England  and  Wales,  the  number  of 
children  who  ought  to  be  under  education  is  3,500,- 
000;  and  that  in  all  schools,  whether  assisted  by 
Government  grants  or  not,  there  are  at  this  time 
not  more  than  2,165,000  on  the  books.  There  re- 
main, therefore,  1,335,000  to  be  provided  for.  Now 
it  may  be  said  that  this  vast  system  of  education  has 
been  formed  since  the  year  1839.  It  is  strictly  de- 
nominational. If  in  thirty  years  the  denominational 
system  has  done  so  much,  what  in  twenty  or  even 
ten  more,  with  the  experience,  and  moral  forces  and 
means  which  are  perpetually  accumulating,  may  it 
not  accomplish  ?  and  that  all  the  more  surely  and 
promptly  if,  by  a  prudence  wiser  than  its  parsimony, 
the  State  shall  double  its  education  grant,  and 
thereby  elicit,  if  not  a  double,  at  least  an  equal 
amount  of  voluntary  contributions.  If  £1,800,000 
a-year  now  provides  for  two-thirds  of  our  children, 
another  million  would  cover  the  waste  places  of  our 
country  with  schools.  There  is  no  part  of  our  coun- 
try so  waste  in  which  a  secular  school  would  be  pre- 
ferred by  the  people  to  a  Christian  school.  Be- 
tween a  denominational  school  and  a  secular  school 
there  are  gradations  of  religious  teaching  which 
would  reconcile  nearly  all  our  divisions  and  yet  pre- 
serve the  Christian  character  of  the  school.  The  sys- 
tem which  is  miscalled  national  in  Ireland,  where 
an  education  without  a  religion  is  imposed  upon  a 
people  of  which  five-sixths  are  perfectly  united  in 
their  faith,  might,  if  applicable  anywhere,  be  ap- 
plied to  such  a  residuum  of  our  population  as  refuse 
by  reason  of  their  religious  divisions  a  better  and 
more  perfect  system.  But  what  wisdom  or  justice 
is  there  in  robbing  those  who  desire,  ana"  will  deny 
themselves  to  maintain,  a  Christian  system  of  de- 
nominational schools,  because  in  a  few  residual  cases 
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such  schools  would  not  content  a  small  number  o: 
sectaries? 


(Translated  from  the  Rosier  de  Marie.)  - 

To  Arms,  Soldiers  of  the  Word ! 


Whither  goest  thou,  young  soldier? 

"  I  am  going  where  danger  calls  me  ; 
where  the  sons  of  error  fight  sternly  and 
unweariedly  with  the  sons  of  truth.  I  am 
going  to  defend  Rome !  I  am  going  to 
take  my  place  under  the  banner  of  the  serv- 
ant of  the  servants  of  God." 

Young  soldier,  whither  goest  thou? 
Thou  bearest  no  musket  in  thy  hand,  and 
the  murderous  sword  does  not  hang  at  thy 
side. 

"  I  am  going  to  combat  for  light  against 
darkness.  My  arms  are  the  works  of  jus- 
tice and  charity,  of  mercy  and  devotion." 
"Whither  goest  thou,  young  soldier? 
How  wilt  thou  resist  the  fearful  shock  of 
the  combatants  without  a  shield  of  steel 
impenetrable  to  the  keen  darts  of  the  en- 
emy? 

"  I  am  going  into  the  midst  of  the  fray 
without  fear  and  without  terror ;  my  body 
is  covered  with  the  breastplate  of  justice. 
I  have  seized  the  sword,  that  is,  the  Word, 
as  it  is  written,  '  Arripite  gladium,  quod 
est  Verbum."1  To  arms,  soldiers  of  the 
Word!" 

Young   soldier,  whither    goest    thou? 
Dost  thou  not  hear  the  cry  of  the  combat-, 
ants,  the  savage  joy  of  those  who  deem 
themselves  conquerors  ? 

"  I  am  going  where  duty  and  honor  call 
me.  What  signifies  to  me  the  clamor  of 
those  who  struggle,  the  ferocity  of  those 
who  triumph?  I  know  their  triumph  is 
but  short-lived,  and  I  see  Him  already  ap- 
proaching who  will  break  in  pieces  my  en- 
emies, as  though  they  were  potter's  ves- 
sels." 

Whither  goest  thou,  young  soldier? 
Fearest  thou  not  dark  calumny  with  her 
eloquent  suppressions  of  truth  and  her  per- 
fidious insinuations? 

"  I  am  going  where  every  Christian 
ought  to  go  who  would  not  lay  himself 


open  to  a  charge  of  cowardice  infamous 
as  that  of  Pilate.  I  am  going  to  brave 
calumny;  I  have  no  fear:  Dominus  pro- 
tector vitce  mece;  a  quo  trepidabo?  The 
Lord  is  the  defender  of  my  life,  of  whom 
shall  I  be  afraid  ?" 

Young  soldier,  whither  goest  thou? 
The  obscurity  of  error  covers  the  fray  of 
the  combatants.  They  strike  in  the  dark, 
and  the  wounds  they  inflict  on  each  other 
cause  unspeakable  torments,  overwhelming 
them  with  a  thousand  evils  unknown  to  us. 

"  I  am  going  where  the  strong  arm  ought 
to  betake  itself,  where  the  most  cruel  blows 
are  dealt.  The  darkness  could  not  make 
me  flinch.  Nam  et  si  ambulavero  in  medio 
umbrae  mortis,  non  timebo  mala,  quoniam 
tu  mecum  esf  For  even  should  I  walk  in  the 
midst  of  the  shadow  of  death,  I  would 
fear  no  evil,  for  I  know,  Lord,  Thou  art 
with  me." 

Whither  goest  thou,  young  soldier? 
The  multitude  laughs  at  thee,  despises  thy 
armor  and  disdains  thy  combats.  Ah ! 
thy  lot  is  indeed  to  be  pitied,  and  rest  in 
neutral  ranks  would  be  for  thee  a  far  wiser 
choice. 

"  lam  going  in  advance  of  the  multitude. 
I  endure  their  gibes  and  ever  urge  forward. 
The  object  I  pursue  is  sacred:  my  God  is 
already  there,  to  mock  my  enemies  and 
laugh  them  to  scorn.  Yes,  my  Lord  and 
my  God  will  speak  to  them  in  His  anger 
and  vex  them  in  His  fury.  Rest  purchased 
by  cowardice  deserves  only  contempt." 

Soldiers,  young  and  old,  where  are  you 
going?  What  do  I  see?  A  vast  army  is 
assembled ;  those  who  compose  it  have 
come  from  the  four  corners  of  the  horizon. 
Ah !  how  goodly  are  thy  tents,  O  Israel !" 
How  united  are  the  soldiers  of  the  army 
of  Right!  Their  ranks  are  closed;  their 
line  is  invincible.  Yonder  appears  the 
hostile  army,  the  army  of  Evil.  It  is  com- 
posed of  giants  armed  with  murderous 
weapons  and  animated  by  fury.  They  be- 
gin the  battle,  they  mingle  in  the  fray, 
what  will  become  of  us  ?  Whither  can  we 
fly,  where  can  we  hide  ourselves  'J. 

"  Nowhere.     You  voluntarily  remained 
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neutral  when  you  ought  to  have  chosen  a 
standard ;  you  preferred  cowardly  ease  to 
an  honorable  struggle,  and  now  your  time 
of  punishment  has  come.  You  will  be 
crushed  under  the  feet  of  both  armies.  The 
combat  will  be  long,  bloody  and  inexor- 
able, but  the  triumph  is  secured  to  the 
army  of  right.  The  aureole  will  crown 
the  brow  of  the  conquerors,  and  this  aure- 
ole is  reserved  for  all  the  soldiers  of  the 
army  of  right,  if  they  have  remained  faith- 
ful, if  they  have  not  wearied  during  the 
battle,  if  they  have  persevered  to  the  end, 
if  they  have  been  buried  in  the  hour  of 
their  triumph.  Such  is  the  future,  the 
struggle  of  good  against  evil.  Let  us  be 
the  soldiers  of  good;  let  us  defend  our 
faith  and  our  liberty.  Let  us  defend  our 
belief,  which  is  attacked;  ourselves,  whom 
they  would  gladly  oppress.  Let  us  not  be 
neutral !  Our  weapons  are  well  known ; 
they  are  named  justice,  mercy  and  char- 
ity. They  are  comprised  in  the  word 
which  advances,  germinates  and  propo- 
gates  the  works  of  justice  mercy  and  char- 
ity. 

"To  arms,  soldiers  of  the  Word!  to  arms, 
you  who  wish  the  triumph  of  good.  Evil 
desires  to  engage  in  one  earnest  and  final 
battle. 

"  To  arms,  soldiers  of  the  Word  !  '  Ar- 
ripite  gladium,  quod  est  Verbum."*  Yes,  to 
arms,  soldiers  of  the  Word,  for  the  defence 
of  Rome  and  of  the  Vicar  of  Christ  upon 
earth!" 


"  Our  readers,"  says  the  Dublin  Nation, 
"  will  be  interested  to  learn  that  Lord 
Archibald  Douglas,  third  son  of  the  good 
Marchioness  of  Queensbury,  entered  the 
Dominican  Order  of  monks  on  Whit-Sun- 
day. For  all  grace  and  comfort  to  that 
amiable  mother  and  her  pious  son,  the 
grateful  people  of  Ireland  will  assuredly 
offer  many  a  heartfelt  prayer  to  heaven." 

THE  CROSS  is  the  royal  avenue  and  gate 
leading  to  the  temple  of  sanctity.  Seek 
it  elsewhere  and  you  will  not  find  it. — St.  F. 
de  Sales. 


Church  Music, 


During  a  partial  lull  in  the  exciting 
movement  of  the  three  days  occupied  by  the 
exhibition,  on  the  occasion  of  the  Silver  Ju- 
bilee of  Notre  Dame  College  and  St.  Mary's 
Academy,  Indiana,  we  had  the  pleasure  of 
a  half  hour's  serious  chat  with  an  old  friend 
of  ours :  one  of  the  many  who  honored  the 
College  with  their  presence  during  those 
memorable  days.  It  may  be  readily  un- 
derstood that  on  those  days  when  our 
friends  come  to  see  us,  and  each  other, 
there  is  such  a  come  and  go,  that  a  good 
chat  is  rarely  possible;  but  one  evening 
when  many  were  congregated  in  front  of 
the  College,  in  groups  of  threes  and  fives, 
up  to  twenties  and  more,  enjoying  the 
balmy  evening  air,  and  listening — those 
who  would — to  the  chime  of  bells  in  the 
neighboring  steeple,  we  fell  into  conver- 
sation with  this  old  friend  of  ours ;  and 
though  our  views  and  his  were  in  many 
respects  the  same,  still  we  differed  enough 
to  get  up  quite  an  amicable  and  animated 
discussion,  on  newspapers  and  Church 
Music.  Though  not  agreeing  with  him 
entirely,  we  thought  his  ideas  of  Church 
Music  would  please  our  readers,  and  re- 
guested  him  to  put  them  in  writing,  which 
he  kindly  consented  to  do  ;  and  he  has, 
with  his  well-known  promptitude,  sent  us 
the  first  article  on  the  subject,  which  we 
take  pleasure  in  laying  before  our  readers. 

Music  IN  CATHOLIC  CHUKCHES. 

The  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  altar  is  in  the 
Catholic  Church  the  highest  and  most  sub- 
lime worship  which  can  be  offered  by  the 
creature  to  the  Creator.  Whatever  tends 
to  inspire  devotion  and  add  solemnity  to 
the  Holy  Sacrifice  of  the  Mass,  is  surely 
an  object  worthy  our  highest  regard.  Now, 
the  influence  of  music  upon  the  moral  sen- 
sibilities is  so  universally  admitted  that  it 
need  not  be  adverted  to  here.  And  its  ef- 
fects also,  according  to  its  kind,  are  almost 
infinitely  different.  Some  are  affected  al- 
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most  to  tears  by  one  kind,  and  others  are 
carried  away  by  quite  a  different  style  of 
music.  Still  it  must  be  admitted  that  those 
who  love  the  "  operatic"  are  certainly  those 
who  are  inclined  to  be  romantic  rather  than 
pious. 

Music,  in  my  judgment,  should  always  be 
appropriate  to  the  words  used  in  the  piece, 
and  to  the  occasion  at  which  these  words 
are  sung.  Kyrie  eleison  means  "Lord 
have  mercy  on  us."  To  sing  these  words 
in  a  high  glee,  as  I  have  many  times  heard 
jthem,  is  to  my  mind  not  only  inapplicable 
but  ridiculous.  The  most  solemn  and  be- 
seeching strains  which  a  good  composer 
could  bring  to  his  command  would  be  the 
most  appropriate.  The  Gloria  should  be 
more  joyful,  but  not  even  then  losing  sight 
of  the  fact  that  this  is  only  a  part  of  that 
great  mysterious  tragedy  which  redeemed 
a  fallen  world.  In  one  word,  all  music 
in  Catholic  churches  should  be  of  such  a 
character  as  to  inspire  devotion — not  de- 
stroy it, — soften  the  stony  heart  without 
distracting  the  mind. 

I  have  known  persons  who  frequented  our 
churches — I  mean  of  course  those  churches 
where  the  choirs  were  of  the  first  order — 
merely  for  a  rich  treat,  as  they  expressed 
themselves,  and  as  decidedly  cheaper  than 
they  would  have  to  pay  did  they  go  to  the 
theatre  or  the  opera.  This  should  not  be 
so,  at  least  in  the  sense  here  manifested. 

But,  besides  all  this,  and  above  all,  the 
inspired  words  of  God  Himself,  and  at  the 
most  holy  and  solemn  moments  of  the 
office,  should  undoubtedly  come  from  pure 
lips.  And  yet  it  is  not  unfrequently  the 
case  that  the  choir  is  composed  of  men  and 
women,  girls  and  boys,  whose  conduct, 
even  in  the  church,  is  very  far  from  being 
what  it  should  be. 

There  is,  no  doubt,  great  need  of  a  re- 
formation in  regard  to  the  matters  herein 
alluded  to ;  but  it  pertains,  after  all,  to  the 
pastors  of  our  churches  to  regulate  and 
control  all  such  things.  And,  as  responsi- 
bility and  control  always  go  together,  they 
alone  must  be  responsible — at  least  as  far 
as  they  can  correct  these  abuses — for  what- 


ever of  scandal  or  want  of  piety  and  devo- 
tion may  arise  from  this  cause. 

W . 


Life  of  Mother  Mary  Seraphine  F , 

[CONCLUDED.] 

If  it  happened  she  was  blamed  for  any- 
thing, she  would  say :  "  Well,  it  is  nothing 
strange  that  I  have  done  wrong ;  such  a  poor 
little  body  as  I  am  hardly  knows  how  to 
do  anything  else."  ..."  Truly,  I  have 
erred,  and  anyone  may  see  that  I  am  only  a 
poor  inexperienced  religieuse."  When  she 
gave  advice  she  would  hardly  ever  give  it  as 
coming  from  herself,  but  always :  "  Our 
holy  foundress  said  so  and  so — or  ad- 
vised thus  and  thus ;  I  have  read  what 
such  a  saint  said  when  tried  in  this  or 
that  manner,"  &c.,  and  very  often  this  art 
of  keeping  herself  out  of  sight  was  prac- 
ticed with  such  simplicity  and  naturalness, 
that  no  one  ever  perceived  her  design.  Grace 
at  last  took  wholly  the  place  of  nature;  she 
lived  no  more,  Jesus  alone  lived  in  her; 
and  when  this  happy  consummation  was 
reached,  her  community  had  the  joy  for  the 
last  time  to  confer  on  her  the  name  of 
"Mother,"  under  which  she  should  live  for- 
ever in  their  remembrance. 

When  her  last  election  took  place,  in 
June,  1854,  she  appeared  much  moved. 
Her  paleness  revealed  to  her  daughters 
that  God  had  offered  the  cross  to  her  ac- 
ceptance. Interior  sufferings  and  trials, 
and,  ere  long,  a  tedious  and  painful  illness, 
finished  the  work  of  purifying  this  soul 
and  preparing  her  crown.  This  state  of 
interior  anguish,  which  endured  for  a 
length  of  time,  graved  on  her  soul  the  last 
traits  of  resemblance  to  Jesus  crucified, 
her  only  and  sovereign  Spouse. 

In  becoming  superior  she  quitted  her 
dear  little  troop  in  the  noviceship,  feel- 
ing she  never  again  would  assume  the 
charge,  and  taking  leave  of  them  in  words 
full  of  tenderness  and  wisdom,  ended  by 
saying:  "I  leave  you,  as  my  last  words,  hu- 
mility and  love."  From  this  time,  while  she 
lived,  even  those  who  had  so  long  and  so 
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wellknownhcr  were  astonished  at  the  clear- 
ness, force,  and  precision  of  all  her  instruc- 
tions and  answers  to  questions  proposed  to 
her.  It  was  felt  by  all  that  her  soul  was  ripe 
for  heaven,  and  all  hung  on  her  words  so 
holy,  so  full  of  goodness,  sadly  conscious 
they  would  soon  hear  them  no  more.  At 
Christmas  she  addressed  the  community 
most  impressively :  she  wished  them  to  see 
clearly,  and  with  firm  wills  and  courageous 
hearts,  to  uproot  their  faults  and  respond 
more  fervently  to  the  calls  of  grace.  "  I 
ought  to  give  you  the  example,"  said  she 
smiling,  "and  I  desire  to  do  so;  in  good 
earnest  we  will  help  each  other."  "Moth- 
er," said  one  of  the  sisters,  "for  twenty 
years  you  have  been  saying  the  same  words, 
but  I  don't  believe  you  have  ever  pointed 
out  a  fault  to  me  yet."  Mother  Seraphine 
joined  her  hands:  "Is  it  so,  indeed  ;  then  I 
must  look  to  the  infinite  goodness  of  God 
and  His  great  mercy — I  have  nothing  else  to 
depend  on."  As  to  the  sisters,  with  hearts 
full  of  the  remembrance  of  her  maternal 
tenderness,  they  could  only  recall  to  them- 
selves the  words  of  the  beloved  disciple, 
"Jesus  having  loved  His  own  who  were 
with  Him  in  the  world,  loved  them  to  the 
end." 

The  winter  of  this  year  (1854)  was  a 
time  of  great  trial  in  the  monastery.  From 
October  to  the  end  of  January,  one  after 
another  fell  seriously  ill,  many  causing 
great  anxiety ;  one  received  the  last  Sac- 
raments ;  two  others  were  dying  of  con- 
sumption ;  Mother  Seraphine  herself  suf- 
fered much  from  oppression  on  the  chest, 
her  sleepless  nights  often  preventing  her 
rising  for  Holy  Communion.  One  of  the 
sisters  expressed  her  grief:  "  It  is  the  will 
of  God,  my  child ;  it  is  the  will  of  God,"  she 
replied.  Yet  still  her  failing  health  could 
not  induce  her  to  neglect  her  charge.  One 
evening  she  entered  the  infirmary  looking 
quite  exhausted.  She  was  anxiously  asked 
how  she  felt  ?  "I  had  hard  work  to  get  to 
you,"  she  said  to  her  dear  invalids  ;  "  I  al- 
most fell  down  coming;  but  I  had  not  seen 
you  to-day  ;"  then,  putting  her  hand  to  her 
breast :  "  I  suffer  much  here,  but  I  do  not 


wish  to  give  way  to  it."  But  a  few  days 
after  she  was  prostrated  by  it.  This  at- 
tack on  the  chest  was  speedily  followed 
by  a  complication  of  a  dangerous  nature, 
and  her  attendants  had  the  gravest  appre- 
hensions, which  were  but  too  well  founded. 
In  her  own  house  and  others  of  the  order 
the  most  fervent  prayers  were  now  offered 
for  a  life  so  precious  to  all,  which  obtained, 
without  doubt,  abundant  graces  for  Mother 
Seraphine,  but  could  not  retain  her  in  this 
land  of  exile,  for  the  time  had  come  when- 
God  willed  to  reward  her  for  her  sufferings 
and  her  virtues.  She  herself  was  filled  with 
the  desire  to  depart  and  go  to  heaven,  and 
it  manifested  itself  constantly.  "What! 
do  you  wish  to  leave  us?"  asked  one  of  the 
sisters.  "  Oh !  to  go  to  heaven  !"  she  said, 
quite  excited,  and  lifted  out  of  herself ;  "  to 
go  to  heaven  !  Oh  !  to  see  my  God  !  that 
is  all,  all !  no,  neither  love  for  you,  nor  any 
other  thing  can  keep  me  ;  I  have  no  desire 
but  to  see  God  !"  A  hope  was  expressed 
that  she  would  yet  be  spared  to  them  some 
time.  "  You  must  not  pray  for  that,"  she 
exclaimed ;  "  I  long  to  see  our  Lord,  the 
Blessed  Virgin  and  our  holy  founders." 
"  We  are  almost  in  heaven"  was  her  first 
word  in  every  conversation  ;  "  it  is  often 
thought  heaven  is  so  far  off,  but  it  is  in  us; 
/we  possess  it ;  heaven  is  God."  At  this 
time  she  rejoiced  in  the  intimate  and  con- 
tinual presence  of  our  Lord ;  she  saw  Him 
in  all  things  and  all  things  in  Him ;  the 
darkness  of  faith  gave  way  before  the  clear- 
ness of  Christian  hope.  In  the  midst  of  her 
sufferings  she  responded  ardently:  "Oh! 
perfect  happiness!  O  endless  joy!"  to 
those  who  spoke  of  a  blessed  eternity. 
Yet  her  mother's  heart  felt  for  the  sorrow 
of  her  daughters.  She  sympathized  with 
their  desires  while  her  own  were  fixed  on 
God.  For  their  sake  she  prayed  if  God 
so  willed  it  she  might  live;  she  prayed  with 
many  tears,  and  when  entreated  to  unite 
her  own  prayers  to  those  who  prayed  for 
her  recovery,  she  said:  "I  pray  in  union 
with  you,  but  I  say  in  all  sincerity  I  think 
myself  the  most  useless  of  creatures."  But 
her  illness  became  more  and  more  alarm- 
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ing,  and  she  suffered  terribly  from  attacks 
of  suffocation.  Meanwhile  her  sweetness 
and  patience  editied  her  physicians  and  all 
who  had  the  privilege  of  approaching  her. 
Her  love  for  the  rule  had  made  her  desire 
from  the  beginning  of  her  illness  to  be  re- 
moved to  the  infirmary.  "  What  would  our 
holy  founder  say  if  I  should  die  and  be 
found  in  my  cell?"  she  asked.  It  was 
thought  safer  by  Monseigneur  de  la  Bouil- 
line,  the  spiritual  father  of  the  monas- 
tery, to  administer  the  last  Sacraments, 
and  she  asked  pardon  for  all  her  faults  of 
her  community,  renewed  her  vows  with 
touching  fervor,  and  gave  her  sisterhood 
shortbutmostmaternal counsels — above  all 
on  humility,  union,  regular  observance,  and 
care  to  preserve  the  spirit  of  the  institute. 
She  had  yet,  however,  some  little  time  more 
to  suffer.  It  would  be  impossible  to  de- 
scribe her  exquisite  tenderness  at  this  time 
for  her  daughters  ;  all  experienced  it :  for 
each  she  had  some  sweet  and  gracious 
word,  exactly  suited  to  their  need.  To  one 
sister,  who,  kneeling  beside  her,  kissed  her 
hand,  saying:  "My  mother,  I  owe  all  to 
your  charity — you  know  well  how  I  love 
you,"  Mother  Seraphine  said,  laying  her 
hand  on  her  former  novice's  headjand  lifting 
her  eyes  to  heaven.  "  Yes,  dear  child,  I 
know  how  you  love  me,  and  God  knows  it 
better  still."  Seeing  another  weeping 
much  she  said :  "  This  one  knows  what  she 
has  always  been  to  me."  To  a  young  pro- 
fessed sister  whom  she  had  not  seen  for  a 
while  :  "  I  missed  your  visits,  but  I  thought 
you  offered  the  sacrifice  to  God  for  my  re- 
covery. Is  it  not  so?  I  did  not  disturb 
myself  at  not  seeing  you,  because  we  are 
dear  friends.  God  gave  us  the  grace  to 
love  each  other  well  in  this  life  and  the 
next."  A  servant  watching  one  night  with 
one  of  the  sisters,  she  said:  "Believe  me, 
dear  children,  I  love  you  both  alike ;  you 
are  equally  dear ;  my  heart  knows  no  dif- 
ference between  you."  A  postulant  was 
permitted  to  see  her  for  a  few  minutes. 
"  My  dear,"  said  Mother  Seraphine,  "  you 
pray  for  my  recovery,  and  I  will  pray  you 
may  have  the  holy  habit."  Havingnoticed 


the  emotion  of  the  sisters  when  she  re- 
ceived the  last  Sacraments,  she  requested 
some  wine  should  be  given  to  them :  "  They 
need  something  to  strengthen  them,  they 
are  so  overcome."  To  a  sister  who  was 
allowed  to  bring  her  some  delicacy  she  had 
made,  Mother  Seraphine  said  :  "  My  child, 
I  am  so  glad  you  have  this  little  talent; 
it  is  so  useful  for  our  sick."  In  the  car- 
nival week  she  sentforthe  directress  of  nov- 
ices, to  arrange  some  recreations  for 
the  young  nuns,  and  ordered  the  custom- 
ary permissions  should  be  given  to  all  the 
community.  "It  is  our  custom,  youknow," 
she  observed.  But  ah,  how  far  were 
thoughts  of  gaiety  from  the  hearts  of  the 
community !  Very  often,  if,  while  some  of 
the  sisters  were  visiting  her,  the  recreation 
bell  rang,  she  wouldhurry  them  away,  when 
they  wished  to  prolong  their  stay  with  her. 

During  her  illness  she  was  frequently 
visited  by  the  Archbishop  of  Paris  and 
many  distinguished  prelates.  These  evi- 
dences of  esteem  surprised  her  humility. 
"  They  are  altogether  too  good  to  treat 
me  with  such  respect,"  she  said;  "  I  cannot 
understand  why  they  trouble  themselves 
about  a  poor  little  nun,  such  as  I  am;" 
then  in  a  grateful  tone,  "It  is  true  I  am  a 
child  of  the  Church."  Through  a  provi- 
dential accident  her  dear  friend,  Sister  Ro- 
salie R ,  a  Sister  of  Charity — was  en- 
abled to  come  and  see  her.  The  two  con- 
versed a  longtime;  "Adieu,  my  sister," 
said  Mother  Seraphine,  on  parting, — "  we 
shall  not  be  long  separated,"  while  Sister 
Rosalie  weeping  much,  said  "  Ah,  what  a 
friend  I  lose  !  for  forty-five  years  we  have 
been  united  by  close  ties;  what  benedic- 
tions will  fall  on  this  house,  for  your  dy- 
ing mother  is  a  saint."  One  year  after 
this,  Sister  Rosalie  lay  on  her  own  death- 
bed. "  I  have  never  forgotten  the  words  of 
Mother  Seraphine,"  she  said  just  before 
she  fell  ill ;  "I  am  sure  I  shall  die  soon, for 
she  was  a  saint  and  foretold  it  to  me." 

As  her  end  drew  nearer,  she  renewed 
with  joy  the  offering  she  had  made  of  her 
life  to  God,  and  now  hardly  spoke  except 
to  make  acts  of  conformity  to  the  will  of 
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God,  acts  of  love,  and  ardent  aspirations  to 
see  Him  in  heaven.  She  took  leave  of  her 
physician  expressing  her  gratitude  for  his 
affectionate  devotion :  "  We  have  always 
been  good  friends,  Monsieur,"  she  said, 
"  I  hope  we  shall  meet  in  heaven."  He  was 
moved  to  tears,  and  retired  lamenting  her 
loss.  The  night  before  her  death  she  spoke 
often  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  Kissing  her 
crucifix,  she  said:  "Let  us  all  enter  the 
wound  of  this  Divine  Heart  that  we  may 
there  obtain  the  spirit  of  humility,  of  sim- 
plicity and  of  littleness.  Let  us  come  to 
Jesus — always  to  Him."  The  next  day 
she  received  and  blessed  the  children  of 
the  school  incharge  of  the  community. 
"  Try,  my  children,  to  preserve  the  spirit 
of  St.  Francis  de  Sales:  it  will  teach  you 
humility,  obedience,  sweetness."  During 
her  last  hours  she  held  her  crucifix  con- 
stantly in  her  feeble  hands,  pressing  it 
fervently  to  her  lips  and  her  heart  saying: 
"  How  beautiful  art  thou,  Oh  my  Jesus ! 
Thou  art  my  King,  my  Saviour,  and  my 
Spouse."  Then  gazing  earnestly  at  it — 
"  Thefe  is  nothing,  nothing,  my  Jesus,  be- 
tween me  and  Thee."  She  was  asked  if 
she  needed  to  take  refreshment.  "I  de- 
sire only  Jesus,"  she  replied;  but  seeing 
they  wished  her  to  take  it,  she  received 
what  was  offered.  Hearing  that  among  the 
sisters  who  had  been  watching  by  her  was 
one  she  knew  was  delicate,  she  was  con- 
cerned and  asked  anxiously  if  she  was 
much  fatigued. 

The  last  indulgences  were  applied  to 
her;  with  the  liveliest  faith  and  tenderest 
piety  she  joined  in  all  the  prayers,  and 
repeated  the  aspirations  suggested  to  her 
with  childlike  simplicity.  The  attacks  of 
suffocation  made  it  seem  from  moment  to 
moment  that  she  was  expiring,  but  as  she 
still  lived  she  said:  "It  is  well  thus  to 
expiate  my  many  omissions."  One  of  the 
sisters  observing  these  sufferings  indicated 
the  speedy  coming  of  the  Bridegroom :  ' 
rejoice  in  them  for  that,"  she  said,  "how 
happy  am  I,  O  my  Jesus,  that  I  am  on  my 
way  to  enjoy  Thee  through  all  eternity." 
Clasping  her  crucifix  to  her  heart,  "How 


sweet  it  is  to  suffer  for  Thee,  my  God!  How 
good  Thou  art,  my  Jesus,  to  make  me  thus 
conformable  to  Thyself  by  suffering.  .  .  . 
My  soul  thirsts  for  Thee.  .  .  .  And  Mary! 
how  shall  I  rejoice  to  see  her,  and  felici- 
tate her  on  the  glory  the  holy  Church  has 
given  her  on  earth  by  proclaiming  her  Im- 
maculate Conception !  Would  she  were 
more  loved  here  below."  She  kissed  the 
wounds  of  her  crucifix  again,  and  tried 
feebly  to  offer  it  to  all  around  her,  saying, . 
"  And  you,  and  you, — He  is  for  all — let 
all  kiss  His  dear  wounds — all  enter  the 
Heart  of  Jesus — I  would  I  could  place  you 
all  there."  Her  hands  lost  the  power  to 
hold  it  up,  but  she  continued  to  fix  her 
eyes  on  it  in  love  and  adoration.  When 
her  sufferings  increased,  seeing  the  dis- 
tress of  the  sisters,  she  turned  to  them  and 
blessed  them,  her  maternal  love  seeming 
to  overflow  in  pity  for  them.  "  Love  one 
another  always — remain  always  united," 
her  dying  lips  repeated  many  times ;  these 
words  being,  as  it  were,  her  last  testament. 
Notwithstanding  their  sorrow  for  them- 
selves, her  daughters  could  not  but  rejoice 
in  her  happiness,  and  congratulate  her  on 
the  near  approach  of  her  Lord;  while  she, 
occupied  to  her  last  moment  by  the  charge 
He  had  committed  to  her,  the  family  she 
would  so  soon  leave  orphaned,  called  the 
directress  of  novices,  and  with  great  pres- 
ence of  mind  explained  the  conclusions 
she  had  come  to  respecting  two  postu- 
lants, whose  reception  had  been  postponed 
on  account  of  her  illness.  Then  she  wished 
to  give  directions  on  some  other  affairs, 
but  her  strength  failing,  she  said,  with 
calm  faith :  "  The  Holy  Spirit  will  guide 
you — from  moment  to  moment  you  will  be 
aided,  according  as  you  need  it ;"  and  thus 
having  remitted  all  into  the  hands  of  God 
she  remained  in  perfect  quietude,  occupied 
sweetly  with  her  Beloved.  Her  last  con- 
scious words  to  her  children  were :  "  Go  to 
our  Lord  when  all  is  over — go  always  to 
Him  for  He  is  all  ours ;  learn  from  His 
Heart  humility,  simplicity,  littleness,  for 
that  is  our  spirit.  Yes — go  to  His  Heart 
— you  are  the  children  of  His  Heart."  The 
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last  symptoms  came  on  ;  with  the  exclama- 
tion, "  My  head,  my  head,"  she  lost  con- 
sciousness. She  remained  perfectly  still, 
the  profound  silence  for  an  hour  only  bro- 
ken by  one  or  another  softly  uttering  the 
names  of  Jesus  and  Mary,  till  a  slight  move- 
ment in  the  dying  showed  those  around 
her  soul  was  returning  to  her  Creator. 
Her  illness  had  lasted  sixty-two  days  and 
she  died  on  the  Friday  before  Palm  Sun- 
day— Feast  of  the  Compassion  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin.  Her  face  after  death  bore  such  a 
beautiful  expression  that  it  was  impossible 
to  see  it  and  not  be  impressed  with  the  con- 
viction her  life  had  been  that  of  a  saint. 
She  was  buried,  with  the  usual  simplicity 
of  her  Order,  in  their  vault ;  many  distin- 
guished prelates  and  ecclesiastics  attended 
to  give  a  last  token  of  respect  and  venera- 
tion. As  she  was  carried  on  a  bier  draped 
with  white  and  adorned  with  white  flow- 
ers, many  of  the  sisters  recalled  a  dream 
she  had  some  months  before  and  related  to 
them  with  great  simplicity.  She  had  im- 
agined she  saw  herself  lifted  up  by  our 
Lord  in  a  little  basket  covered  with  white 
and  garlanded  with  flowers.  The  ter- 
ror with  which  death  is  usually  invested 
seemed  unfelt  near  Mother  Seraphine's 
body.  Many,  on  approaching  her  burial- 
place  experience  a  singular  feeling  of 
peace  and  encouragement,  and  the  children 
of  the  school  habitually  resort  there  to 
dress  it  with  flowers,  confiding  to  their 
dear  Mother  Seraphine  their  little  projects 
and  attributing  to  her  intercession  the 
gratification  of  their  desires. 


Ordinations, 


On  the  three  last  days  of  June  (says  the  Baltimore 
Catholic  Mirror)  the  yearly  ordinations  were  held 
at  Saint  Mary's  Seminary  in  this  city,  by  the  Most 
Rev.  Archbishop  of  Baltimore. 

On  Monday,  the  28th,  the  following  gentlemen 
were  admitted  to  the  Holy  Tonsure :  Messrs.  Joseph 
A.  Gallen,  Anthony  Lamy,  John  Hands,  Michael  F. 
Kelly,  Charles  Venn,  John  McVerry,  William  Jos. 
Walsh,  John  McElhinny,  Edward  Jos.  Murphy, 
Patrick  F.  O'Hare,  Hugh  P.  Flemrning,  Charles 


Dwyer,  Owen  P.  B.  Corrigan,  John  T.  Delaney, 
Richard  Donnelly,  David  Jos.  Doherty,  James  B; 
Doherty,  Joannes  Dumas,  Jacobus  Q.  Footte,  Mich- 
ael Jos.  Gleeson,  Bernard  A.  Marx,  John  Jos.  Reilly, 
James  T.  M.  Starkey ;  as  also  Brothers  Wendelinus 
Guhl,  George  Dushold,  Eugene  Walsh,  Joseph 
Schwarz,  C.  S.S.  R.,  and  Brother  Geo.  Strong,  8.  J. 

Minor  Orders  were  conferred  on  Messrs.  Patrick 
NcNamara,  William  E.  Starr,  Joseph  Gallen,  Geo. 
Devine,  Michael  F.  Kelly,  Oliver  Bre,  Alexander 
.Brunei,  Robert  A.  Garassu,  Franciscus  Magniny, 
Henry  Rouillard,  Patrick  G.  Tobin,  Jno.  McVerry, 
Jas.  Dwyer ;  on  the  following  Brothers,  C.  S.S.  R, 
Wendelinus  Guhl,  George  Dushold,  Eugene  Walsh, 
Joseph  Schwarz,  and  on  Brother  Geo.  Strong,  S.  J. 
On  the  same  day,  Messrs.  Patrick  McNainara,  Flew- 
riinond  Blanc,  William  E.  Starr,  James  O'Brien, 
Richard  Boyse,  John  A.  Hefternan,  William  Jos. 
Caughlan,  Oliver  Bre,  Alexander  Brunei,  Robert  A. 
Garassu,  Franciscus  Magniny,  Henry  Rouillard, 
Patrick  G.  Tobin,  John  McVerry,  Michael  Keane, 
Charles  Dammer,  James  Dwyer ;  Brothers  Norbert 
Bausch,  C.  C.,  Matthew  Bohn,  C.  S.S.  R.,  Philip 
Rossbach,  C.  S.S.  R,  Philip  Colonel,  C.  S.S.  R, 
F.  X.  Milller,  C.  S.S.  R.,  Hugo  Victor,  C.  S.S.  R, 
Adam  Dietz,  C.  S.S.  R.,  Augustin  Stuhl,  C.  S.S.  R, 
William  Hamilton,  S.  J.,  Edward  Higgins,  S.  J., 
George  Strong,  S.  J.,  Henry  Schaapman,  S.  J.,  re- 
ceived the  sacred  order  of  subdeaconship. 

On  Tuesday  29th,  Messrs.  Patrick  McNamara, 
Flewrimond  Blanc,  William  E.  Starr,  Laurence 
Fuchs,  James  O'Brien,  John.  A.  Heffernan,  William 
Jos.  Coughlan,  Olivier  Bre,  Alexander  Brunei,  Rob- 
ert A.  Garassu,  Franciscus  Magniny,  Michael  Keane, 
Charles  Dammer,  Jas.  Dwyer,  Brother  Norbert 
Bausch,  C.  C.,  Brothers,  C.  S.S.  R,  Matthew  Bohn, 
Philip  Rossbach,  Philip  Colonel,  F.  X.  Muller, 
Adam  Dietz,  Hugo  Victor,  Augustin  Stuhl,  and 
Brothers,  S.  J.,  William  Hamilton,  Edward  Higgins, 
George  Strong,  Henry  Schaapman,  were  elevated 
to  the  diaconate. 

On  Wednesday,  30th,  Messrs.  Wm.  Fr.  O'Brien, 
Wm.  E.  Starr,  Laurence  Fuchs,  Peter  Schwarz, 
Wm.  Coughlan,  Oliveri  Bre,  Alexander  Brunei, 
Robert  A.  Garassu,  Franciscus  Magniny,  Michael 
Keane,  Charles  Dammer,  James  Dwyer,  Brothers 
Norbert  Bausch,  C.  C.,  Matthew  Bohn,  Philip 
Rossbach,  Philip  Colonel,  Francis  X.  Muller,  Adam 
Dietz,  Hugh  Victor,  Augustin  Stuhl,  C.  S.S.  R, 
and  William  Hamilton,  Edward  Higgins,  George 
Strong  and  Henry  Schaapman,  S.  J.,  were  invested 
with  the  dignity  of  the  priesthood. 

On  Friday  morning,  June  25,  in  the  cathedral 
chapel,  Right  Rev.  J.  F.  Wood,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of 
Philadelphia,  conferred  the  order  of  deaconship on 
Rev.  Daniel  O'Connor.  On  Tuesday  morning,  the 
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29th  ult.,  he  raised  to  the  dignity  of  the  holy  priest- 
hood, Rev.  Messrs.  Thomas  F.  Mullen,  Michael  J. 
Lawler  and  Daniel  O'Connor. — Standard. 

On  Tuesday  the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Elder  con- 
ferred, at  the  Archbishop's  church,  minor  orders 
and  subdeaconship  on  Rev.  Mr.  Massardier,  and 
deaconship  on  Rev.  Thomas  Heslin. — New  Orleans 
Morning  Star. 

On  Friday  morning,  Feast  Visitation  B.  V.  M. 
the  Most  Rev.  Archbishop  Purcell  sang  solemn 
High  Mass  in  the  cathedral  of  SS.  Peter  and  Paul, 
Detroit,  assisted  by  Very  Rev.  Messrs.  Hennaertand 
Odin,  two  of  the  cathedral  priests,  being  respect- 
ively .deacon  and  subdeacon,  and  Rev.  Mr.  Hen- 
nessy  master  of  ceremonies.  During  the  Holy  Sac- 
rifice Rev.  James  Savage,  a  native  of  Sylva,  near 
Chelsea,  Michigan,  was  ordained  priest.  The  con- 
gregation was  large,  and  appeared  much  impressed 
by  the  interesting  ceremonial. — Gin.  Telegraph. 


Religious  Professions. 

PROFESSION  IN  THE  CONVENT  OF  MERCY,  WIL- 
LOUGHBY  AVENUE,  BROOKLYN.— On  Friday,  the  18th 
inst.,  Sister  Mary  Xavier  Steward  was  professed  as  a 
rdigieusem  the  Convent  of  Mercy,  Willoughby  Ave- 
nue, Brooklyn.  She  received  the  black  veil  from 
the  hands  of  the  Rt.  Rev.  Dr.  Loughlin,  Bishop  of 
the  diocese,  who  celebrated  Mass.  The  Bishop  also 
preached,  and  referred  in  appropriate  terms  to  the 
duties  and  responsibilities  of  religious  life.  Among 
the  clergymen  present  were  Rev.  Mr.  Fitzpatrick, 
Rev.  Mr.  Moran,  Very  Rev.  J.  F.  Turner,  V.  G., 
Rev.  Mr.  Conlon,  Rev.  Mr.  Lennan,  Rev.  Mr.  Smith, 
and  Rev.  Mr.  Casella. 

RELIGIOUS  PROFESSION. — At  the  Convent  of  the 
Visitation,  Georgetown,  D.  C.,  June  20th,  Miss 
Mary  Finn,  in  religion  Sister  M.  Paulinus,  made 
her  vows  and  received  the  black  veil.  Rev.  B.  A. 
Maguire,  S.  J.,  assisted  by  Rev.  C.  Summer,  S.  J., 
officiated  on  the  occasion. — Mirror. 


THE  POPE-KING. — The  Figaro,  which  cannot  cer- 
tainly be  suspected  of  Catholic  tendencies,  had  re- 
cently a  notice  of  the  various  "Popes"  existing  in 
the  world.  Of  the  Czar  of  Russia  it  said : — "  The 
Muscovite  Pope  shoots  a  nation  on  its  knees,  which 
demands  its  God,  its  altars,  its  nationality,  its  lan- 
guage, its  laws,  and  its  homes.  Its  patriots  are 
hung,  and  its  women  are  flogged.  From  time  to 
time  the  adversaries  of  Rome  perorate  in  favor  of 
Poland.  It  has  but  one  protector,  and  he  is  at  the 
Vatican."  Of  Pius  IX,  the  writer  makes  the  fol- 
lowing remarks : — "  The  enemy,  the  only  enemy  of 


these  Scribes,  is  the  Pope,  King  of  less  than  a  mil- 
lion of  men;  the  august  old  man,  who,  at  nearly 
eighty,  leads  a  life  more  rigorous  than  priest  ever 
led ;  who  is  present  only  at  the  festivals  of  Him  of 
whom  he  is  the  infallible  Vicar;  who  labors  ten 
hours  daily,  and  find  his  repose  in  presiding  at  all 
the  ceremonies  of  religion,  and  completes  his  day 
by  receiving  and  blessing  those  who  come  to  him 
from  the  four  quarters  of  the  universe.  This  enemy 
is  the  marvellous  old  man  whom  the  Church  will 
not  need  to  canonize,  for  he  canonizes  himself  by 
his  sublime  virtues,  which  are  not  of  this  world. 
And  have  you  not,  you  who  have  seen  him,  you  . 
who  have  heard  him,  have  you  not  been  struck  with 
something  gentle,  persuasive  and  divine,  which  sur- 
rounds him  like  a  glory? — Time  respects  the  august 
head  of  Pius  IX,  in  anticipation  of  his  future  im- 
mortality." And  this  is  from  the  pen  ofFigfiro,  the 
testimony  of  one  who  is  obviously  unfamiliar  with 
Catholic  modes  of  thought.  The  writer  is  drifting, 
as  it  were,  on  the  great  tide  of  sympathy  that  has 
set  in  towards  the  centre  of  the  Christian  world. — 
London  Tablet. 


A  Dream  which  is  not  all  a  Dream. 


It  was  a  bright,  warm  morning  in  June 
— the  seventeenth  day  of  the  month,  I  think 
— that  a  group  of  girls  were  busily  chat- 
ting in  one  corner  of  the  playroom  belong- 
ing to  their  "  dear,  darling  old  school,"  as 
they  called  it.  Four  they  were  in  number, 
and  comely,  happy-looking  beings  at  that. 
Mattie  Ward  was  tall  and  fair,  with  merry 
blue  eyes  ;  Kitty  May,  very  small  and  gen- 
tle ;  Lou  Branton,  a  dark  fiery  brunette ; 
and  Jennie  Halaine,  nothing  particular  ex- 
cept a  nice  pleasant  companion.  Their 
subject  of  conversation  seemed  to  be  all- 
engrossing,  to  judge  from  the  deep. inter- 
est depicted  on  their  countenances.  If  you 
have  no  objection,  my  friends,  we  will  join 
them,  and  find  out  what  it  is  they  are  talk- 
ing about. 

"I  tell  you  what,  girls,"  said  Mattie,  very 
eagerly,  "  our  'Distribution  '  is  going  to 
be  a  splendid  affair.  Just  consider  the 
music  !  it  of  itself  is  sufficient  to  make  lu- 
natics of  us ;  and  then  the  premiums  and 
medals, — O  dear,  dear!  Why  don't  you 
say  something,  Jennie  ?  Do  give  us  a  few 
remarks  on  the  subject !" 
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"  Forthwith,  I  simply  remark  that  I  en- 
tertain no  fear  of  your  ever  being  rendered 
crazy  by  the  possession  of  a  medal,"  laugh- 
ingly asserted  Jennie;  "nor  do -I  dread 
any  such  affliction  for  the  rest  of  us.'' 

"You  need  not,  my  dear!"  cried  Lou; 
"for  in  my  opinion  it  is  the  most  ridicu- 
lous thing,  this  trying  for  a  piece  of  gold 
which  you  will  not  value  three  minutes 
after  you  get  it.  No,  no,  I  would  not  waste 
my  sweetness  on  such  desert  air  as  that, 
and  for  a  whole  year  too, — oh,  horrible  !" 

"  Do  you  think  it  is  quite  right  to  talk 
in  this  manner,  Lou?"  said  Kitty;  "re- 
member how  kind  the  Sisters  are  in  buy- 
ing these  gold  and  silver  medals,  and  to 
what  great  expense  they  go." 

"I  am  aware  of  all  that,  "retorted  Lou; 
"  but  I  don't  like  the  idea  of  having  my  good- 
ness bought ;  and  besides,  girls  are  not  sup- 
posed to  behave  themselves  so  extraordi; 
narily  well  at  school.  They  are  not  placed 
there  to  be  saints." 

"  Why, — Loulie  !"  said  a  soft  voice  be- 
hind her,  "  God  made  us  to  be  good  in 
every  place." 

"  Behold  Madame  Dreamer,"  exclaimed 
Jennie, — "  come,  I  suppose,  to  favor  us 
with  an  account  of  last  night's  vision. 
Let  us  have  it,  Mary.  To  be  sure,  you  are 
an  advocate  for  medals  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing;  but  you  are  visited  with  won- 
derful dreams,  which  amuse  us — arid  we 
are  able  to  stand  you." 

"  Sit  right  down  here,  Mary,"  said  Lou, 
in  a  voice  which  plainly  spoke  her  love 
for  the  pretty  brown-eyed  girl,  her  sister; 
"  now,  we  are  all  attention." 

"  Why,  you  make  it  a  matter  of  course 
that  I  must  always  inform  you  of  my  night- 
experiences,"  smiled  Mary  ;  "  but,"  she 
continued,  looking  around  her,  "  you  are 
all  Catholics,  so  will  not  judge  me  harshly 
when  I  confide  to  you  my  sweet  dream — 
the  very  sweetest  I  ever  had.  As  you  all 
know,  I  am  trying  for  that  medal  of  mine, 
and  am  not  a  little  anxious  about  it  at  all 
times  ;  but  last  evening  I  wars  particularly 
so,  for  I  saw  some  of  the  Sisters  in  solemn 
conclave  at  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and  as 


I  passed  by  they  regarded  me  very  atten- 
tively and  somewhat  peculiarly.  I  went 
to  sleep  begging  our  Lord  and  dear  Bless- 
ed Lady  to  help  me.  In  the  middle  of  the 
night  it  seemed  to  me  that  I  was  suddenly 
and  forcibly  awakened.  Opening  my  eyes, 
I  gazed  with  mingled  feelings  of  wonder 
and  delight  at  the  strange  scene  before  me. 
I  was  in  a  place  brilliantly  lighted, — by 
what  I  could  not  tell.  All  around  me  there 
appeared  to  be  a  halo  of  happiness ;  I  know 
not  what  else  to  call  it,  for  it  was  so  real, 
so  perfect.  Immediately  in  front  of  me 
was  raised  a  magnificent  throne,  and  upon 
this  I  thought  our  Lord  was  seated, — and 
oh,  girls,  His  face  was  so  beautiful  in  its 
dignity,  majesty,  and  mildness  that  it  made 
my  heart  burn  with  love,  while  my  eyes 
were  full  of  tears.  Angels  in  spotless 
white  were  playing  on  harps  of  purest 
gold ;  and  saints,  some  of  whom  I  recog- 
nized as  martyrs,  by  crimson  mantles  float- 
ing from  their  shoulders — while  others, 
holding  diamond  crosses  in  their  hands, 
bowed  low  in  adoration.  Peace  and  joy 
shone  forth  from  every  face  ;  and  as  I 
looked,  I  too  became  indescribably  happy. 
At  last  a  grave,  sweet  voice  was  heard, 
and  the  angels  ceased  their  music  to  listen. 
'  Has  my  Blessed  Mother  no  gift  to  offer  me 
to-day,'  it  said,  and  every  eye  turned  to  a 
lady  who  appeared  to  enter  though  already 
there.  '  Ah,  truly  I  have,'  she  gladly  re- 
plied ;  and  the  loveliest  smile  I  ever  saw 
parted  her  lips,  lending  to  her  countenance 
an  expression  of  combined  humility,  pu- 
rity and  gentleness.  Had  you  seen  her, 
I  am  sure  you  would  love  our  Blessed  La- 
dy very,  very  dearly.  She  was  perfect  in 
her  stainless  beauty.  In  each  hand  she 
held  a  wreath  of  flowers,  alike  in  every  re- 
spect except  that  one  was  smaller  than  the 
other.  As  she  advanced  towards  the 
throne,  another  scene  was  presented  to 
my  view.  .  .  .  Our  own  Distribution-room 
was  before  my  eyes,  and  I  was  just  mount- 
ing the  platform  as  our  heavenly  Mother 
knelt  at  the  feet  of  her  Divine  Son.  The 
bishop  placed  around  my  neck  my  medal, 
and  crowned  me  with  a  wreath  exactly  the 
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same  in  appearance  as  that  held  by  our 
Blessed  Lady.  No  sooner  had  I  lost  sight 
of  this  than  I  turned  my  wonder-stricken 
gaze  to  the  throne.  Our  dear  Mother  gave 
one  of  the  angels  the  smaller  crown,  and, 
raising  the  other,  thus  spoke  :  '  My  Son, 
this  is  not  a  wreath  of  flowers,  as  You  well 
know,  but  one  of  good  actions,  the  offspring 
of  virtue.  It  belongs  to  an  earthly  child, 
and  I  will  explain  each  blossom.  This 
centre  Rose  denotes  charity,  which  she 
has  faithfully  practiced  during  the  entire 
past  year,  and  it  will  never  wither;  the 
Lily  on  the  right  side  is  her  purity  which 
so  greatly  endears  her  to  my  heart;  this 
little  Violet,  almo-st  hidden  by  the  rose- 
petals,  is  her  true  humility  and  modesty. 
Wherever  you  perceive  a  Bleeding  Heart, 
there  too  is  an  act  of  mortificatio^i-and  self- 
denial.  The  Heart's  ease  signifies  her  de- 
votion to  You,  and  this  tiny  Moss  Rose  at 
the  back,  her  love  for  me.  Now,  this  one,' 
taking  the  other  garland,  '  is  also  full  of 
merit.  The  owner  of  it  is  a  pious  Sister. 
It  was  she  who  instructed  the  maiden  as 
to  the  right  manner  of  trying  to  gain  her 
medal,  telling  her  that  while  she  worked 
for  worldly  treasures  she  might  be  laying 
up  many  in  heaven,  by  the  proper  direction 
of  her  intentions.  Your  rule  is  such  that 
anyone  who  is  instrumental  in  the  doing 
of  good  or  evil  shall  partly  participate  in 
the  joy  or  sorrow  consequent  thereupon: 
so  we  will  preserve  these  wreaths  and  never 
forget  our  two  dear,  good  children.'  Lou- 
lie,  I  only  had  time  to  understand  that 
these  were  myself  and  Sister  Geuevieve, 
when  everything  faded  from  my  sight  and 
I  was  roused  by  the  getting-up  bell.  All 
during  prayers  and  Mass  I  thought  of  my 
dream,  and  pleaded  that  God  and  His  beau- 
tiful Mother  might  let  it  be  realized.  I 
would  not  have  told  you  what  so  nearly 
concerns  myself  had  I  not  heard  you,  my 
sister,  protest  that  you  saw  no  use  what- 
ever in  wasting  your  sweetness  for  the 
sake  of  a  medal.  Now,  I  hope  you  will 
bear  in  mind  that  in  every  action  of  your 
life  you  are  able  to  plant  a  flower  in  heaven 
which  will  be  everlasting." 


"  Ah,  Mary  dear !"  cried  Jennie, "  you  have 
taught  me  a  lesson  that  I  can  never  forget. 
I  tender  you  a  thousand  grateful  thanks." 

"You  had  better  give  some  evidence  of 
what  you  have  learned,  by  thanking  God 
and  not  a  poor  weak  human  being,"  said 
Mattie ;  "  but,  Mary,  I  am  sure  our  Lord 
sent  you  that  dream  to  make  me  more  pi- 
ous, and  I  too  will  try  to  obtain  a  crown  in 
heaven  next  year,  by  getting  one  on  earth." 

"  For  my  part,"  remarked  Kitty,  "  I 
merely  warn  you  that  it  is  study-hour ;  so. 
let  us  all  assure  Mary  of  her  possessing  the 
gold  medal  at  two  o'clock  p.  m.  on  Wednes- 
day, the  30th  June,  1869,  and  offer  her  our 
heartfelt  congratulations." 

"  Indeed  we  do  wish  you  joy,  Mary," 
they  cried  in  chorus  ;  "  and  may  you  ever 
be  as  good  through  life  as  you  have  been 
this  year."  ROSE. 

Academy  of  the  Visitations  V.M., 
Mt.  de  Chantal,  near  Wheeling,  West   Virginia. 


ADMIRAL  FARRAGUT  told  a  little  story  on  his  trip 
down  Boston  harbor,  the  other  day.  In  passing 
through  the  Narrows  he  told  a  captain  by  his  side 
that  about  fifty  years  ago  this  month  he  was  a  mid- 
shipman on  board  the  frigate  Independence.  Sail- 
ing through  the  Narrows,  bound  up  after  a  three 
years'  cruise,  a  fishing  schooner  tacked  just  ahead 
of  the  frigate,  when  the  officer  forward  sang  out  to 
/ihe  pilot,  who  was  on  the  quarter-deck,  "  Starboard 
your  helm,  pilot,  hard  a-starboard,  or  you  will  run 
a  schooner  down,  now  in  stays  under  our  bow.' 
"Tell  him  to  say  his  prayers,  then,"  promptly  re- 
sponded the  pilot,  "  for  I  shall  not  starboard  my 
helm ;"  and  he  was  as  firm  as  his  word.  The  frigate 
struck  the  fisherman  square  amidships,  smashed  in 
her  side;  she  filled  with  water  and  drifted  leeward, 
while  the  Independence  kept  steadily  on  her  course 
and  cleared  all  danger.  The  crew  of  the  fisherman 
were  picked  up  and  taken  on  board.  The  secret 
of  the  pilot's  disregard  of  orders  was  in  a  rapid  cal- 
culation of  a  choice  of  expedients.  The  frigate  was 
in  such  a  position  that  to  have  varied  her  course 
half  a  point  either  way  would  have  put  her  ashore. 
The  loss  of  the  schooner  would  be  a  mere  trifle 
compared  with  the  putting  ashore  a  sharp  vessel 
like  the  Independence,  drawing  about  twenty-two 
feet  water.  The  promptness  with  which  the  pilot 
decided,  the  admiral  said,  made  a  deep  impression 
on  his  young  mind,  and  therefore  all  the  circum- 
stances after  a  lapse  of  fifty  years  were  still  fresh  in 
his  memory. 
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The  twelfth  century  of  the  Christian  era 
began  under  magnificent  auspices,  but  the 
end  of  its  course  was  widely  different  from 
the  beginning. 

The  reform  of  the  Church  was  the  great 
object  that  occupied  all  minds;  in  the 
space  of  fifty-six  years  there  were  three 
(Ecumenical  councils.  Peter  Waldo,  who 
might  have  been  a  saint,  proved  himself  a 
mere  disturber  of  the  peace.  He  yielded 
to  a  temptation  which  at  all  times  has 
ruined  many  men  of  intelligence :  he  would 
not  think  it  possible  to  save  the  Church 
by  the  Church. 

All  the  strength  of  the  Waldenses  was 
in  the  real  or  apparent  contrast  of  their 
lives  with  the  ill-regulated  lives  of  some  of 
the  clergy  of  their  time.  Favored  by  the 
same  circumstances,  a  heresy  of  oriental 
origin  had  glided  into  Germany  and  Italy 
and  had  pitched  its  headquarters  in  the 
South  of  France.  Its  followers  were  really 
Manicheans,  but  were  commonly  called  Al- 
bigenses.  Raymond  VI,  Count  of  Tou- 
louse, renounced  the  inheritance  of  glory 
and  virtue  transmitted  to  him  by  his  an- 
cestors, to  become  the  chief  of  that  de- 
testable heresy. 

This  was  not  all.  The  instruction  of 
the  Catholic  schools,  which  had  revived 
after  a  long  interval,  began  to  develop 
itself  under  the  influence  of  the  Aristo- 
telian philosophy,  and  the  tendency  of  this 
movement  was  to  make  reason  prevail 
over  faith  in  the  exposition  of  the  Chris- 


tian dogma.  In  a  word,  schism  and  her- 
esy, favored  by  the  bad  state  of  ecclesias- 
tical discipline  and  by  the  revival  of  Pa- 
gan science,  shook  the  foundations  of  the 
work  of  Christ  in  the  West,  while  the  bad 
issue  of  the  Crusades  threatened  to  achieve 
its  ruin  in  the  East,  where  it  opened  to  the 
barbarians  the  portals  of  Christendom. 
The  Popes,  it  is  true,  resisted  with  incred- 
ible strength  of  mind  the  imminent  dan- 
gers of  those  times.  They  checked  the 
emperor  Frederic  I,  they  encouraged  the 
nations  to  undertake  new  crusades,  held 
their  councils  against  error,  watched  over 
the  purity  of  the  doctrine  of  the  schools, 
and  controlled  the  alliance  of  faith  and  the 
public  opinion  of  Europe. 

But  no  man,  however  great,  can  bear 
alone  the  weight  of  divine  and  human 
things  at  once;  many  things  must  concur 
to  help  and  sustain  him.  This  time,  Divine 
Providence,  to  save  the  Church,  took  the 
direct  route  of  mercy  by  giving  to  the  9fOl£ 
St.  Dominic  and  St.  Francis  of  Assisium. 

In  a  valley  of  Old  Castile  which  is  wa- 
tered by  the  Duero,  between  Aranda  and 
Osma,  there  is  a  small  village  of  the  name 
of  Calaroga.  There  St.  Dominc  was  born 
in  the  year  1770.  His  parents  were  Felix 
de  Gusman  and  Johanna  de  Aza.  It  is 
related  that  his  mother  saw  in  her  dream 
the  fruit  of  her  womb  in  the  shape  of  a 
dog  holding  in  his  mouth,  a  flaming  torch 
with  which  he  set  the  world  on  fire.  When 
seven  years  old  he  left  his  father's  home 
and  went  to  Gumiel  de  Izan,  where  he 
lived  with  an  uncle  who  was  the  arch- 
priest  of  the  church  of  that  place.  There 
he  learned  the  rudiments  of  science.  At 
the  end  of  fifteen  years  he  repaired  to  the 
University  of  Pulencia,  in  the  kingdom  of 
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Leon,  remaining  there  for  ten  years.  Two 
traits  of  his  school-life  have  been  handed 
down  to  ns.  During  a  famine  which  desola- 
ted Spain,  Dominic,  not  satisfied  with  giv- 
ing to  the  poor  whatever  he  had,  even  all  his 
spare  clothes,  sold  his  books  and  distribu- 
ted the  price,  and  when  others  were  aston- 
ished at  his  thus  depriving  himself  of  the 
means  of  study,  he  calmly  answered: 
"  Could  I  be  poring  over  dead  parchment 
while  there  are  men  dying  from  hunger  ?" 
This  example  encouraged  both  the  profess- 
ors and  students  of  the  university  to  con- 
tribute abundantly  to  the  aid  of  the  needy. 
On  another  occasion,  seeing  a  woman 
whose  brother  was  a  captive  among  the 
Moors  weeping  bitterly  because  she  was 
unable  to  pay  his  ransom,  he  oHered  him- 
self for  the  redemption  of  her  brother. 
But  God,  having  reserved  him  for  the  spir- 
itual redemption  of  so  many,  would  not 
permit  it. 

Dominic  was  twenty-five  years  old  when 
the  Bishop  of  Osma,  Martin  de  Bazan,  want- 
ed to  attach  him  to  his  diocese,  which  he 
had  reformed  and  purified.  Don  Diego  de 
Azevedo,  a  regular  canon,  and  a  man  of 
great  holiness,  accomplished  this  design, 
and  succeeded  in  persuading  St.  Domi- 
nic to  enter  the  society  of  the  same  regu- 
lar canons,  where  during  nine  years  he 
^prepared  himself  for  the  yet  unknown  mis- 
sion he  was  called  to  fulfil. 

At  that  time  Alphonsus  VIII,  King  of 
Castile,  desired  to  marry  his  son  to  a  prin- 
cess of  Denmark.  As  ambassador  to  this 
effect,  he  chose  Don  Diego,  who  in  the 
mean  time  had  become  Bishop  of  Osma ; 
taking  Dominic  with  him,  towards  the 
end  of  1203,  he  departed  for  Northern  Ger- 
many. Passing  through  Languedoc  they 
witnessed  the  alarming  progress  of  the 
Albigenses,  and  their  hearts  were  sorely 
afflicted.  When  after  many  hardships 
they  had  reached  their  place  of  destination, 
they  found  the  court  of  Denmark  disposed 
to  comply  with  the  wishes  of  Castile. 
They  immediately  returned  to  carry  the 
happy  tidings  to  King  Alphonsus,  and 
aijain  set  out  for  Denmark  to  conduct  the 


princess  to  Spain.  But  she  had  died  in  the 
mean  time,  and  Don  Diego,  disengaged 
of  his  mission,  sent  a  special  courier  to  the 
king  and  went  with  Dominic  to  Rome. 

At  those  times  no  Christian  died  con- 
tent without  having  kissed  the  tomb  of  the 
holy  Apostles  St.  Peter  and  St.  Paul. 
Even  the  poor  from  countries  far  away  set 
out  on  foot  to  venerate  their  holy  relics. 

Don  Diego  and  Dominic  knelt  together 
at  that  tomb  which  governed  the  world, 
and  on  lifting  up  their  heads  from  the 
sanctified  dust,  they  enjoyed  another  hap- 
piness, the  greatest  a  Christian  can  expe- 
rience here  below,  which  is  to  see  on  the 
pontifical  throne  a  man  worthy  to  occupy 
it:  it  was  Innocent  III. 

The  Bishop  of  Osma  had  resolved  to  re- 
nounce his  office  in  order  to  go  and  preach 
the  gospel  to  the  barbarians.  But  Inno- 
cent III  would  not  approve  his  desire  ; 
and  the  two  pilgrims  left  the  Holy  City  in 
spring,  1205.  On  their  way,  they  wished 
to  visit  one  of  the  most  celebrated  mon- 
asteries of  Christendom.  Taking  a  circui- 
tous route  they  went  to  knock  at  the  door 
of  the  Abbey  of  Citeaux,  where  the  spirit 
of  the  great  St.  Bernard  was  still  reigning. 
On  entering  the  suburbs  of  Montpelier 
they  met  with  thi-ee  men  who  played  a 
great  part  in  the  affairs  of  the  Church  at 
that  period.  Their  names  were  Arnold, 
Abbot  of  Citeaux,  Raoul  and  Peter  of  Cas- 
telnau,  monks  of  the  same  Order  and  le- 
gates of  the  Pope.  The  Bishop  of  Osma 
encouraged  them  to  devote  themselves 
vigorously  to  their  important  mission. 

The  Abbot  of  Citeaux  set  out  for  Bur- 
gundy to  preside  at  the  General  Chapter  of 
his  Order,  and  promised  on  his  return  to 
briner  along  with  him  a  certain  number 

o  o 

of  spiritual  workmen.  The  two  other 
Cistercians,  Don  Diego,  Dominic,  and  a 
few  Spanish  priests,  took  the  route  of  Tou- 
louse. They  stopped  on  their  way  at  the 
villages  and  towns,  wherever  they  thought 
their  preaching  might  be  useful,  giving  ser- 
mons to  the  Catholics  in  their  churches 
and  holding  conferences  with  the  heretics 
at  their  private  houses. 
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However,  St.  Dominic  had  observed  that 
one  of  the  causes  of  the  rapid  progress  of 
the  heretics  was  the  cunning  with  which 
they  undertook  the  education  of  young 
daughters  of  noblemen  when  their  families 
were  too  poor  to  give  them  an  education 
adequate  to  their  rank.  Dominic  thought 
of  an  effective  remedy  to  this  state  of  things,  j 
Xear  Prouille,  a  village  in  the  neighbor-  j 
hood  of  Montreal,  there  was  a  sanctuary  of  | 
our  Lady  which  from  time  immemorial 
had  been  a  favorite  place  of  pilgrimage. 
At  the  side  of  this  church  of  Notre  Dame 
de  Prouille,  our  Saint,  with  the  consent  of 
the  Bishop  of  Toulouse,  erected  a  convent 
for  those  young  ladies,  and  Prouille  soon 
became  quite  a  flourishing  place. 

In  the  mean  time  the  saintly  Bishop  of 
Osma  died, — a  severe  blow  for  St.  Dom- 
inic and  his  companions  in  the  apostolate. 
A  furious  war  broke  out  to  increase  the 
embarrassment  of  their  situation.  The 
legate,  Peter  of  Castelnau,  had  often  ob- 
served that. religion  would  never  flourish  in 
Languedoc  until  that  country  had  drank 
the  blood  of  a  martyr,  and  to  be  the  chosen 
victim  himself  was  his  incessant  prayer 
to  God.  His  wishes  were  realized ;  he  was 
murdered  by  the  instigation  of  the  Count 
of  Toulouse.  That  horrid  deed  was  the  sig- 
nal for  the  struggle  called  the  war  of  the 
Albigenses,  in  which  the  Christian  heroism 
of  Simon  of  Montfort  and  the  virtue  and 
genius  of  Dominic  were  so  splendidly  dis- 
played. Dominic  hesitated  whether  to 
abandon  his  mission,  in  a  country  full  of 
blood  and  continual  alarm,  or  to  take  part 
in  the  war  as  did  the  Cistercians.  But 
he  did  neither  the  one  nor  the  other.  He 
reconciled  the  heretics  to  the  Church,  he 
preached  and  prayed. 

In  order  to  obtain  from  God  the  re- 
establishment  of  peace  and  the  triumph 
of  faith,  he  instituted  that  manner  of  pray- 
ing which  rapidly  spread  over  the  whole 
Church  and  which  is  univevsally  known 
under  the  name  of  the  Rosary.  Xo  pious 
thought  ever  met  with  such  a  decided  and 
general  success  as  this  truly  Catholic  idea  j 
of  St.  Dominic.  The  heretic  and  the  ra- 


tionalist ridicule  this  repetition  of  the 
same  words,  but  the  truly  enlightened 
know  that  love  has  but  one  word,  and  that 
though  continually  saying  the  same  it 
knows  of  no  repetition. 

The  glorious  deeds  of  Montfort  are  re- 
corded by  history,  but  scarcely  a  word  is 
mentioned  of  what  St.  Dominic  accom- 
plished. His  mission  was  that  of  peace  ; 
he  did  not  open  his  mouth  except  to  bless, 
nor  his  hands  except  for  works  of  charity. 
God  alone  knows  the  heroic  acts  of  our  Saint. 
Dominic  was  in  his  forty-sixth  year  when  he 
began  to  reap  the  fruits  of  his  labor.  By  the 
success  of  Montfort's  arms  the  gates  of 
Toulouse  were  thrown  open  to  our  Saint  in 
1215,  and  Providence  sent  him  two  men 
who  became  the  first  members  of  his  Or- 
der of  Friars  Preachers.  Both  of  them 
were  natives  of  Toulouse,  and  of  distin- 
guished families.  One  was  called  Peter 
Cellani,  and  united  great  virtue  with  a  very 
considerable  fortune.  The  other,  who  is 
not  known  to  us  by  any  other  name  than 
that  of  Thomas,  was  an  eloquent  preacher 
and  of  a  singularly  amiable  dispositon. 
Both  at  once,  by  the  same  inspiration  of 
the  Holy  Ghost,  gave  themselves  up  to 
St.  Dominic,  and  Cellani  offered  him  his 
own  house.  There  it  was  where  the  small 
flock  assembled  which  had  cost  him  ten 
years  of  an  apostolic  life. 

Thus  began  the  Dominican  Order,  which 
was  solemnly  approved  by  Pope  Honorius 
III  in  1216.  In  1220,  when  the  grand  chap- 
ter was  held  at  Bologna,  the  Friars  Preach- 
ers had  already  their  convents  in  France, 
Italy,  Spain,  Germany  and  Poland.  It  is 
incredible  what  an  amount  of  good  has 
been  done  in  the  Church  by  St.  Dominic 
and  his  children. 

This  is  a  short  sketch  of  the  life  of  a 
Saint  of  whose  glorious  existence  not  a  few 
Christians  have  but  a  faint  or  a  very  wrong 
idea.  They  have  heard  of  him  as  the  inven- 
tor of  thatbugbear,  the  Inquisition,  and  the 
leader  of  the  war  against  the  Albigenses, 
such  ridiculous  falsifications  that  it  is  a 
curious  question  in  the  history  of  the  hu- 
man mind  how  such  things  could  ever  be 
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believed.  But  the  mere  attempt  to  apol- 
ogize would  be  an  offence  offered  to  the 
memory  of  this  truly  great  and  glorious 
Saint.  Had  he  done  nothing  but  intro- 
duce the  Rosary,  this  would  be  praise 
enough. 


A  Legend  of  the  Madonna. 


Once,  when  the  Virgin  Mother  of  our  Lord — 
Within  that  solemn  season  we  record 
The  dear  Annunciation  and  the  birth 
Of  her  most  Holy  Child — while  the  green  earth 
Was  putting  up  her  blossoms  to  the  sun, 
The  hours  were  sweet  and  sacred  every  one, 
Calm,  chaste  and  pure,  and  wholly  overcast 
With  a  soft  hallowed  light,  the  Virgin  passed 
Into  her  garden,  thinking  on  her  Child. 
Then  every  flower  forgot  its  nature  wild 
And  unregarding,  for  the  lilies  turned 
To  look  upon  her,  and  the  roses  yea  rned 
For  love  of  her,  and  a  small  waxen  leaf, 
Slenderly  folded,  white,  was  full  of  grief, 
Perhaps  for  lacking  fragrance — all  the  rest 
Were  numbered  in  its  dowry — unpossessed 
Of  any  sweets  whatever;  pale  as  snow. 
But  Mary  touched  the  pallid  flower,  and  lo! 
It  blossomed,  blushing  at  the  wondrous  honor, 
And  lifted  up  its  face  to  breathe  upon  her 
With  heavenly  sweet  breath,  and  ever  after 
The  incense  of  its  ceaseless  prayer  did  waft  her, 
Who,  in  that  sacred  season  that  befell 
The  Chosen  of  the  Lord,  with  mystic  spell 
Quite  unaware,  did  work  a  miracle. 

— Overland  Monthly. 


MARY   OUR  MODEL. 


LABOR  AND  REST. 

When  God  condemned  us  to  labor,  He 
by  no  means  willed  that  our  toil  should 
be  unremitting;  for  He  himself  has  com- 
manded us  to  rest  on  the  seventh  day.  Re- 
ligion has  never  interdicted  the  moderate 
relaxations  which  nature  claims  and  which 
are  justified  by  reason.  But  we  must  al- 
ways bear  in  mind  that  rest  is  only  a  re- 
laxation ;  consequently  it  presupposes  la- 
bor, not  such  labor  as  is  purely  agreeable, 


but  that  painful  and  fatiguing  labor  which 
becomes  a  punishment.  "  You  shall  earn 
your  bread  by  the  sweat  of  your  brow,"  says 
the  divine  justice,  "  until  you  return  to  the 
dust  whence  you  were  taken."  Hence  St. 
Paul  observes:  "  If  anyone  will  not  work, 
neither  shall  he  eat."  It  is  equally  plain 
that  he  only  who  has  labored  can  claim 
rest  as  his  right.  How  many  persons  are 
mistaken  in  their  views  on  this  obligation 
to  labor,  when  they  imagine  that  the  rich 
are  exempted  from  it.  Are  not  the  rich 
men  and  sinners,  like  the  rest  of  their  race  ? 
Have  they  no  punishment  to  undergo,  no 
services  to  render  to  society  ?  At  the  same 
time  that  labor  is  an  expiation,  it  is  the 
first  condition  of  all  physical  progress — in 
the  individual,  as  well  as  in  the  aggregate 
of  society.  Does  it  not  also  essentially 
promote  the  cause  of  morality  in  the  same 
degree  that  idleness  vitiates  it?  It  is  thus 
that  God  has  ordered  all  things  wisely. 

You  are  then,  ladies,  obliged  to  labor, 
however  large  your  means  may  be  ;  and 
this  labor  ought  to  be  a  punishment,  not 
a  mere  amusement. 

Now,  do  not  deceive  yourselves  ;  to  pass 
your  time  in  mere  nothings  is  really  to  do 
/nothing. 

Contemplate  the  Virgin  Mary,  who  was 
above  the  illusions  of  indolence  and  self- 
love  ;  she  labored  all  the  days  of  her  life, 
in  a  useful  and  often  painful  manner.  She 
had  but  little  leisure  at  her  command,  and 
what  little  she  had  she  devoted  to  the  serv- 
ice of  God  and  of  her  neighbor.  Let  us 
enquire  then,  for  your  own  instruction,  into 
the  nature  of  her  relaxations. 

In  the  first  rank  we  must  place  the  so- 
lemnities of  Jehovah  and  the  exercises  of 
religion  ;  for  these  she  doubtless  preferred 
to  all  mere  worldly  festivities.  We  can 
scarcely  err  in  adding  to  these  her  sweet 
conversations  with  Jesus,  in  the  mysteri- 
ous and  ravishing  intimacy  existing  be- 
tween them.  In  the  second  place  we  may 
reckon  the  joys  enjoyed  in  common  by  the 
family  circle:  those  ever  varied  recreations 
of  the  domestic  hearth,  when  each  one 
contributes  what  he  knows  likely  to  inter- 
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est  the  rest,  and  tastes  the  pleasure  of  ad- 
dressing sympathizing  listeners.  What 
greater  happiness,  for  simple  arid  pure 
souls,  than  to  converse  gaily  with  those 
who  are  the  objects  of  their  love?  Now 
how  pure,  simple  and  loving  were  not  the 
three  hearts  of  Jesus,  Mary  and  Joseph ! 
Was  not  their  interior  family-life  worth  all 
the  amusements  of  the  world?  In  the 
third  place,  Mary  devoted  herself  as  much 
as  possible  to  good  works.  Even  when 
her  moderate  means  did  not  allow  of  her 
following  the  charitable  wishes  of  her 
heart,  she  at  least  exerted  herself  to  con- 
sole the  afflicted,  not  only  by  sincerely 
sympathizing  with  them  in  their  troubles, 
but  by  imparting  to  them  those  lofty  sen- 
timents of  faith  which  elevate  the  heart 
above  the  calamities  of  life.  Have  not  all 
the  sainted  women  with  whose  history  we 
are  acquainted,  followed  her  example  in 
these  respects?  All  their  days  were  passed 
in  the  exercises  of  piety,  the  care  of  their 
families,  the  relief  of  the  poor,  and  in  works 
of  charity.  Feeling  too  deeply  the  value 
of  time  to  lose  any  portion  of  it,  their  chief 
relaxation  was  in  passing  from  one  kind 
of  labor  to  another,  or  at  least  in  perform- 
ing holy  and  useful  actions  rather  than  in 
devoting  themselves  to  what. are  generally 
termed  amusements.  Did  they  at  any  time 
give  way  to  games  or  frolics,  it  was  from 
mere  condescension,  in  order  to  wile  away 
the  anxieties  of  a  husband,  to  amuse  a 
child,  to  gain  the  heart  of  one  hardened 
by  care,  or  to  cheer  a  mind  worn  down  with 
grief.  God  was  the  end  of  their  actions 
even  when  seemingly  most  insignificant, 
and  it  is  thus  that  charity  sanctifies  every- 
thing. I  have  just  sketched,  ladies,  the 
lives  of  some  amongst  you ;  for  they  do  all 
this  better  than  I  can  describe.  May  others 
be  able  to  learn  in  so  excellent  a  school  to 
multiply  their  works  of  love  and  charity ! 
The  Holy  Ghost  has  passed  a  noble  eulo- 
gium  on  your  mission  on  the  earth,  in  say- 
ing "  where  the  hand  of  woman  comes  not, 
the  poor  groan." 

You  were  born,  then,  to  alleviate  the  ca- 
lamities of  humanity.     What  a  noble  vo- 


cation !  It  is  so  meritorious  in  the  sight 
of  God,  that  He  showers  blessings  upon  it. 
It  is  at  the  same  time  so  sweet  to  the  heart 
that  not  seldom  worldly  and  frivolous 
women,  having  once  tested  it  in  the  ex- 
ercises of  benevolence,  have  renounced 
their  vain  pleasures  and  devoted  them- 
selves to  works  of  charity.  This  is  the 
most  holy,  the  most  noble  recreation  which 
can  be  suggested  to  you.  It  is  only  natu- 
ral that  those  who  do  not  possess  faith 
should  dream  of  living  in  repose  and  lux- 
urious indolence,  since  they  have  no  hope 
beyond  the  grave ;  but  on  the  part  of 
Christians  this  is  inconceivable.  For  they 
know,  not  only  that  this  present  life  is 
given  to  us  solely  in  order  to  obtain  eter- 
nal advantages,  but  that  we  are  doomed  to 
labor  and  punishment  under  pain  of  a  mis- 
erable eternity.  The  man  who  reaches  the 
term  of  life  empty-handed  will  be  regard- 
ed as  a  fool,  inasmuch  as  he  has  not  ful- 
filled the  only  purpose  for  which  he  was 
placed  in  the  world. 

Notwithstanding,  Madame  F ,  who 

piques  herself  on  her  good  common  sense, 
has  been  living  for  thirty  years  in  a  state 
of  voluptuous  idleness  entirely  opposed  to 
the  principles  of  Christianity.  Although 
she  has  been  baptized,  you  would  say  that 
she  is  only  in  this  world  to  laugh  and  grow 
fat,  to  amuse  herself,  to  gossip,  and  to  di- 
vert others— for  this  is  all  she  can  do. 

She  has  never  labored  in  the  slightest 
degree;  she  would  resent  the  idea  of  em- 
ploying her  hands  in  any  way,  and  will 
not  even  occupy  herself  with  her  own  af- 
fairs. Has  she  not  a  steward  and  servants? 
Is  she  not  rich  enough  to  live  without  do- 
ing anything  ?  After  proudly  enunciating 
these  fine  maxims,  she  lolls  on  her  sofa, 
bursts  into  fits  of  laughter  and  fancies  that 
she  has  given  sufficient  proofs  of  possess- 
ing a  mind  of  no  common  order. 

However,  she  is  by  no  means  deficient  in 
certain  agreeable  qualities:  she  is  gay, 
graceful,  obliging  and  amiable;  of  an 
easy  temper,  and  tolerably  good-natured. 
Thanks  to  her  wealth  and  liberality,  she 
is  surrounded  by  flatterers  who  consider 
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her  perfection,  and  are  never  weary  of  sing- 
ing her  praises.  However,  persons  of 
stricter  notions  consider  her  sometimes 
too  light  in  her  conversation  and  manner, 
and  scandal  has  not  always  respected  her 
character.  On  the  other  hand  she  parades 
a  certain  kind  of  religion  ;  she  always  goes 
to  one  of  the  iate  Masses  if  not  disturbed 
by  visitors,  and  follows  the  Stations  dur- 
ing Lent,  occupying  the  first  places  and 
dressed  in  the  extremity  of  fashion.  If 
she  dispenses  with  fasting,  it  is  owing 
solely  to  her  delicate  state  of  health  ;  and  if 
she  eats  meat  even  on  Fridays,  she  does 
so  in  consequence  of  her  physician's  advice. 
She  goes  sometimes  to  "  The  Month  of 
Mary "  when  there  is  any  novelty  in  the 
services  to  attract  her,  and  she  burnishes 
the  altar  with  bouquets.  She  openly  avows 
that  she  likes  the  ceremonies  of  the  Church, 
but  she  has  no  taste  either  for  devotion 
itself  or  for  those  who  are  devout.  You 
may  easily  guess  her  reason  for  this,  with- 
out putting  her  to  the  trouble  of  informing 
you.  She  is  rather  bitter  against  the 
priests,  because  one  of  them  took  the  lib- 
erty of  rallying  her  on  her  indolent  life. 
"  What  can  they  reproach  me  with?"  she 
observes.  "  My  husband  does  not  require 
anything  more  from  me ;  as  long  as  I  am 
well-dressed,  cheerful,  obliging,  and  sub- 
missive to  his  will,  he  is  perfectly  satis- 
fied. My  friends  have  no  cause  to  com- 
plain of  me  ;  I  do  not  believe  I  have  any 
enemies ;  and  my  purse  is  ever  open  to  the 
demands  of  the  poor.  If  I  seek  amusement, 
laugh,  and  pass  an  agreeable  life,  is  there 
any  harm  in  that '?  Surely  we  may  be  per- 
mitted to  seek  our  own  happiness  by  hon- 
est means.  Perhaps  those  who  criticise 
my  conduct  are  at  bottom  envious  of  my 
lot." 

It  would  be  in  vain  to  attempt  to  intro- 
duce the  Christian  spirit  into  this  epicu- 
rean head.  Of  the  maxims  of  the  gospel 
with  regard  to  penitence  and  the  love  of 
the  cross,  she  understands  absolutely  noth- 
ing. She  has  never  chastised  her  body, 
never  mortified  her  will,  never  denied  a 
single  satisfaction  to  her  curiosity,  her 


imagination,  her  sensuality,  her  indolence, 
her  love  of  talking,  or  to  her  passion  for 
pleasure  and  vanity.  In  short,  she  spares 
herself  no  trouble  to  procure  her  paradise 
in  this  world,  at  the  risk  of  incurring  the 
pains  of  hell  in  the  next,  as  is  the  case  with 
so  many  rich  voluptuaries. 


The  Liberty  of  Abel— the  Liberty  of  Cain. 


The  best  of  Christians  are  subject  to  a 
certain  decree  which  derives  from  original 
sin.  This  wretched  decree  is  the  spirit  of 
investigation  or  examination,  or,  to  speak 
more  plainly — of  curiosity. 

Observe  a  little  child.  He  amuses  himself 
for  about  ten  minutes  with  a  little  card- 
board dog  which  barks.  Soon  he  will  un- 
glue  the  bottom  of  his  toy,  to  ascertain  the 
nature  of  the  mechanism  which  produces 
the  sound  of  barking.  He  sows  the  seed  of 
a  plant,  and  the  plant  germinates  ;  before 
two  or  three  days  are  passed  he  will  grub 
up  the  plant  in  order  to  examine  its  roots. 

Now  we,  calling  ourselves  men,  act  con- 
tinually as  does  the  child.  Curiosity,  un- 
cter  the  pretext  of  grave  and  necessary 
study,  prompts  us  to  sound  under  human 
facts  or  events  to  discover  their  mysteri- 
ous roots. 

However,  we  may  justly  allow  that  this 
curious  investigation,  carried  on  seriously, 
cannot  be  culpable — nay,  may  even  be  mer- 
itorious, although  it  does  proceed  from  an 
infirmity  of  poor  human  nature.  Let  us, 
then,  investigate  and  sound  under  these 
roots. 

Certainly  we  have  every  right  to  com- 
plain of  the  revolutionary  spirit,  which  has 
reached  an  incredible  pitch  of  boldness. 
We,  children  of  the  Church,  as  well  as  our 
venerable  pastors,  keep  ourselves  in  gen- 
eral peaceably  aloof  from  the  agitation  of 
our  epoch.  Rich  or  poor,  we  give  away 
largely,  and  most  of  our  acts  are  inspired 
by  charity,  under  different  forms.  While 
the  proud  and  the  envious,  high  or  low  or 
midway,  carry  on  against  each  other  a 
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terrible  war  of  which  France  pays  the  cost, 
we  live  on  but  little,  Avithout  fuss  or  bitter- 
ness, and  never  compete  with  the  candi- 
dates for  honorable  or  well-paid  sinecures. 
But  in  vain  do  we  live  on  little,  simply  and 
in  peace ;  we  are  not  on  this  account  the 
less  subject  to  insults  and  calumnies. 

Those  who  applaud  our  state  of  oppres- 
sion accuse  us  of  governing  the  world;  those 
who  sec  our  charitable  indigence  at  work 
reproach  us  with  plundering  the  means  of 
the  public ;  when  we  venture  timidly  to 
show  some  signs  of  life  in  circumstances 
when  our  interests  are  the  subject  of  dis- 
cussion, we  are  obliged  to  undergo  a  thou- 
sand insults.  They  have  invented  an  en- 
tirely new  language  which  they  apply  tons. 
Howeverintelligentand  honorable  you  may 
be,  you  have  only  to  let  a  single  phrase  in- 
dicating a  religious  tendency  drop  from, 
your  lips,  and  you  are  overwhelmed  with 
a  torrent  of  abuse  and  branded  with  oppro- 
brious epithets.  And  this  they  call  lib- 
erty ! 

They  are  right,  without  doubt.  In  this 
melancholy  human  family  two  kinds  of 
liberty  are  always  found  face  to  face — the 
liberty  of  Abel,  and  that  of  Cain. 

But  what  results  from  this  dreary  posi- 
tion to  which  we  have  been  reduced?  A 
sense  of  weakness  or  discouragement?  A 
faintness  or  eclipse  of  the  sacred  cause  of 
which  we  are  the  living  organs  ?  Nothing 
of  the  kind;  it  is  just  the  contrary. 

By  delving  under  the  roots  of  things 
the  Christian  soon  perceives  that  there  is 
little  for  him  in  this  world  save  misery  and 
trials.  Like  the  laborer  who  gains  his 
bread  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow,  he  must 
also  gain  the  bread  of  his  spiritual  life, 
that  is  to  say  his  salvation,  by  the  sweat  of 
his  soul.  In  business — in  undertakings 
even  of  a  temporal  nature — nothing  is 
more  profitable  to  him  than  persecution, 
and  his  success  is  never  so  complete  and 
solid  as  when  he  has  suffered  from  the  wick- 
edness of  others.  In  short,  it  would  seem 
as  if  the  Christian  here  below  was  in  his 
true  element  only  when  he  is  suffering, 
when  he  is  assaulted  by  heartfelt  trouble, 


and  undergoes  unmerited  insults  under  the 
eye  of  God. 

]STo  one  can  deny  that  at  the  present 
time  there  exists  in  France,  not  less  than 
at  Rome  and  elsewhere,  a  most  formidable 
ebullition  of  hatred  against  the  Church. 

.Well !  we  feel  almost  inclined  to  say  that 
this  was  necessary  for  us.  In  France  the  faith 
has  increased  and  developed  its  strength 
in  a  far  higher  degree  than  if  we  had  lived 
in  prosperous  and  peaceable  times.  Our 
enemies  recognize  or  feel  so  perfectly  this 
progress  of  the  faith,  that  by  degrees  in  their 
blind  rage  they  habitually  apply  the  epithet 
of  "priest-ridden"  to  everyone  who  is  de- 
cent iu  language  and  behavior.  Thus,  at  the 
very  moment  they  are  plotting  our  destruc- 
tion, their  satanic  instinct  enlarges  the  do- 
mains of  our  pacific  conquests ;  their  worst 
violence  works  for  us,  and  the  more  they 
insult  us  the  stronger  do  they  render  our 
position. 

At  Paris,  as  I  have  already  told  you,  the 
"Month  of  Mary"  and  "Corpus  Christi" 
have  been  splendid  in  their  details  and  ad- 
mirable in  their  results. 

We  give  another  fact  still  more  signifi- 
cant. At  St.  Etienne,  a  large  city  almost 
exclusively  devoted  to  manufactures,  the 
revolutionary  party  carried  the  day  in  the 
elections  on  the  23rd  of  May.  You  would 
have  fancied  this  triumph  would  have  some- 
what softened  the  advocates  of  extreme 
opinions.  But  the  sweet  maxim  of  the 
Christian  poet  refers  doubtless  only  to 
good  hearts, 

"  How  easy  is  it  to  forgive  when  we  are  happy." 

Quite  the  contrary:  the  chiefs  of  the 
revolutionary  party  wished  to  consoli- 
date their  triumph  by  a  criminal  breach  of 
the  laws.  They  menaced  the  religious  es- 
tablishments and  pillaged  the  house  of  the 
Jesuits.  It  required  all  the  prudent  cour- 
age of  the  local  authorities,  backed  by  an 
armed  force,  to  suppress  the  riot.  Can  you 
guess  the  result  ?  It  was  that  during  the 
closing  days  of  the  "  Month  of  Mary"  the 
Christians  of  St.  Etienne  flocked  openly  to 
declare  their  faith.  The  Church  had  just 
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been  assailed  with  threats  and  acts  of  vio- 
lence. Immediately  the  faithful  rallied 
round  her  in  such  masses  that  you  might 
imagine  a  miracle  had  been  employed  to 
multiply  them.  Everybody  agreed  that 
St.  Etienne  had  never  experienced  so  sat- 
isfactory a  religious  demonstration.  r» 

The  press  of  Lyons  and  the  local  corres- 
pondents lay  great  stress  on  this  fact  as 
being  an  event  fraught  with  consolation. 

In  short,  the  enemies  of  the  Church,  by 
a  new  and  fearful  display  of  hostility  to 
the  Church,  have  only  brought  into  clearer 
light  the  truth  that  injustice  and  trials  are 
of  greater  utility  to  us  than  prosperity  it- 
self, from  which  it  follows  that  the  sons 
of  Cain,  against  whom  we  are  so  labori- 
ously struggling,  will  ever  persecute,  never 
vanquish  us,  since  persecution  at  their 
hands  is  the  basis  of  our  strength,  and 
often  the  condition  of  our  salvation. 

The  Corpus  Christi  of  Saint  Etienne  gives 
an  interest  to  the  following  extract  from 
our  correspondence  at  Vienna: 

"The  procession  of  "  Corpus  Christi" 
took  place  this  morning  at  Vienna,  in  the 
midst  of  an  innumerable  multitude,  which 
was  literally  closely  packed  in  the  streets, 
at  all  the  windows  of  the  houses  and  on 
the  numerous  platforms  which  were  run 
up  for  the  occasion.  It  was  reckoned 
that  this  immense  sea  of  human  beings, 
which  covered  comparatively  a  very  lim- 
ited space,  was  composed  of  not  less  than 
300,000  persons. 

"  The  Emperor  and  Empress,  followed  by 
a  brilliant  court,  such  as  is  in  the  present 
day  only  to  be  met  with  in  Austria,  all 
the  Archdukes,  all  the  high  dignitaries  of 
state,  all  the  great  officers  of  the  Imperial 
Orders  in  gala  costumes,  as  well  as  all  the 
Archduchesses  in  their  magnificent  court 
dresses,  wearing  coronets  flashing  with 
diamonds,  Magyars  clothed  in  their  rich- 
est pelisses  of  fur,  and  all  the  Clergy  of 
the  city,  attended  this  august  ceremony. 
The  Emperor's  mounted  body-guard  formed 
the  line  on  each  side  of  the  Blessed  Sa- 
crament, which  was  carried  by  his  Em- 
inence the  Cardinal  Archbishop  of  Vienna. 


We  have  never  seen  anything  approach- 
ing to  it  in  splendor,  and  we  want  words 
to  describe  it  properly.  We  felt  that  it 
was  the  God  of  heaven  who  was  escorted 
by  this  brilliant  court.  One  thing  struck 
us  forcibly,  which  was  that  every  head  was 
respectfully  uncovered  before  the  Divine 
Mystery  of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament. 
What  was  passing  at  this  moment  in  the 
souls  of  the  spectators  we  know  not,  but  we 
would  venture  to  affirm  that  there  were  many 
mysterious  '  Sursum  corda '  in  this  Chris- 
tian multitude." 

Do  we  not  owe  this  magnificent  demon- 
stration to  the  anxieties  which  the  liber- 
alism prevalent  in  Austria  occasions  us? 

Let  us  conclude  by  giving  a  list  of  aux- 
iliaries who  will  shortly  become  our  official 
advocates  in  the  court  of  heaven. 

At  this  moment  France  claims  at  the 
hands  of  the  Holy  Congregation  of  Rites 
the  beatification  of  forty  of  her  children. 
We  shall  cite  those  of  Monseigneur  Gault, 
Bishop  of  Marseilles,  who  died  in  1643; 
of  Mary  of  the  Incarnation,  an  Ursuline, 
and  of  Magdalene  of  Saint  Joseph,  a  Car- 
melite. The  Sulpicians  are  bringing  for- 
ward the  claims  of  M.Olier,  their  founder; 
the  Jesuits,  of  Father  Lefievre,  one  of  the 
companions  of  Saint  Ignatius ;  the  Doc- 
trinaires, of  the  venerable  Caesar  de  Bus, 
their  founder  ;  the  Dominicans,  of  Father 
Abelou;  the  Fathers  of  the  Holy  Ghost, 
of  Father  Liebermann,  their  founder ;  the 
Brothers  of  the  Christian  Schools,  of  the 
venerable  de  laSalle;  the  Capuchins,  of 
Father  Champigne ;  the  Ladies  of  the  Pres- 
entation of  Saint  Andeol,  of  the  venera- 
ble Mary  Rivier,  their  foundress ;  the  Car- 
melites, of  Madame  Louise  of  France,  aunt 
of  Louis  XVI ;  the  Sisters  of  Our  Lady, 
of  Jane  de  Lestonnac,  of  Bordeaux ;  the 
diocese  of  Orleans  and  Sens,  of  the  shep- 
herdess Alpaix ;  the  diocese  of  Lu§on,  of 
the  venerable  Louis  Grignon  de  Montfort 
and  of  the  Abbe  Baudouin ;  the  diocese 
of  Dijon,  of  the  venerable  Margaret  of 
the  Holy  Sacrament  and  M.  Benigne  Joly  ; 
the  diocese  of  Belley,  of  M.  Vianney,  Cure 
of  Ars ;  the  diocese  of  Avignon,  of  the 
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Marquis  de  Vidaud ;  the  diocese  of  Nismes, 
of  the  Abbe  Francis  de  Chaussiergue  ;  the 
diocese  of  Rodez,  of  Mother  Emily,  found- 
ress of  the  Sisters  of  the  Holy  Family ; 
the  diocese  of  Toulouse,  of  the  Canon  John 
de  Cambolas,  and  of  a  pious  girl  called 
Germaine ;  the  diocese  of  Sens,  of  Father 
Muard;  the  diocese  of  Algiers,  of  the  ven- 
erable Jerome,  the  Arab  martyr  of  the 
Fort  des  Vingt-Quatre  Heures. 

The  Church  is  ever  the  fruitful  mother 
of  true  heroism  on  earth. 

We  pass  in  silence  the  name  of  Joan 
d'Arc  and  those  of  so  many  holy  priests 
who  suffered  death  during  the  reign  of 
terror. 

While  the  partisans  of  revolution  are 
busy  electing  deputies,  let  us  endeavor  to 
add  new  Saints  to  the  calendar.  Alas  ! 
they  are  doing  their  best  to  render  our 
task  comparatively  easy. 


THE  FLEMMINGS, 


BY   MRS.    ANNA   H.    DOKSEY. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

SORROWS  ARE  NOT  ACCIDENTS. 
As  he  had  promised  her,  John  Wilde 
came  almost  every  evening  to  read  "  Mil- 
ner's  End  of  Controversy"  with  Hope,  and 
occasionally  had  long  grave  talks  with 
Wolfert  Flemming  himself  on  the  subject; 
but  as  yet  he  had  found  nothing  in  it  all 
to  make  him  feel  even  for  a  moment  will- 
ing to  abandon  his  own  religious  princi- 
ples for  others  which  seemed,  to  his  com- 
prehension, no  better.  He  was,  he  firmly 
believed,  a  converted  man,  possessed  ol 
that  inward  light  against  which  it  was  im- 
possible for  a  true  believer  to  err ;  "  ol 
what  use  would  it  be  then" — he  argued — 
"  to  be  running  after  novelties  in  faith, 
which  already  perplex  and  disturb  my 
mind.  Simple  gospel  doctrines  are  good 
enough  for  me  ;  and  I  cannot,  if  I  would, 
go  against  my  conscience,  even  for  the 
sake  of  Hope."  It  is  true  that  the  man's 


mind  had  become  somewhat  enlightened, 
and  the  great  scarecrow  which  Protest- 
ants call  "  Popery  "  was  quite  torn  down 
and  demolished  in  his  sight,  while  he  had 
nearer  and  better  views  of  the  True  Faith; 
indeed,  he  frankly  admitted  that  the  Flem- 
mings  had  good  reasons  to  show  for  their 
change  of  faith ;  but  the  best  and  only  re- 
siilt  attained  by  him  was  that  he  had  come 
to  look  upon  the  Catholic  religion  as  a 
Christian  sect, — a  great  advance  for  a  Pu- 
ritan of  that  day, — and  could  not  see  why 
such  difficulties  should  be  raised  about 
the  marriage  of  himself  and  Hope.  See- 
ing the  daily  life  of  the  Flemmings,  and 
noting  their  righteous,  cheerful  way  of  life, 
and  how  the  inward  peace  of  their  souls 
permeated  every  act  and  word  and  thought, 
— making  their  religion,  without  any  self- 
assertion  on  their  part,  integral  with  their 
very  existence, — he  could  not  for  the  life 
of  him  see  the  wide  gulf  that  separated 
them,  and  quite  lost  sight  of  his  dread  of 
all  the  unhappiness  which  would  inevita- 
bly result  from  a  union  where  there  was 
such  a  wide  difference  of  religious  belief. 
The  more  he  was  with  them,  the  more  con- 
soled he  inwardly  felt;  and  finally  made 
up  his  mind,  if  Hope  would  consent  to 
marry  him  then,  just  to  trust  to  Provi- 
dence, leaving  all  religious  discussions  out 
of  the  question,  and  yielding  everything 
to  her  except  his  own  individual  belief. 
He  told  her  as  much,  in  good  manly  faith, 
but  she  gave  no  assent  to  the  plan,  and  the 
little  she  did  say  quite  discouraged  him. 
About  this  time  the  Elders  and  the  Dea- 
cons of  his  sect,  led  on  by  old  Father  Ray, 
began  to  make  his  time  uncomfortable  by 
the  way  they  felt  moved  to  take  his  affairs 
in  hand.  They  rebuked  and  counselled 
him  in  season  and  out  of  season,  in  pri- 
vate and  in  public ;  his  being  so  much 
with  the  Flemmings  was  in  itself  a  grave 
offence,  but  when  it  got  to  be  known  that 
he  was  reading  their  Popish  books  and 
spending  hours  at  a  time  in  religious  con- 
versation with  the  banned  ex-Elder,  they 
threatened  roundly  to  turn  him  out  of 
meeting  if  he  did  not  speedily  mend  his 
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ways.  Then  John  Wilde's  spirit  was  up, 
and  he  told  them  plainly  that  "  they  might 
do  as  they  pleased.  No  earthly  consider- 
ation could  make  him  a  Roman  Catholic  ; 
but  if  Hope  Flemming  would  marry  him, 
not  all  the  World  should  prevent  it.  He 
was  a  staunch  believer  in  the  doctrines  of 
the  Westminster  Catechism  and  in  simple 
gospel  teachings,  and  saw  no  prospect  now 
or  henceforth  of  ever  having  any  other  be- 
lief, and  with  that  they  must  remain  satis- 
fied and  not  meddle  with  him  or  his  affairs." 
They  did  not  judicially  meddle  with  him 
again,  butthey  did  not  exactly  let  him  alone ; 
they  made  him  feel  in  a  thousand  ingenious 
ways  that  he  was,  as  it  were,  under  a  ban  ; 
their  intercourse  with  him,  once  so  friendly 
and  cordial,  became  cold  and  fdvmal ;  he 
saw  himself  actually  shunned  on  certain 
occasions,  and  more  than  twice  or  thrice 
he  had  to  sit  in  the  old  meeting-house 
and  hear  sermons  preached  at  him,  pray- 
ers prayed  at  him,  and  hymns  sung  at 
him,  until,  half  beside  himself,  he  was 
tempted  to  fling  his  hat  on  his  head  and 
march  out  from  among  them.  But  con- 
scious of  his  own  religious  integrity,  these 
vexations,  while  they  stung  and  irritated 
him,  did  not  make  him  waver  a  hair's- 
breadth  from  his  own  spiritual  standpoint. 
The  hardest  trial  of  all  to  the  true,  ten- 
der heart  of  the  man  were  the  pleadings 
and  tears  of  his  own  mother,  whose  fears, 
excited  and  exaggerated  by  all  the  things 
she  heard  from  Father  Ray,  Deacon  Sneath- 
en,  Miss  Deborah,  and  others  of  the  like 
sort,  made  her  almost  give  up  her  boy  as 
lost.  Then  John  Wilde  realized  some- 
thing of  Job's  trials  in  having  his  friends 
and  kinsmen  and  those  of  his  own  house 
stirred  up  against  him,  treating  him  like  a 
sinner  and  backslider,  when  he  was  never 
more  faithful  and  firm  in  his  religious  be- 
lief since  his  conversion  than  at  that  time. 
"  If  I  could  only  believe  as  the  Flemraings 
do,"  he  said  one  day  hotly  to  his  mother, 
"  I'd  stand  this  no  longer  ;  but  I  can't — 
I  couldn't  believe  those  doctrines  to  save 
my  life.  I  almost  wish  I  could,  for  the 
sake  of  peace  and  my  own  happiness.  But 


for  all  that,  if  Hope — Romanist  though  she 
be— -will  consent,  I  shall  marry  her,  come 
what  will."  And  constant  to  his  purpose 
he  went  straight  down  to  the  "  Old  Home- 
stead," and  asking  to  see  Hope  alone,  pro- 
posed to  her  to  marry  him  without  any 
further  delay.  But  she,  who  had  been 
thinking  long  and  prayerfully  over  the 
matter,  weighing  all  that  was  for  and 
against  it  in  her  own  clear  mind,  had 
come,  with  many  a  sharp  pang,  to  the  delib-' 
erate  conclusion  that  it  would  be  best  for 
the  happiness  of  them  both  that  all  should 
be  finally  over  between  them ;  and  so  she 
told  him,  her  cheeks  blanching  whiter  and 
whiter,  and  her  eyes  overflowing  with  tears 
she  tried  in  vain  to  keep  back  as  she  spoke. 

"  You  do  not  mean  this,  Hope  ;  surely 
you  do  not  mean  it?"  he  said,  utterly 
shocked  and  surprised. 

"  I  mean  it ;  every  word  of  it.  Let  us 
part,  John  ;  for  from  this  moment  all  that 
has  ever  been  between  us  must  be  over." 
The  effort  she  made  to  speak  firmly  im- 
parted a  sternness  to  her  manner  and  a 
severity  to  her  words  which  gave  the  coup 
de  grace  to  the  man's  hopes,  putting  an 
end  to  all  his  torture  of  uncertainty  and 
conflict  with  himself.  Angry  and  grieved, 
thinking  but  little  or  nothing  of  her  sa- 
crifice, only  knowing  how  earnestly  she 
meant  what  she  said,  he  got  up  to  leave 
her  without  a  friendly  word  or  a  clasp  of 
the  hand.  Standing  before  her  for  an  in- 
stant, his  hat  crushed  in  his  hand,  he  said 
in  a  low,  harsh  tone,  almost  choked  with 
emotion :  "  You  have  ruined  my  life,  Hope 
Flemming,  unless  God  helps  me.  I  have 
done  all  and  promised  all  that  lay  in  the 
scope  of  my  power  to  do  or  promise,  and 
you  have  trodden  my  great  love  under.foot, 
sacrificed  me  to  a  fanaticism  I  cannot  un- 
derstand." Then,  dumb  and  helpless,  sick 
at  heart  but  strong  in  the  will  to  do  what 
was  right,  she  did  not  speak ;  and  he  went 
away.  The  next  that  Hope  Flemming 
heard  of  her  lover,  he  was  on  his  way  to 
visit  the  far  off  lands  beyond  the  ocean. 

Religion  does  not  avert  grief  or  its 
sting  ;  it  shields  us  neither  from  cross  or 
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loss,  or  the  crucifixions  of  nature,  but  it 
has  a  sweet  distilling  balm  for  the  faith- 
ful soul  who  seeks  strength  and  resigna- 
tion in  it,  leading  her  through  the  fiery 
ordeals  unscathed,  where  her  dross  and 
imperfections  are  consumed,  and  heals  at 
last  the  deep  wounds  of  her  life  which 
have  elevated  her  to  heights  near  heaven. 
Sorrows  are  not  accidents;  they  form  the 
very  woof  which  is  woven  into  the  warp 
of  life.  They  develop  the  soul's  life  ;  and 
every  son  of  man  who  would  attain  the 
true  end  of  his  being  must  be  baptized 
with  fire.  "  It  is,"  writes  one,*  "the  law 
of  our  humanity,  as  that  of  Christ,  that  we 
be  perfected  through  suffering;  and  he  who 
has  not  discerned  the  divine  sadness  of 
sorrow,  and  the  profound  meaning  which 
is  concealed  in  pain,  has  yet  to  learn  what 
life  is.  The  Cross,  manifested  as  the  ne- 
cessity of  the  highest  life,  alone  inter- 
prets it." 

Hope  Flemming's  heart  was  sorely  tried, 
as  we  may  imagine ;  but  her  new  faith, 
upon  whose  altar  she  had  laid  her  sacri- 
fice, taught  her  where  to  seek  for  consola- 
tion and  help.  And  the  pain  of  her  trial 
was  neither  light  or  fleeting  ;  it  paled  her 
cheeks,  it  took  the  brightness  out  of  her 
eyes  and  the  elasticity  from  her  step  for 
many  a  long  day,  leaving  the  peace  of  her 
soul  undisturbed  by  regrets  and  strength- 
ened by  the  consciousness  of  a  pure  in- 
tention. 

Of  course  this  sudden  breaking  up  of 
Hope's  prospects  added  much  to  the  cup 
of  Mrs.  Flemming's  bitterness,  and  she 
said  words  that  had  been  better  left  unsaid, 
— unwise,  unmotherly  words,  that  think- 
ing them  over  almost  made  the  girl  be- 
lieve that  her  mother's  reason  was  tempo- 
rarily unsettled  by  her  troubles.  They 
had  all,  from  the  father  down,  been  very 
tender  with  the  poor  little  mother,  bear- 
ing all  that  she  said  and  did  with  sweet  pa- 
tience, knowing  how  honestly  she  thought 
they  were  wrong  and  she  right,  and  what 
good  reason — in  her  own  opinion — she  had 
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to  feel  sore  and  troubled,— in  fact  what 
real  trials  and  cares  had  come  upon  her 
through  their  confession  of  the  Catholic 
Faith;  but,  so  far,  it  had  not  appeared  to 
soften  her;  she  went  about  her  daily  do- 
mestic tasks  as  she  had  been  doing  all  her 
life,  never  omitting  the  slightest  minutiae, 
and  attending  with  scrupulous  care  to  the 
individual  comforts  and  needs  of  each  one 
of  hef  household  and  ordering  all  things 
with  care  and  neatness  ;  there  was  no 
diminution  of  any  comforts  her  husband 
and  children  and  servants  had  been  accus- 
tomed to,  except  that  she  became  rigidly 
economical  in  the  table  expenses,  and  they 
missed  the  old  cheerful  ring  of  her  voice 
singing  over  her  work,  and  her  quiet  de- 
cisive tones  heard  here  and  there  and  eve- 
rywhere through  the  house  ;  she  was  very 
silent  nowadays,  and  only  answered  them 
in  monosyllables  when  they  tried  to  get 
her  to  talk  with  them. 

None  of  them  had  ever  known  such  hard, 
plain  fare  in  their  lives  ;  but  the  Flem* 
mings  were  of  a  strong  healthful  race  and 
did  not  mind  that, — none  of  them  except 
Nicholas,  who  was  growling  one  day  over 
his  dinner  when  Mrs.  Flemming  broke  out 
with: 

"  We  are  too  poor  now,  Nicholas,  to  waste 
things  in  luxurious  living.  If  people 
could  only  be  satisfied  without  running 
after  newfangled  notions,  much  trouble 
would  be  spared  in  the  world.  As  a  man 
makes  his  bed  so  he  must  lie.  You've  all 
turned  Papists,  and  must  bear  the  conse- 
quences." 

This  was  more  than  the  little  woman 
had  said  for  a  long  time,  and  Nicholas  not 
knowing  exactly  what  answer  to  make, 
took  a  stick,  and  his  knife  out  of  his  pock- 
et, and  began  to  whittle,  whistling  under 
his  breath  at  the  same  time.  If  he  had 
not  finished  his  dinner  he  would  have 
fallen  to  and  tried  every  thing  before  him; 
for  he  dearly  loved  his  mother,  and  would 
have  done  anything  in  his  sturdy,  awk- 
ward way  to  restore  her  peace  of  mind 
even  for  a  moment ;  but  he  was  quite  at  a 
loss  for  something  to  say  which  would  not 
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make  matters  worse,  but  could  think  of 
nothing,  and  whittled  and  whistled  in 
a  low  sybilant  undertone  until  the  table 
was  cleared  away,  and  he  was  left  sitting 
in  the  middle  of  the  floor  with  a  little  heap 
of  shavings  at  his  feet,  which  his  mother 
was  about  sweeping  into  a  dust-pan,  stoop- 
ing over  with  the  veins  in  her  forehead 
swollen  and  full,  when  he  sprang  up,  gath- 
ered her  suddenly  in  his  great  arms,  kissed 
her  lips  and  cheeks,  and  carried  her  to  her 
chair,  where  he  sat  her  down  all  amazed  and 
out  of  breath  at  such  doings  ;  then  before 
she  could  speak  he  had  snatched  the  dust- 
pan and  brush  out  of  her  hands,  cleared  up 
every  vestige  of  the  litter  he  had  made, 
and  vanished  out  of  the  side  door  down 
the  garden  path.  Mrs.  Flemming's  first 
impulse  was  to  box  Nicholas,  her  next 
was  to  laugh  outright — it  was  all  so  ridic- 
ulous ;  but  she  did  neither,  and  her  face 
settled  back  into  its  grim  rigid  lines  again, 
although  in  her  heart  she  was  warmed 
and  pleased  by  the  rough  caressing  of  her 
"  bear,"  as  she  sometimes  in  the  old  days 
used  to  call  him. 

"  It's  a  comfort  that  he  at  least  has  some- 
thing to  look  forward  to,"  thought  his 
mother,  looking  after  him  as  he  disap- 
peared down  the  garden  path  ;  "  but  it's 
all  owing  to  Hulda's  indifference  to  gos- 
pel truth  and  her  determination  to  marry 
him  in  spite  of  everything.  And  Hulda 
will  be  very  rich  when  her  father  dies. 
The  Deacon  holds  only  a  life  estate  in  the 
property,  which  comes  to  her  from  her 
mother.  His  control  over  it  is  absolute ; 
she  can't  get  a  penny  of  it,  if  he  chooses 
to  keep  her  out  of  it  now ;  but  she  and 
Nick  don't  mind  waiting,  for  they'll  have 
it  all  some  day."  And  these  hard  prac- 
tical thoughts  of  her  son's  good  prospects 
came  now  and  then  through  the  darkness 
that  surrounded  her,  like  sunrays  through 
the  clouds  of  a  stoi'my  sky,  comforting  and 
somewhat  consoling  the  poor  little  woman. 

Mrs.  Fleinming  went  to  meeting  every 
Sabbath,  the  chaise  driven  by  Reuben,  who 
dutifully  attended  public  worship  with  her ; 
she,  with  her  stern,  sorrowful  face,  intent 


only  on  the  religious  exercises  that  were 
going  on,  and  trying  in  this  her  hour  of 
trial  to  quench  her  thirst  from  cisterns 
that  held  no  water,  and  receiving  stones 
instead  of  bread  for  which  the  hungry  soul 
was  starving ;  Reuben,  indifferent  to  all 
around  him,  not  caring  a  straw,  in  fact, 
where  he  went  on  Sabbath,  so  that  he  could 
go  on  dreaming  out  his  dream  unmolested 
— and  behaving  so  strangely,  standing  up 
when  he  should  have  knelt,  kneeling  when 
he  should  have  sat,  and  breaking  out  in 
shrill  falsetto  notes  when  he  should  have 
sung  in  solemn  tune,  that  Deacon  Sneath- 
en  and  others  declared  the  boy  was  crazy. 
And  his  absurd  awkwardness  to  set  things 
right  when  a  touch  of  his  mother's  hand, 
or  the  astonished  glance  of  some  one  near 
him,  or  the  sharp  whisper  of  some  indig- 
nant Pharisee,  recalled  him  to  himself, 
did  make  him  appear  just  a  little  flighty ; 
but  Reuben  was  not  crazy,  and  these  were 
only  the  symptoms  cropping  out  of  the 
mystery  of  his  life  about  which  he  was 
dreaming  and  thinking  all  the  time. 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  while  all  the  rest 
of  the  Flemmings  were  banned  and  morally 
outlawed,  Mrs.  Flemming  got  to  be  looked 
jHpon  as  a  suffering  saint,  and  her  old  friends 
and  neighbors  always  collected  around  her 
after  meeting  to  show  by  their  sympathetic 
greetings  and  outspoken  speeches  about 
her  heavy  trials,  and  their  uncouth  at- 
tempts to  console,  which  only  probed  and 
tortured  instead  of  comforting  her,  that 
whatever  they  might  feel  towards  the  rest 
of  her  family  their  friendly  interest  in  her 
was  unchanged.  But  she  received  all  of 
their  demonstrations  with  a  stiff  reserve 
which  astonished  them,  and  had  even  seem- 
ed to  resent  Father  Ray's  praying  publicly 
for  her  as  one  under  heavy  tribulation. 
She  wanted  none  of  their  pity ;  whatever 
she  had  a  right  to  do  and  think  about  her 
own  flesh  and  blood,  she  couldn't  stand  by 
and  see  them  outlawed,  persecuted,  and 
ruined  in  fortune  and  estate,  and  shake 
hands  over  it  all  with  those  who  did  it, 
knowing  all  the  time  in  her  inmost  heart 
that  there  was  not  »a  man  among  them 
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whose  walk  before  God  was  so  pure  and 
upright  as  her  husband's.  It  became  clear 
to  them  all,  after  awhile,  that  she  neither 
wanted  their  sympathy  nor  adulation,  and 
they  began  to  understand  that  she  came 
constantly  to  meeting,  not  to  keep  in  favor 
with  them,  but  because  she  thought  it  right 
and  consistent  for  her  to  do  so.  But  they 
pitied  her  none  the  less,  and  said  all  man- 
ner of  kind  things  of  her  over  their  tea- 
cups, and  some  of  them  even  went  so  far  as 
to  go  and  see  her  to  tell  her  how  her  friends 
felt  for  her;  but  old  Lady  Pendarvis  her- 
self, could  she  have  stept  out  of  her  frame, 
could  not  have  been  more  frigid  and  reti- 
cent than  her  Puritan  descendant,  Martha 
Flemming,  and  when  her  guests  went 
away  she  did  not  invite  them  to  come 
again.  She  preferred  fighting  out  her  bat- 
tle alone  ;  with  the  instincts  of  a  wild  an- 
imal she  hid  herself,  wishing  none  to  see 
her  wounds. 

Soon  after  John  Wilde  left  the  country 
George  Merrill  came  up  from  Boston,  fired 
with  indignation  and  full  of  great  inten- 
tions. His  grandfather  had  written  him  a 
long  letter  giving  him  a  particular  account 
of  all  that  had  happened  at  the  "Old 
Homestead,"  and  of  the  present  status, 
moral,  temporal  and  social,  of  the  family, 
hoping  that  it  would  put  to  flight  forever 
any  thought  his  grandson  might  still  have 
of  seeking  Eva  Flemming  for  his  wife. 
But  he  did  not  know  the  young  fellow, 
who,  leaving  his  constant  devotion  for 
Eva  out  of  the  question,  had  become  dur- 
ing his  residence  at  the  "Hub"  a  some- 
thing which  was  half  Pagan,  half  Unitari- 
an— whose  strange  tenets  allowed  a  scope 
of  liberality  towards  other  creeds  which 
was  boundless ;  hence  be  did  not  care  a 
twig  for  Eva's  being  a  Catholic ;  but  he 
did  care,  and  took  it  sorely  to  heart, 
when  he  heard  from  his  friend  and  ally, 
Hulda  Sneathen,  who  wrote  him  an  aston- 
ishing letter,  all  the  particulars  of  the  so- 
cial interdict  laid  on  his  old  friends,  and 
how  nearly  they  were  ruined.  She  told 
him,  too,  of  the  trap  which  her  father  and 
aunt  were  laying  for  him ;  "  but  the  cun- 


ning old  souls  might  as  well  save  their 
time  for  something  better;  for  you  know, 
George,  even  if  I  were  not  engaged  to 
Nick  Flemming,  whose  very  footprints  I 
love,  I  wouldn't  marry  you  to  save  your 
life."  George  Merrill  burst  out  laughing; 
then  he  thought  of  the  Flemmings  and 
swore  a  little,  and  ended  by  pitching  some 
of  his  city  clothes  into  a  valise  and  start- 
ing right  off  for  the  hill-country,  where 
he  arrived  about  dusk  the  following  day, 
and  swinging  his  valise  in  his  hand  walked 
up  to  the  "  Old  Homestead."  Near  the 
house  he  met  Mrs.  Flemming,  who  had 
been  to  see  her  old  "  help,"  Sarah  Gill, 
who  was  bedridden  and  had  got  a  palsy 
of  the  head  from  the  shock  of  hearing  sud- 
denly that  Elder  Flemming  and  his  chil- 
dren had  turned  Papists,  and  spent  her 
time  relating  her  astounding  dreams,  which 
she  called  "  visions,"  and  telling  of"  death- 
watches  "  and  mysterious  tappings,  and  a 
"grief  child"  which  appeared  to  her  when- 
ever she  fell  into  a  doze, — "  all  signs  and 
wonders,"  she  declared, — "  rising  out  of 
the  dretful  doings  down  yonder,"  meaning 
the  Old  Homestead. 

When  Mrs.  Flemming  saw  George  Mer- 
rill, a  sudden  hope  took  possession  of  her 
which  brightened  her  eyes  and  brought  a 
warm  glow  over  her  pale,  thin  face,  mak- 
ing her  look  ten  years  younger;  but  there 
was  a  little  quivering  of  her  lips  as  she 
held  out  her  hand  and  said :  "  George,  I 
am  very  glad  to  see  you." 

"  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  Mrs.  Flem- 
ming," he  said,  grasping  her  hand  warmly. 
"I  was  just  on  my  way  to  your  house.  I 
only  jumped  out  of  the  stage  a  little  while 
ago,  you  see,"  he  added,  swinging  his  va- 
lise round — 

"  You  haven't  been  up  to  the  Minister's, 
then !  I  do  wonder  1"  answered  Mrs. 
Flemming. 

"No.  My  grandfather  and  I  are  sure 
to  quarrel  when  we  meet;  and,  as  I  must 
go  back  to-morrow,  I  thought  I'd  see  what 
awaited  me  here  before  I  have  my  set-to  up 
there.  How  are  they  all,  Mrs.  Flemming?" 

"  All  well— in  health,"  she  added. 
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"  And  Eva !  I  have  come  to  see  her ;  is 
she  at  home  ?" 

"  Yes,  Eva  is  at  home." 

"  You  see,  Mrs.  Flemming,"  said  the 
young  fellow,  full  of  his  generous,  unself- 
ish love,  holding  her  hand  in  his,  "  I  have 
heard  all  about  the  row  there's  been  up 
here,  and  how  the  godly  brethren  have 
behaved  to  the  Elder,  and  I  left  everything 
to  come  and  ask  Eva  once  more  if  she  will 
marry  me.  I  have  to  go  back  to-morrow  ; 
I  have  a  case  coming  up  in  court  in  a  few 
days  and  shall  have  to  hurry  off  to  be  there 
in  time — 

"  I  can  promise  you  nothing,  George," 
answered  Mrs.  Flemming.  "You  know 
our  house  is  divided  against  itself  now;  I 
am  a  cipher  as  to  influence.  Bufoome  in, 
and  go  into  the  parlor;  I  will  send  Eva 
to  you.  I  wish  you  well,  I  am  sure,  if  you 

don't  mind  her  being  a  Pa a  Roman 

Catholic. 

"  I  shouldn't  mind  it  if  she  were  a  Pa- 
gan ;  she  could  never  be  anything  but  Eva 
to  me,"  he  replied,  as  they  entered  the 
house  together. 

"  Go  into  the  parlor.  I  will  send  Eva 
in,"  repeated  Mrs.  Flemming,  as  she  went 
into  the  old  part  of  the  house  in  search  of 
Eva,  who  was  in  her  bedroom  tacking  up  the 
clean,  snowy  window-curtains — -just  from 
under  the  iron — over  the  windows. 

"  Some  one  is  in  the  parlor  wishing  to  see 
you,  Eva,"  said  Mrs.  Flemming,  just  put- 
ting her  head  into  the  door,  then  going 
directly  away, — almost  feeling  mean,  for 
this,  was  the  first  deception  she  had  ever 
practiced  in  her  life ;  but  the  hope  of  the 
good  that  might  come  of  it  reconciled  and 
quieted  her  conscience. 

Eva,  who  had  no  thought  of  George 
Merrill  in  her  mind,  put  in  the  last  tack, 
looped  back  the  curtains,  and  hastily 
smoothing  back  her  curling  hair  and  ty- 
ing on  a  nice  black  silk  apron,  ran  down 
stairs,  her  sweet  face  flushed  and  illumin- 
ated with  a  smile  of  welcome  ;  but  when 
she  opened  the  parlor  door  and  saw  who 
her  guest  was,  her  first  impulse  was  to 
draw  back  and  go  away  without  speaking ; 


the  smile  faded  out  of  her  face,  and  a  grave 
almost  a  stern  expression  settled  on  her 
countenance;  but  the  Flemmings,  as  we 
!  know,  had  nice  ideas  of  hospitality,  and 
would  not  have  inflicted  a  rudeness  upon 
their  greatest  enemy  under  the  sanctuary 
of  tKoir  own  roof,  so  she  went  in,  and 
without  any  word  of  welcome  shook  hands 
with  him,  asked  him  how  he  was,  and  sat 
down  in  the  chair  he  placed  for  her.  He 
soon  let  her  know  what  had  brought  him 
there,  and  she  listened  patiently  to  all  he 
had  to  say.  Touched  by  the  constancy  of 
his  affection,  and  his  generous  devotion, 
unlike  the  spirit  of  the  little  world  around 
her,  Eva  hesitated  a  moment  in  answer- 
ing him, — hesitated,  because  she  shrunk 
from  giving  only  pain  in  return  for  all  that 
he  offered  ;  then  in  a  sweet  womanly  way 
put  an  end  to  his  hopes,  saying :  "  I  am 
sorry  to  inflict  pain,  as  I  am  conscious  I 
shall  do,  but  the  only  answer  that  I  can 
give  you,  George,  is  what — " 

"  Before  you  say  any  more,  Eva,"  he  in- 
terrupted, "  listen  to  all  that  I  have  to  say. 
I  know  what  has  happened  up  here  rela- 
tive to  your  having  become  Roman  Cath- 
olics, all  of  you,  and  there  may  be  some- 
thing in  your  mind  on  that  score.  But 
let  no  thought  of  the  religious  difference 
between  us  influence  your  decision,  for  I 
tell  you  honestly,  before  God,  that  I'd  as 
lief  my  wife  should  be  a  Roman  Catholic 
as  anything  else ;  in  fact  it  would  take 
but  little,  I  think,  to  bring  me  over;  but 
whether  I  am'  brought  over  or  not  there 
should  not  be  the  impediment  of  a  straw 
laid  in  your  path,  and  a  portion  of  my 
fortune  should  go  towards  building  and 
decorating  churches  of  your  faith,  if  it 
would  make  you  any  happier." 

He  had  spoken  rapidly  and  earnestly ; 
it  was  evident  that  he  meant  every  word 
he  uttered,  and  in  proportion  to  his  gen- 
erosity so  did  her  repugnance  to  give  him 
pain  increase;  but  he  must  be  answered, 
and  Eva  said  : 

"I  believe  all  that  you  have  said,  George, 
— every  word.  You  are  worthy  of  the  de- 
votion of  a  true  and  noble  nature  like  your 
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own  ;  but  as  for  me,  the  only  answer  that 
I  can  give  you  is  what  I  told  you  before. 
I  shall  never  marry, — be  assured  "of  that; 
and  some  day,  perhaps  not  far  distant, 
you  will  understand  much  that  seems  heart- 
less to  you  now,  and  your  generous  soul 
will  give  me  full  pardon.  I  shall  never 
forget  you,  my  brother,  and  shall  pray  that 
your  nobleness  of  soul  be  rewarded  tenfold. 
I  thank  you  for  coming — yes,  thank  you 
for  coming  in  this  the  hour  of  our  trial, 
when  other  friends  and  neighbors  stand 
aloof, — and  doing  that  which  while  it  con- 
vinces me  that  there  does  exist  in  the 
world  noble  unselfishness  and  true  con- 
stancy, would  bring  only  blame  and  de- 
rision upon  yourself.  But  let  us  part — 
part  as  friends;  and  if  prayers  will  help 
you,  mine  shall  abide  with  you  as  a  shield 
and  defence  through  life." 

There  was  a  strange,  bright  calm  brood- 
ing over  the  girl's  beautiful  face  as  she 
held  out  her  hand  to  him,  and  the  tears 
that  sparkled  on  her  long  eyelashes  and 
rolled  over  her  cheeks  had  a  deeper  signif- 
icance than  he  could  fathom  then ;  but  he 
knew  that  it  was  all  over  now,  and  with  a 
sudden  impulse  he  leaned  over  and  kissed 
her  forehead,  saying :  "  Just  this  once,  Eva ; 
it  is  the  seal  on  the  sepulchre  of  my  dearest 
hopes.  Ours  is  a  long  farewell  and  it  will 
take  a  tedious  time  to  smooth  away  the  re- 
membrance of  this — to  me — bitter  parting. 
I  cannot  understand  you,  Eva  ;  but  good- 
by, — it  is  useless  to  defer  going,"  he  said, 
holding  out  his  hand. 

"  Good-by,  my  friend  and  brother,"  she 
answered  as  he  wrung  her  hand  and  then 
passed  away  out  of  her  sight  a  saddened 
and  disappointed  man. 

"  Is  George  Merill  gone,  Eva  ?"  inquired 
Mrs.  Flemming  an  hour  or  so  later. 

"Yes,  mother.  We  parted  as  friends, 
nothing  more,"  she  answered.  "  He  has 
gone  back  to  Boston." 

"  I  hope  you  won't  live  to  repent  it," 
replied  Mrs.  Flemming.  "You  and  Hope 
have  made  a  nice  mess  of  it:  such  pros- 
pects as  you  both  had." 

"  Try  and  be  patient  over  it,  dear  mother. 


I  trust  that  you  will  see  it  all  come  out 
right  at  last.  You  will  at  least  keep  your 
daughters  the  longer." 

"  Nonsense.  My  daughters  are  like  other 
women,  and  should  be  settled  for  life  in 
comfortable  homes  of  their  own ;  and  I 
am  like  other  mothers,  and  would  be  glad, 
when  my  last  hours  come,  to  know  that 
they  have  husbands  to  protect  them  and 
their  own  roof  to  shelter  them.  I  don't 
understand  all  this  newfangled,  romantic 
nonsense."  Having  thus  delivered  herself, 
the  disappointed  little  woman  went  away 
to  solace  herself  with  reading  a  chapter 
out  of  "  Fox's  Book  of  the  Martyrs,"  and 
thought  fire  and  sword  would  be  better 
than  the  slow  torture  she  had  been  endur- 
ing for  months. 

That  night  the  stage  left  Patrick  McCue's 
box  of  books  at  Wolfert  Flemming's  door, 
and  it  was  taken  into  the  "  work-room," 
where,  after  the  rest  of  the  family  had  re- 
tired to  rest,  he  opened  it  and  spent  half 
the  night  examining  its  contents,  rejoicing 
over  the  treasures  it  contained  with  far 
greater  joy  than  he  would  have  experienced 
had  it  been  filled  with  the  costliest  jewels 
on  earth.  Here  was  all  he  wanted  until  he 
should  experience  the  reward  of  Faith  in 
th£  substance  of  things  hoped  for — until 
me  supreme  moment  when,  being  made 
outwardly  as  well  as  inwardly  a  member 
of  the  true  fold  of  Christ,  he  would  re- 
ceive the  "  Bread  of  Life  "  for  which  his 
soul  had  been  so  long  hungering.  And 
how  strangely  had  Providence  favored  him 
even  in  this  !  It  had  seemed  to  him  some- 
times like  a  most  haphazard  proceeding 
to  have  written  and  sent  a  money-letter  to 
a  man  whose  business  made  him  a  very 
nomad,  and  who  might  never  have  seen 
Boston  since  he  left  the  hill-country; 
Wolfert  Flemming  felt  at  such  moments 
as  if  his  wife  was  justifiable  in  calling  it, 
with  some  sharp  remarks,  not  only  "a 
foolish  proceeding,"  but  "  a  sinful  throw- 
ing away  of  money."  But,  as  we  know, 
Patrick  McCue  had  got  the  letter,  and 
here  were  the  books,  a  bill  and  receipt,  and 
the  right  change  to  a  fraction. 
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Mrs.  Flemming  knew  that  the  books  had 
come,  from  seeing  Reuben  unwrapping  and 
examining  those  sent  him  by  the  peddler, 
who  would  have  been  somewhat  astonished 
if  he  had  seen  the  boy  lay  carelessly  aside 
"The  Travels  of  an  Irish  Gentleman  in 
Search  of  a  Religion,"  by  "  Tommy  Moore," 
and  begin  to  read,  nay,  to  devour  with  fever- 
ish avidity,  the  book  illustrative  of  "Art 
in  Catholic  Ages."  Was  she  never  to  hear 
the  last  of  that  peddler,  who  had  brought 
her  such  dole?  Was  he  to  be  forever 
coming  up  in  some  shape  or  other  to  tor- 
ment her  ?  She  began  to  think  so. 

The  next  morning  Mrs.  Flemming  in 
brushing  up  and  putting  things  to  rights 
in  the  "  work-room,"  a  labor  of  love  which 
she  had  always  reserved  for  herself,  and 
still  continued,  gathered  up  a  heap  of  rub- 
bish strewed  over  the  floor,  in  which  the 
books  had  been  packed,  and  was  going  to 
throw  it  into  the  wood-box  for  kindlings 
when  she  felt  something  smooth  and  hard 
strike  against  her  hand,  something  heavier 
than  the  straw  and  shavings  she  held,  and 
upon  examining  she  discovered  that  it  was 
a  small  leather-bound  book,  which  she 
involuntarily  opened,  led  by  instinctive 
curiosity  and  a  natural  desire  to  see  what 
it  was.  "'The  Papist  Represented  and 
Misrepresented  '  "  she  read  in  a  low  vofc. 
"  Here  are  two  sides  at  last,  and  I  will  read 
it  to  see  if  there  is  any  reason  in  it."  She 
thrust  the  book  hastily  into  her  pocket, 
determined — as  it  had  been  evidently  over- 
looked and  accidently  dropped — to  say 
nothing  about  it,  until,  having  satisfied  her 
curiosity,  she  would  lay  it  among  her 
husband's  papers,  leaving  him  to  discover 
it  the  best  way  he  could. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


DEATH  OP  A  BROTHER  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN 
SCHOOLS. — It  pains  us  to  learn  that  BROTHER  ADEL, 
who  had  charge  of  the  "  St.  Mary's  Choir,"  St.  Louis, 
for  many  years  back,  departed  this  life  July  14. 

His  Society,  as  well  as  the  AVE  MARIA,  has  lost 
a  very  zealous  laborer  for  the  interests  of  Mary  Im- 
maculate and  the  Sacred  Heart.  It  was  his  one  de- 
sire to  live  and  act  for  the  sole  honor  of  the  Immac- 


ulate Conception ;  and  since  he  became  a  member  of 
that  beautiful  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  he  had  no  greater  delight  than  to  induce 
all  he  could,  young  and  old,  to  join  it.  He  began 
with  the  students,  and  through  them  he  got  many 
members  of  their  families  and  friends  at  home  to 
become  associates.  Then  he  went  round  the  parish 
schools  and  was  never  tired  of  recommending  this 
sweet  devotion. 

His  death  was  as  happy  as  his  life  had  been  pious 
and  edifying.  He  died  of  consumption,  in  the  Novi- 
tiate at  Carondelet,  whither  he  was  sent  about  two. 
months  ago  for  the  benefit  of  his  declining  health. 
He  had  received  the  last  Sacraments  the  day  before, 
and  died  so  calmly,  sitting  in  an  armchair,  that  those 
who  watched  by  him  did  not  perceive  his  going ; 
a  smile  of  sweet  hope  still  lingered  on  his  wasted 
countenance. 

He  came  down  to  the  chapel,  followed  the  relig- 
ious exercises,  getting  up  at  4%  o'clock  and  going 
to  bed  at  9,  till  a  day  or  two  before  his  death.  He 
told  a  Brother,  the  evening  before,  that  he  was 
going  to  die  that  night  or  the  day  following. 

He  will  be  long  remembered  by  the  many  he 
taught  to  sing  the  praises  of  his  good  Mother,  and 
assembled  around  her  altar  to  offer  their  hearts 
through  her  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  her  Divine  Son} 
Jesus. 


THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN  A  PERSONAL  TYPE  OP  THE 
CHURCH. — A  correspondent,  more  Catholic-minded 
by  far  than  the  editor,  (says  the  London  Register), 
Writes  as  follows  to  the  Church  Review : — 

"  The  Church,  the  Immaculate  Spouse,  the  Queen, 
the  Daughter  of  the  King,  &c.,  &c.,  is  the  aggregate 
of  faithful  souls ;  now  the  Blessed  Virgin,  being  em- 
inently the  Faithful  Soul,  there  is  a  great  and  appa- 
rent congruity,  and  obvious  appropriateness,  in  re- 
garding her  as  a  personal  type  of  the  Church — in 
seeing  summed  up,  as  it  were,  in  her  all  the  graces 
and  beauties  which  make  the  whole  Church  accept- 
able to  its  Spouse  and  Lord.  From  this  would  nat- 
urally follow  the  application  to  the  person  of  the 
titles  and  attributes  of  the  Body,  not  strictly  and  ab- 
solutely, but  relatively  and  tropologically.  There 
is,  too,  a  great  analogy  between  the  offices  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin  towards  Christ's  natural  body,  and 
those  of  the  Church  towards  His  mystical  body. 
The  Virgin  begat  and  brought  forth  to  the  world 
the  natural  body,  the  Church  begets  Christ  in  the 
hearts  of  the  faithful,  and  manifests  Him  to  the 
World,  &c.  Upon  these  principles,  without  in  the 
least  denying  the  original  and  strictly  prophetical 
references  of  passages  in  Ps.  xlv,  the  Canticles,  &c., 
to  the  Church,  it  would  seem  appropriate  and  natural 
to  also  see  in  them  reference  to  the  Mother  of  God." 


AVE   MARIA. 

(Sntltolie  gmmtal,  devoted  to  the  Wwm  of  the  §te^etl  f  irgfo 


Vol.  V. 


NOTRE  DAME,  INDIANA,  AUGUST  7,  1869. 


No.  32. 


MARY   OUR  MODEL. 


FOOD  AND  SLEEP, 


Our  bodies  require  food  and  sleep.  These 
are  necessities  we  cannot  avoid,  but  which 
are  not  without  danger  to  the  soul;  for  the 
sensuality  which  so  easily  insinuates  it- 
self into  them  enervates  the  mind  and  dulls 
the  heart. 

I  am  not  speaking  of  lust,  which  is  their 
consequence  and  ordinary  result,  and  which 
may  be  understood  without  entering  far- 
ther into  that  subject  for  the  present. 

St.  Paul  informs  us  clearly  and  unhesita- 
tingly that  the  body  wars  against  the  soul 
and  the  soul  against  the  body ;  he  recurs  to 
this  in  most  of  his  epistles,  and  character- 
izes the  flesh  as  a  terrible  enemy :  "  Behave 
yourselves  according  to  the  Spirit  of  God 
and  ye  will  not  accomplish  the  desires  of 
the  flesh.  For  the  flesh  has  desires  con- 
trary to  those  of  the  spirit  and  the  spirit 
has  desires  contrary  to  those  of  the  flesh  ; 
they  are  opposed  one  to  the  other."  He 
enumerates  the  fruits  of  concupiscence,  and 
adds  :  "  Those  who  belong  to  Christ  have 
crucified  their  flesh  with  its  passions  and 
and  irregular  desires.  The  fruits  of  the 
spirit  are,  charity,  joy,  peace,  patience, 
kindness,  goodness,  perseverance,  sweet- 
ness, faith,  modesty,  continence  and  chas- 
tity. If  we  live  by  the  spirit  of  God,  let  us 
behave  ourselves  according  to  this  spirit." 
He  concludes  from  this  the  necessity  of 
fortifying  the  soul  and  keeping  the  body 
subject  to  its  control:  "For  what  things 
a  man  shall  sow,  those  also  shall  he  reap. 
For  he  that  soweth  in  his  flesh,  of  the  flesh 


also  shall  reap  corruption ;  but  he  that  sow- 
eth in  the  spirit,  of  the  spirit  shall  reap 
life  everlasting." 

We  wish  to  arrive  at  this  eternal  life, 
and  we  have  promised  God  to  follow  the 
inspirations  of  His  Spirit.  Consequently, 
we  should  struggle  against  our  carnal  in- 
stincts, which  are  always  in  a  state  of  re- 
bellion, and  keep  a  tight  rein  on  those  lusts 
which  tend  to  subjugate  our  reason.  The 
soul  is  an  angel,  whose  aspirations  are 
naturally  elevated  ;  the  body  is  an  animal, 
all  whose  inclinations  are  low.  The  angel 
should  command  and  take  the  lead ;  the 
animal  should  obey  implicitly  her  com- 
mands. The  soul  should  never  connive  at 
its  gross  lusts,  idleness,  effeminacy,  anger, 
bursts  of  passion  or  opposition  to  the  law  of 
God  ;  she  must  bend  it  to  the  yoke  and  en- 
tirely conquer  it  if  she  wishes  to  have  any 
lasting  peace. 

The  august  Virgin  Mary,  as  we  have  al- 
ready observed,  had  nothing  to  fear  on  this 
head.  In  her,  the  flesh  was  entirely  sub- 
missive to  the  spirit,  and  the  body  was  but 
the  docile  organ  of  the  soul.  Not  only 
had  she  no  inclination  to  evil,  but  she  had 
a  horror  implanted  in  her,  by  nature,  of 
every  kind  of  excess,  and  a  holy  attraction 
towards  everything  good. 

Notwithstanding  this,  observe  how  she 
closed  every  avenue  to  lust.  She  did  not 
afford  her  senses  any  gratification  which 
was  not  absolutely  necessary.  Her  man- 
ner of  life  was  ever  frugal  and  laborious, 
and  rather  marked  by  privations  than  ex- 
travagance. Did  her  house  boast  all  the 
comforts,  which  you,  ladies,  claim  as  a 
right  in  your  own  ?  Does  not  the  frugal- 
ity of  the  repasts  partaken  of  by  the  Holy 
Family  alarm  your  sensuality?  Was  the 
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bed  of  the  august  Mother  as  soft  as  yours, 
or  her  sleep  prolonged  to  so  late  an  hour? 
Did  she  claim  for  her  immaculate  body  all 
those  luxurious  comforts  which  you  think 
only  due  to  your  sinful  and  corrupted  flesh  ? 

Further  on  we  shall  speak  of  penitence, 
of  which  the  laws  are  much  more  austere. 
At  the  present  moment  we  are  treating 
only  of  sobriety  and  temperance,  in  order 
to  avoid  the  fatal  results  of  a  luxurious 
mode  of  life,  of  idleness,  and  excess  in  the 
pleasures  of  the  table,  which  are  the  plague- 
spots  of  the  soul. 

Consider  what  is  passing  around  us  in 
the  respectable  world,  and  even  among 
women  who  claim  to  be  Christians.  What 
can  we  think  of  the  refinements  introduced 
into  the  preparation  of  our  dfcily  food, 
when  we  examine  them  in  the  point  of 
view  presented  by  the  Gospel  and  the 
doctrine  of  the  Church.  The  culinary  art 
has  almost  reached  the  dignity  of  a  science, 
and  in  the  present  day  cooks  are  a  social 
necessity.  How  many  delicate  persons 
would  be  unable  to  eat  or  live,  were  this 
precious  race  to  fail  them  !  Again,  cooks 
of  ordinary  skill  have  little  chance  of  be- 
ing engaged  in  them  service ;  they  must 
have  finished  artists  (if  we  may  use  the 
expression),  to  prepare  the  class  of  dishes 
which  can  alone  pretend  to  tempt  such 
squeamish  appetites.  Articles  of  food  are 
frequently  so  whimsically  arranged,  so 
changed  by  spices  and  so  mystified  by 
sauces  that  simple  people  would  never  rec- 
ognize them  !  We  must  have  progressed 
with  the  age  to  form  a  notion  of  what  we 
are  eating. 

Our  Creator  made  the  day  for  labor  and 
the  night  for  refreshing  sleep.  Civiliza- 
tion has  changed  all  this :  we  sit  up  all 
night  and  sleep  duringthe  day,  particularly 
during  the  morning,  when  the  air  is  most 
beneficial  to  health.  Even  ladies  suffer- 
ing from  delicate  health  cannot  live  in  any 
other  way;  the  fresh  air  of  the  morning 
gives  them  colds,  and  the  morning  sun  is 
apt  to  affect  their  eyes.  They  seldom 
think  of  rising  before  midday.  However, 
to  avoid  the  confession  of  their  indolence, 


they  have  altered  the  names  of  hours  and 
meals  :  morning  is  now  that  portion  of 
time  which  passes  between  their  hour  of 
rising  and  five  or  six  in  the  evening,  and 
the  evening  extends  from  the  last  meal  of 
the  day  to  three  hours  after  midnight. 
This  meal,  called  by  our  ancestors  supper, 
is  now  called  dinner,  and  the  midday  meal 
now  goes  by  the  name  of  breakfast.  You 
see  that  we  are  advancing.  O,  age  of  prog- 
ress ! 

The  civilized  world  is  very  proud  of  these 
new  fashions. 


THE  SENSUAL  WOMAN. 

Ladies  in  general  pay  too  much  atten- 
tion to  their  persons.  Madame  H— — ,  in 
particular,  exceeds  all  bounds  in  this  res- 
pect. She  has  made  a  kind  of  idol  of 
her  person  to  which  all  her  own  care  is 
devoted,  and  which  occupies  the  attention 
of  a  crowd  of  servants.  The  comforts  of 
life  are  not  sufficient  for  her:  she  must  em- 
ulate the  luxury  of  the  Sybarites  of  old. 

In  her  case  a  glance  is  sufficient  to  show 
that  a  very  feeble  mind  has  fixed  its  resi- 
dence in  a  sumptuous  body;  she  is  per- 
petually laughing  in  a  manner  which  proves 
her  to  be  a  simpleton.  She  is  devoted  to 
the  pleasures  of  the  table ;  she  is  in  her 
element  at  a  banquet,  and  her  eyes  sparkle 
with  unwonted  fire  after  she  has  indulged 
in  a  glass  of  generous  wine.  Her  greatest 
pleasure,  after  that  of  the  table,  is  a  soft 
bed;  she  sleeps  like  an  infant,  calmly,  and 
to  a  late  hour.  She  rises  as  late  as  possi- 
ble, pressed  by  the  want  of  breakfast — which 
she  often,  however,  takes  in  bed  and  drops 
asleep  again  afterwards.  Two  things  cause 
her  the  greatest  annoyance :  the  first  is 
her  want  of  appetite — the  second  is  that 
she  is  becoming  enormously  fat.  Her  im- 
mense size  troubles  her  exceedingly.  Ah  ! 
how  difficult  it  is  to  be  happy  here  below. 

She  has  been  advised  to  take  a  little  more 
exercise,  but  she  has  almost  lost  the  use 
of  her  hands  and  feet.  She  is  surrounded 
by  well-paid  servants  who  attend  upon  her 
with  the  greatest  zeal.  In  the  morning 
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they  dress  her,  as  soon  as  she  condescends 
to  awake;  they  then  ply  her  with  food  be- 
fore she  is  hungry;  afterwards  they  give 
her  a  drive  in  her  carriage  or  take  her  to 
call  on  some  of  her  friends,  where  she  chats 
and  laughs  at  her  ease  for  an  hour  or  two, 
reclining  voluptuously  on  a  sofa.  Thence 
she  is  brought  home;  and,  after  dinner 
— unless  they  change  her  toilette  once 
more,  in  order  to  take  her  to  some  evening 
party — she  is  undressed  to  enable  her  to 
recover  her  exhausted  powers  in  tranquil 
slumber.  Such  is  her  existence. 

Madame  L laughs  at  her  a  good 

deal,  though  she  pretends  to  be  one  of  her 
friends.  She  has  quite  a  different  tem- 
perament :  she  is  thin  and  active,  but  she 
has  also  her  weak  points.  Her  delicacy 
in  the  article  of  dishes  is  so  great  that  she 
never  can  meet  with  any  dressed  to  please 
her.  It  is  only  her  own  cook,  accustomed 
to  her  caprices,  who  can  possibly  provide 
her  with  proper  aliment.  Everything  dis- 
gusts her;  nothing  is  clean  enough,  or  well- 
dressed  enough,  or  seasoned  enough — or 
warm  enough,  or  cold  enough,  or  properly 
served  up.  How  can  you  expect  her  to 
make  up  her  mind  to  commence  eating  in 
the  midst  of  so  many  drawbacks?  She  just 
tastes  the  soup,  and  leaves  it;  she  touches 
the  wing  of  a  chicken,  and  sends  it  away; 
she  moistens  her  lips  with  wine,  but  drinks 
none  of  it;  she  will  only  take  a  little  fruit, 
that  she  may  not  return  home  fasting.  As 
soon  as  she  reaches  her  house  she  describes 
the  dinner  to  her  cook:  "I  thought  they 
intended  to  poison  me — ever  thing  was  so 
detestable." 

She  tries  to  indemnify  herself  at  her  own  ta- 
ble for  these  failures  abroad,  but  even  there 
things  do  not  always  go  to  her  taste.  She 
complains  of  her  stomach — and  suffers  from 
weakness,  heat  of  blood  and  headache. 
Her  great  object  is  to  excite  your  compas- 
sion. What  an  interesting  creature  ! 

She  sometimes  suffers  from  these  attacks 
at  church,  where  she  goes  frequently.  You 
must  rise  from  your  seat  and  support  her, 
in  the  middle  of  the  sermon;  or  thrust  a 
bottle  of  salts  under  her  nose  at  the  mo- 


ment of  the  Benediction  of  the  Holy  Sa- 
crament, and  disturb  the  whole  congrega- 
tion to  take  her  home.  Once  more,  what 
an  interesting  creature  ! 

This  delicate  temperament,  however,  dis- 
plays surprising  energy  at  an  evening  party. 
Since  her  nervous  excitement  prevents  her 
sleeping  at  night  her  great  relaxation  is 
a  ball  or  a  theatre,  where  she  can  pass  the 
whole  night  without  experiencing  the 
slightest  fatigue  or  having  any  attacks  of 
faintness  or  headache,  and  she  returns 
home  in  excellent  health.  But  the  next 
morning  her  maladies  return  as  soon  as 
she  leaves  her  bed ;  she  begins  once  more 
to  groan,  walking  about  with  great  appar- 
ent difficulty  and  eating  when  she  can. 
Why  does  not  the  night  last  forever? 
Once  more,  is  she  not  an  interesting  crea- 
ture !  Did  these  two  ladies  never  ask 
themselves  the  question  for  what  object 
God  placed  them  on  the  earth  ? 


[Translated  from  L'Echo  de  la  France.] 

The  Seminary  of  the  Foreign  Missions, 
Rue  dn  Bac,  Paris. 


The  Seminary  of  the  Foreign  Missions 
is  at  the  end  of  the  Rue  du  Bac,  not  far 
from  the  Rue  de  Sevres.  With  the  excep- 
tion of  a  wooden  cross  surmounting  the 
gate,  there  is  no  exterior  mark  to  desig- 
nate it  to  the  eye  of  the  passer-by. 

It  is  a  vast  and  already  venerable  house, 
situated  between  a  small  court  which  af- 
fords access  to  the  chapel  and  a  very  ex- 
tensive garden,  in  which  many  of  the  trees, 
planted  by  the  founder  of  the  establish- 
ment, are  upwards  of  two  centuries  old. 
Its  walks  are  broad *and  well  gravelled,  its 
grass-plots  bordered  with  box,  and  its  trees 
cut  symmetrically  to  their  tops  like  those  in 
the  park  at  Versailles.  The  flight  of  steps 
by  which  you  descend  from  the  house  into 
the  garden,  and  the  caryatides  which  adorn 
the  entablatures  of  the  windows,  present  in 
the  highest  degree  the  architectural  design 
of  the  seventeenth  century. 
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In  the  interior  of  the  Seminary  are  long 
corridors  on  which  open  the  rooms  of  the 
students, — small  cells  precisely  similar  to 
each  other,  and  furnished  with  great  neat- 
ness and  simplicity.  One  of  these,  larger 
than  the  rest,  contains  a  collection  of 
memorials  of  the  martyrs  of  the  Faith. 
Among  these  you  may  see  garments  still 
stained  with  blood ;  bones  abstracted  by 
neophytes  from  the  fury  of  execution- 
ers; instruments  of  torture  brought  home 
by  such  as  happily  escaped  their  appli- 
cation ;  pictures,  rudely  executed,  and  des- 
tined to  recall  terrible  scenes,  in  which  are 
represented  men  undergoing  torture,  quar- 
tering and  decapitation.  Such  are  the  re- 
lics to  be  found  in  this  museum,  which  is 
called  the  Hall  of  Martyrs.  Outside,  un- 
der the  peristyle  which  faces  the  garden, 
your  view  is  met  by  objects  of  a  different 
description — some  of  them  brought  home 
from  distant  missions,  others  ready  to  be 
dispatched  to  them.  Here  is  a  clock  pres- 
ented to  China  by  Louis  XIV,  and  after- 
wards retaken  in  one  of  the  pagodas  at 
Hong-Kong ;  there  is  a  collar,  the  yoke 
of  which  has  pressed  on  more  than  one 
martyr;  further  on  are  geographical  charts, 
weapons  of  various  kinds,  astronomical  and 
musical  instruments,  and  chaplets  of  glass  v 
— all  so  many  objects  destined  to  aid  the 
missionaries  in  their  work  of  civilization. 

A  visitor  might  pass  many  days  in  this 
house  without  feeling  his  first  emotions 
weakened.  There  is  a  legend  attached  to 
the  slightest  memorial  it  contains:  from 
this  old  rusty  sword,  suspended  in  the 
Hall  of  Martyrs — which,  far  beyond  the  sea, 
has  shed  Christian  blood  enough  to  red- 
den.the  waters  of  the  mightiest  stream  in 
Asia, — to  that  medal,  which  may  have  reg- 
istered the  beatings  of  an  enthusiastic 
heart  in  a  breast  pierced  through  and 
through  with  poisoned  arrows. 

After  giving  this  slight  sketch  of  the 
house  itself,  we  will  proceed  with  some  ac- 
count of  its  inhabitants. 

These  are  forthemostpartyoungpriests, 
vigorous  in  frame,  endowed  with  men- 
tal strength  proportioned  to  their  bodily 


health,  detached  from  everything  that  ren- 
ders life  dear  to  man,  and  equally  prepared  to 
live  or  die.  Nourished,  if  we  may  use  the 
expression,  on  the  marrow  of  lions,  they 
are  resolved  to  face  every  danger  to  ensure 
the  triumph  of  their  God.  Far  from  fear- 
ing the  combat,  they  court  it  in  their  most 
ardent  wishes,  in  order  to  obtain  in  it  a 
victory  which  will  cost  most  of  them  their 
blood.  They  fully  appreciate  the  lot  re- 
served for  them, — as,  far  from  being  con- 
cealed from  them,  it  is  ever  held  up  to 
their  view,  with  the  intention  of  diverting 
from  so  adventurous  a  destiny  those  who 
may  not  have  strength  sufficient  to  meet 
it.  They  are  all  aware  that  out  of  a  hun- 
dred priests  who  leave  their  native  land  to 
evangelize  the  heathen,  scarcely  twenty 
ever  return.  Notwithstanding  this,  they 
never  think  for  a  moment  of  hoping  that 
they  may  be  among  the  latter. 

These  priests  may  justly  be  called  the 
Zouaves  of  the  grand  army  of  religion. 
How  many  among  them  would  have  turned 
out  indifferent  pastors  had  they  been  con- 
demned to  the  cure  of  a  simple  village, 
who,  devoted  to  a  life  of  adventure,  will 
accomplish  in  the  conquest  of  souls  mir- 
acles of  intrepidity  and  persuasion.  By 
some  they  may  be  judged  differently,  and 
regarded  as  fools  or  as  animated  with  an 
uncalculating  boldness ;  but  their  cour- 
age and  the  energy  of  their  convictions 
must  always  command  respect.  They  live, 
battle,  die  for  a  great  idea ;  and  even  were 
this  idea  not  eminently  adapted  to  further 
the  cause  of  civilization,  their  lot  would  be 
still  a  subject  of  envy  to  others. 

These  priests,  who  go  out  in  the  name 
of  religion,  are  the  most  useful  instruments 
of  civilization  among  savage  and  mistrust- 
ful populations. 

Naval  officers  who  have  reached  the  ex- 
tremities of  the  world  allow  that  no  di- 
plomatic agents  are  more  enterprising, 
devoted,  and  apt  for  business,  than  the  mis- 
sionaries, and  that  no  martyr  ever  died  in 
the  cause  of  Catholicity  without  having 
previously  fulfilled  the  duties  of  a  citizen 
in  that  of  his  country.  The  archives  of  the 
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Minister  of  the  Marine  Department  maybe 
appealed  to  in  proof  of  this  assertion. 

Notwithstanding  the  dangers  in  store 
for  those  who  embrace  such  a  career, 
many  are  unable  to  resist  its  seductions. 
Every  year  the  superiors  of  the  Seminary 
are  under  the  necessity  of  refusing  many 
valiant,  courageous  and  enthusiastic  offers. 
The  establishment  increases  day  by  day, 
as  if  the  prospect  of  martyrdom  offered 
every  day  some  new  and  irresistible  at- 
traction. 

Those  who  are  admitted  into  the  house 
remain  in  it  several  years.  If  they  are  not 
already  priests,  they  follow  their  course  of 
ecclesiastical  studies.  Should  they  have 
already  been  ordained,  they  are  immedi- 
ately prepared  for  the  great  work  of  the 
missions.  They  are  instructed  in  the  ele- 
ments of  foreign  languages,  and  are  also 
taught  music  to  enable  them  at  some  future 
period  with  the  assistance  of  melody  to 
tame  savage  tribes,  in  the  same  manner  as 
Orpheus  of  old  civilized  the  barbarians  of 
his  time  with  the  aid  of  his  lyre.  The 
study  of  medicine,  botany,  geography  and 
astronomy  is  necessary,  to  complete  their 
education. 

Then  comes  the  important  day  of  their 
departure.  This  happens  usually  four 
times  a  year,  and  several  missionaries  start 
together  and  remain  in  company  until  they 
reach  the  place  where  they  must  separate 
to  prosecute  their  journey  to  their  different 
missions. 

Always  in  readiness  to  betake  themselves 
to  sea,  the  missionaries  have  but  short  notice 
given  to  them  of  their  appointment  to  such 
or  such  a  mission.  The  time  of  this  an- 
nouncement to  them  is  one  of  heartfelt  joy 
to  the  future  soldiers  of  Christ.  From  that 
moment  they  become  objects  of  respect  and 
envy  to  all  their  youthful  comrades.  They 
are  allowed  a  week  to  arrange  their  private 
affairs,  to  pay  farewell  vis  its  to  their  family 
and  friends,  and  to  invite  them  to  attend 
the  ceremony  which  precedes-their  depart- 
ure. On  that  day,  the  chapel  of  the  Semi- 
inary  is  crowded.  The  eyes  of  almost  all  are 
dimmed  with  tears.  The  missionaries  who 


are  on  the  eve  of  departure  seem  to  be  the 
only  ones  who  feel  joy  on  the  occasion. 

The  ceremony  of  which  they  are  the  heroes 
is  deeply  impressive.  It  is  presided  over 
by  one  of  those  missionaries  whoafter  many 
years  of  struggle  and  suffering  have  re- 
turned home  to  breathe  their  native  air  and 
repose  after  the  fatigues  of  their  apostolic 
labors.  He  addresses  a  paternal  speech  to 
those  who  are  so  soon  about  to  follow  in 
his  footsteps.  He  counsels  them,  exhorts 
them  to  be  prudent  in  their  conduct,  and 
charges  them  not  to  plunge  rashly  into 
dangers.  He  points  out  to  them  the  obsta- 
cles they  will  have  to  encounter  in  their 
path,  and  the  best  means  for  smoothing 
them.  He  urges  them  more  particularly 
to  exercise  patience,  not  to  fancy  thatallcan 
be  done  in  a  single  day,  and  to  sow  carefully 
before  they  dream  of  reaping  their  harvest. 

Then  the  young  priests  ascend  the  altar. 
In  their  hands  they  hold  a  staff;  their  feetare 
bare ;  those  assisting  at  the  Mass  imprint 
a  kiss  upon  them,  chaunting  at  the  same 
time  a  farewell  canticle.  Immediately  af- 
terwards they  bow  for  the  last  time,  and  a 
few  moments  later  they  are  on  their  way  to 
the  distant  scenes  of  their  labors. 


An  Allocation  of  the  Holy  Father. 


On  the  anniversary  of  his  coronation,  Pius  IX 
replied  in  the  following  terms  to  the  complimen- 
tary felicitations  of  the  Sacred  College,  the  Sen- 
ate, and  other  civil  and  religious  dignitaries  con- 
gregated for  that  purpose  in  the  Sala  dei  Para- 
menti  at  the  Vatican :— "  Having  arrived  at  the  con- 
clusion of  the  twenty-third  year  of  my  Pontificate, 
it  is  my  duty,  before  all,  to  thank  the  Lord  who  has 
sustained  my  frailty  in  the  midst  of  such  numerous 
and  cruel  trials.  It  is  .my  duty  to  bless  and  admire 
the  protection,  full  of  wisdom,  which  He  has  grant- 
ed to  the  Church.  Doubtless  He  leaves  her  exposed 
to  redoubtable  tempests,  but  He  sustains  her  at  the 
same  time,  and  raises  up  among  Christians  men 
animated  by  a  holy  courage  to  defend  her  rights. 
Finally,  I  address  my  thanks  to  the  Sacred  College, 
and  to  all  those  around  me,  for  the  noble  part  which 
they  take  in  the  struggle,  and  for  the  good  wishes 
which  you  (Cardinal  Patrizi  spoke  in  the  name  of 
his  eminent  brethren)  have  just  expressed  for  me. 
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"  The  world  is  divided,  as  it  were,  into  two  socie- 
ties :  one  numerous,  powerful,  restless  and  agitated ; 
the  other  less  numerous,  but  calm  and  faithful.  My 
predecessor,  the  renowned  St.  Gregory  the  Great, 
compared  these  two  societies  to  those  formerly  col- 
lected, the  first  on  the  plains  of  Sennaar  where  men 
erected  the  Tower  of  Pride,  but  were  confounded 
by  God  in  their  language,  and  dispersed ;  the  second 
at  the  Cceuaculum,  on  the  day  of  Pentecost,  when 
Peter  and  the  Apostles  and  thousands  of  the  faith- 
ful of  divers  nations  all  heard  and  understood  one 
and  the  same  language.  Thus  to-day  we  see  revo- 
lution, with  socialism  in  its  suite,  condemning  and 
denying  religion,  morality,  and  God  Himself;  and, 
on  the  other  side,  the  true  faithful,  who,  calm  and 
firm  in  their  faith,  wait  patiently  for  good  princi- 
ples to  resume  their  salutary  empire  and  for  the  de- 
signs of  God  to  be  accomplished.  Ah,  if  sover- 
eigns adopted  these  good  principles  how  much 
more  easy  it  would  be  for  them  to  govern  their 
people !  How  much  good  could  they\do  to  their 
people  and  themselves ! 

"  The  future  is  in  the  hands  of  God.  As  He  has 
overthrown  the  first  revolutionists,  the  demons,  so 
He  will  overthrow  these.  And  we  can  and  ought  to 
desire  that  the  proud  who  persecute  the  Church  may 
be  humbled  and  confounded.  Meanwhile  let  us  ac- 
complish faithfully  our  sacred  duties  to  God.  Ego 
autem  exercebar,  says  the  Psalmist,  and  let  us  render 
Him  actions  of  grace  for  having  preserved  peace  in 
this  marvellously  privileged  morsel  of  land  whence 
we  can  extend  our  looks  and  our  prayers  over  the 
whole  Church.  Ah,  how  heavy  are  the  evils  which 
oppress  this  C  hurch !  What  ruins,  what  tears  every- 
where !  Perhaps  at  this  moment,  while  I  am  speak- 
ing, a  kingdom  is  deprived  of  its  last  bishop ;  he  also 
thrown  into  prison  or  carried  into  exile.  (At  this 
allusion  to  the  persecutions  in  Poland  the  Pope  was 
painfully  agitated.)  Certainly,  God  might  permit 
that  we  ourselves  should  have  to  encounter  the  same 
fate  as  those  bishops.  The  plant  which  plunges  its 
roots  into  the  soil  on  which  we  still  find  safety 
might  be  stricken  like  the  mystic  plant  of  the 
Prophet  Daniel.  But  the  dangers  which  menace  us 
are  kept  off  by  Divine  goodness,  and  that  plant  has 
the  word  of  the  Lord.  I  invoke  the  all-powerful 
protection  of  God  on  the  Sacred  College,  on  the 
prelates,  on  this  dear  city  and  those  who  represent 
it  (the  Senate).  I  pray  particularly  for  two  sorts 
of  persons — those  who  are  in  tribulation,  that  God 
may  come  to  their  aid ;  and  those,  still  more  un- 
fortunate, who  live  in  sin,  that  God  may  grant  them 
victorious  grace.  There  are  even  in  Rome  some 
abandoned  souls  who  take  the  shadow  for  the  body, 
falsehood  for  truth,  and  who,  flying  from  the  path 
of  justice,  plunge  into  the  forest  full  of  roaring 


beasts.  Woe  to  those  who  act  thus.  It  is  the  sure 
loss  of  all  good.  May  the  Lord  keep  such  a  lot 
from  you  all,  and  may  He,  through  the  intercession 
of  Mary,  bless  you,  as  I  desire  with  all  the  force  of 
my  heart." 


Madame  Louise  de  France. 


Everything  in  reference  to  the  saintly 
Madame  Louise  de  France  has  an  interest 
to  us,  and  will  have,  we  doubt  not,  to  our 
readers.  We  take  the  following  notice 
of  the  life  of  Madame  Louise,  lately  pub- 
lished in  England,  from  the  Westminster 
Gazette  : 

MADAME  LOUISE  was  gifted  to  an  emi- 
nent degree  with  all  the  virtues  and  with 
all  thepeculiarities  of  character  and  temper 
which  indicate  a  genuine  vocation  to  the 
religious  life.  From  her  earliest  years  her 
daily  course  of  life,  whether  at  Fontevrault 
or  at  Versailles,  proved  beyond  doubt  that 
she  was  born  for  the  cloister ;  the  influ- 
ences in  that  direction  which  surrounded 
her  in  her  childhood — the  singular  piety 
and  devotion  of  her  mother,  the  Queen,  and 
the  pious  and  prudent  counsels  of  her  com- 
panion and  teacher,  Madame  de  Soutlanges 
—no  doubt  encouraged  and  developed  her 
religious  aspirations ;  but  they  merely 
gave  sanction  and  direction  to  a  tendency 
that  already  existed,  and  which  constantly 
manifested  itself  in  her  journals  and  medi- 
tation books,  as  well  as  in  her  conversation. 
Several  anecdotes  of  her  girlhood  are  re- 
corded, which  present  a  remarkable  con- 
trast to  the  humility  and  submission  which 
subsequently  distinguished  her. 

"Even  at  the  Abbey  of  Fontevrault  a  certain 
etiquette  was  observed  around  the  Princess,  and 
Madame  Louise  was  extremely  particular  as  to  its 
maintenance,  and  could  tolerate  no  omksion.  One 
such  detail  was  that  when  the  princesses  drank  dur- 
ing their  meals,  the  attendants  who  served  them 
always  stood.  Madame  de  Soutlanges  observing 
that  Madame  Louise  treated  these  attendants  after 
a  somewhat  supercilious  fashion,  gave  orders  that 
this  form  should  be  discontinued,  whereupon  the 
young  Princess  stopped  drinking  immediately,  is- 
suing the  stately  order,  '  Debout,  sfl  wus  plait,  Mad- 
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ame  Louise  boit  /'  The  wise  answer  was  that  Madame 
Louise  could  drink  as  she  pleased,  but  that  her 
ladies  would  certainly  sit  still  so  long  as  their  little 
mistress  forgot  that  gentleness  and  consideration 
for  others  are  essentially  royal  qualities." 

Another  anecdote,  which  indicates  a 
somewhat  grotesque  vanity,  is  deserving 
of  quotation.  Previous  to  her  first  Com- 
munion the  Princess  was  to  make  a  gen- 
eral confession,  and  when  she  had  pre- 
pared she  requested  to  be  allowed  to  read 
it  to  Madame  de  Soutlanges: 

"  During  this  recital  she  once  hesitated,  paused, 
and  then,  with  a  gulp,  went  on,  to  Madame  de  Sout- 
langes' great  surprise,  '  I  accuse  myself  of  having 
wished  I  had  been  born  a  Turk,  out  of  vanity,' 
Madame  de  Soutlanges  naturally  inquired  the  motive 
of  so  quaint  a  wish,  and  how  it  could  spring  from 
vanity  ?  '  Well,  you  see,'  was  the  answer,  '  I  liked 
to  fancy  myself  making  a  magnificent  renunciation 
of  the  Mohammedan  faith,  and  heroically  embracing 
Christianity.'  Madame  de  Soutlanges  quietly  re- ' 
plied  that,  without  being  born  a  Turk,  the  Princess 
might  hereafter  find  opportunities  of  renouncing 
what  was  scarcely  less  opposed  to  God  than  a  false 
creed." 

The  distractions  of  court  life,  to  which, 
at  the  age  of  fourteen,  she  was  introduced, 
had  not  the  slightest  effect  upon  the  ardor 
of  her  devotion;  her  meditations  were  as 
earnest  and  as  frequent  as  they  were  when 
she  was  at  Fontevrault,  and,  the  inclina- 
tion to  a  conventual  life,  which  she  had  so 
long  experienced,  gradually  increased,  un- 
til at  length  she  formed  a  resolute  deter- 
mination to  devote  herself  to  God.  It  was 
some  time,  however,  before  she  decided 
upon  the  order  she  should  enter,  for  she 
feared  that  her  delicate  health  would  in- 
capacitate her  for  the  constant  austerity  of 
certain  convents,  although  she  eagerly  de- 
sired to  submit  herself  to  the  severest  dis- 
cipline. Having,  however,  secretly  studied 
the  rules  of  the  Carmelite  order,  which 
pleased  her  by  its  severity,  she  resolved  to 
become  a  daughter  of  St.  Teresa,  and,  by 
way  of  preparation,  she  practiced  some  of 
the  mortifications  required  of  the  Carmel- 
ite sisters.  Her  first  step  was  to  check 
the  fastidious  likes  and  dislikes  to  which, 
fromherposition,  she  was  particularly  sub- 


ject; to  the  smell  of  tallow  she  had  a  very 
natural  aversion,  but  she  had  some  tallow 
candles  stealthily  conveyed  to  her  room, 
and  immediately  her  attendants  left  her  for 
the  night  she  substituted  the  tallow  for 
the  wax  lights,  not,  however,  without  a 
severe  struggle,  in  which,  eventually,  her 
perseverance  triumphed.  Her  prayers  at 
this  time  show  the  impatience  with  which 
she  awaited  the  consummation  of  her  hopes. 

"...  I  am  still  imploring  the  favor  I  have  so 
long  prayed  for.  My  hopes  indeed  are  strengthened, 
but  they  still  are  but  hopes.  I  am  yet  in  the  world, 
far  from  the  sheltering  wings  of  my  mother  St. 
Teresa ;  nor  do  I  see  any  certain  way  of  reaching 
them.  Yet,  my  God,  I  would  persevere  in  unre- 
served submission  to  Thy  will ;  I  asked  but  to  know 
that  clearly,  and  if  it  had  been  contrary  to  my  de- 
sires, 1  solemnly  protest  before  heaven  and  earth 
that  I  would  have  submitted  at  once ;  I  would  have 
given  up  my  fond  hopes,  and  resigned  myself  to  the 
position  in  which  Thy  Divine  Providence  thought 
fit  to  place  me.  But  praised  be  Thou  forever,  my 
God.  Thou  hast  not  despised  my  humble  desires. 
Thou  hast  accepted  my  sacrifice,  and  I  have  only  to 
wait  patiently  for  Thine  appointed  time  when  it 
may  be  fulfilled.  I  would  wait,  my  God,  with  as 
much  submission  as  eagerness ;  but  Thou  art  will- 
ing to  hear  our  prayers,  and  dost  not  treat  our  earn- 
est petitions  as  rebellion,  therefore,  Father,  I  dare 
to  say,  O  hasten  the  blessed  hour  I  long  for. 

"  Oh,  dearest  mother  [St.  Teresa],  join  your  pray- 
ers to  those  of  her  whom  you  must  acknowledge  as 
your  child.  I  am  in  such  worldly  bondage  here, 
surrounded  by  so  much  distraction ;  my  prayers  are 
hindered,  my  meditations  disturbed,  all  my  devo- 
tions interrupted ;  I  am  beset  on  all  sides  with  tem- 
poral matters ;  the  world  hems  me  in  with  its  pomps 
and  vanities,  its  amusements,  its  display,  its  conver- 
sation, its  delights,  its  abominations,  its  temptations» 
and  I  can  neither  fly  from  them,  nor  even  turn  aside. 
My  God,  behold  the  dangers  which  surround  me> 
the  thorns  on  which  I  tread,  my  many  faults,  my 
lack  of  virtue ;  look  pitifully  upon  my  desolation, 
my  sorrow,  my  weariness,  and  have  mercy  upon 
me ;  grant  me  the  free  spirit  that  belongeth  to  the 
children  of  God. 

"Have  I  not  been  sufficiently  proved?  Dost 
Thou  not  know  the  sincerity  of  my  heart's  desire  ? 
Wilt  not  Thou  trust  my  firm  resolution  after  so 
many  years  of  constancy  ?  Have  I  ever  wavered  for 
a  moment  ?  Have  I  not  always  eagerly  listened  to 
the  voice  which  calls  me,  turning  all  my  thoughts, 
my  desires,  my  powers  towards  it,  ceaselessly  long- 
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ing  for  the  happy  moment  when  I  may  follow,  and 
weeping  sadly  to  see  myself  forced  thus  to  wait  year 
after  year,  imploring  God  with  all  the  fervor  and 
sincerity  of  my  soul  that  He  would  hreak  my  bonds, 
aud  asking  your  intercession,  dear  mother,  and  that 
of  your  most  favored  daughters  here  ?  Have  I  not 
seen  enough  of  the  world  to  detest  it,  and  never  re- 
gret it  ?  How  often  have  I  pondered  one  by  one  over 
the  advantages  of  the  position  I  seek  to  renounce ! 
Oh,  my  Saviour  Jesus,  Thou  art  my  witness  that 
there  is  not  one  that  I  hesitate  to  sacrifice  to  Thee ; 
vain  pleasures  full  of  bitterness  they  are,  but  were 
they  a  thousand  times  sweeter  I  would  prefer  the 
cup  of  which  my  Saviour  drank.  Do  not  say,  holy 
mother,  that  I  am  not  yet  sufficiently  acquainted 
with  your  rule  ;  I  have  read  it  incessantly,  I  med- 
itate upon  it,  carry  it  about  with  me,  delight  in  it, 
I  have  not  deceived  myself  as  to  anything :  humil- 
iations, poverty,  every  kind  of  austerity,  solitude, 
loneliness,  contradiction,  abnegation,  contempt,  hard 
usage.  I  have  faced  the  worst  of  all,  and  1  am  afraid 
of  nothing.  I  have  weighed  the  position  of  a  Prin- 
cess against  that  of  a  Carmelite,  and  I  have  always 
come  to  the  same  conclusion,  namely,  that  the  Car- 
melite's position  is  best  worth  having,  nor  shall  I 
ever  change  this  heartfelt  conviction.  Oh,  my  Jesus, 
I  have  well  weighed  the  cross  which  I  entreat  Thee 
to  lay  upon  me ;  how  far  lighter  it  is  than  that 
which  Thou  didst  bear. 

"  Oh,  dearest  mother,  how  long  must  I  wait !  my 
days  and  years  glide  by,  and  what  shall  I  have  at 
last  to  give  to  God  ?  Your  daughters  themselves 
will  consider  me  too  old  to  join  them.  Oh  that  the 
door  of  your  house  might  be  opened  to  me,  the  path 
made  plain,  the  obstacles  cleared  away !" 

The  young  princess  had  all  this  time 
sedulously  concealed  her  vocation,  and  her 
apprehension  lest  the  king  should  refuse 
his  consent  was  to  her  a  source  of  constant 
anxiety  and  prayer,  and  the  weak  health 
of  the  queen  deterred  her  daughter  from 
communicating  her  desire  to  her.  Queen 
Marie  had,  however,  with  the  natural  in- 
stinct of  a  mother,  perceived  the  direction 
of  her  youngest  child's  thoughts.  "You 
will  see,"  she  once  remarked  to  her  con- 
fessor, the  Jesuit  Father  Bieganski,  "my 
Louise  will  want  to  he  a  Carmelite  some 
day,  but  with  such  health  as  she  has  the 
poor  child  will  never  be  fit  for  it."  More 
than  a  year  elapsed  after  the  queen's  death 
before  the  Archbishop  of  Paris  permitted 
Madame  Louise  to  make  known  her  wishes 


to  her  father,  and  then,  at  her  request,  he 
formally  solicited  the  king's  permission 
that  she  might  take  the  veil  as  a  Carmelite. 
The  king  was  much  struck  by  the  Princess's 
determination,  and  wished  her  to  recon- 
sider the  matter,  but  when  he  found  that 
her  resolution  was  fixed,  no  longer  hesita- 
ted to  grant  his  permission ;  but  the  neces- 
sary separation  deeply  grieved  him,  for 
Louise  had  been  as  great  a  favorite  with 
"Papa  Roi,"  as  she  called  him,  as  with 
"Maman  Reine."  The  convent  of  St. 
Denis,  which  was  remarkable  for  the  strict- 
ness with  which  it  adhered  to  the  rules  of 
the  order,  was  selected  by  the  princess, 
and  she  had  the  gratification  of  relieving 
the  community  from  serious  embarrass- 
ment, to  which  their  increasing  poverty 
exposed  them.  Her  deep  humility  during 
her  novitiate,  her  obedience  to  the  very 
letter  of  her  instructions,  and  her  eagerness 
to  perform  the  most  menial  works,  are  illus- 
trated in  this  biography  by  several  amus- 
ing anecdotes,  which  show  the  thorough- 
ness of  her  renunciation  of  her  worldly 
position  as  a  daughter  of  France.  The 
Sisters  frequently  persisted,  contrary  to 
the  princess's  earnest  solicitation,  in  dis- 
pensing in  her  favor  with  certain  austeri- 
ties; but  it  occasionally  happened,  as  in 
the  instances  to  which  we  wil]  refer,  that 
their  charitable  intentions  were  frustrated 
by  their  own  anxiety  to  carry  them  out. 

"  One  night  poor  Madame  Louise  made  fuller  trial 
of  the  discomforts  of  her  narrow  couch  than  was  in- 
tended. She  was  just  going  to  bed,  when  the  mis- 
tress of  the  novices,  noticing  that  she  looked  very 
tired,  told  her  not  to  get  up  next  morning  at  the 
usual  summons,  but '  to  rest,  without  disturbing  her- 
self (reposer,  sans  se  deranger)  Until  she  was  told. 
The  obedient  postulant  accepted  the  order  literally, 
especially  the  words  'sans  se  deranger;1  and  the  next 
morning  she  was  found  in  exactly  the  same  position 
as  that  in  which  she  had  gone  to  rest !  The  object 
of  relieving  her  fatigue  was  not  attained,  for  the  poor 
Princess  was  forced  to  confess  that  she  had  passed 
a  most  uncomfortable  night,  but  in  her  desire  to 
learn  obedience  she  had  restrained  every  movement. 
Another  arrangement  which  was  intended  as  an 
alleviation  of  the  strictness  of  Carmelite  rule  helped 
to  increase  the  Princess's  physical  discomfort.  Her 
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health  being  delicate,  the  Abbe  Berlin  judged  it  in- 
expedient to  allow  her  to  begin  with  keeping  the 
severe  abstinence  observed  in  the  house,  and  he 
accordingly  settled  with  the  Prioress  that  for  a 
time  the  new  postulant  should,  among  other  indul- 
gences, be  provided  daily  with  a  dish  of  fish.  The 
poor  Princess  detested  fish,  and,  moreover,  she 
ardently  desired  to  do  the  same  as  her  companions 
did ;  but  she  knew  that  it  was  reasonable  to  take 
some  precautions  as  to  her  health,  if  she  hoped  to 
be  able  to  continue  the  life  set  before  her,  so  she 
bravely  swallowed  both  her  aversion  and  her  fish, 
never  telling  her  Superiors  how  much  she  disliked 
it  until  the  time  came  when  she  was  allowed  to 
leave  off  eating  it  as  an  indulgence." 

The  story  of  the  royal  postulant's  attempt 
at  kitchen-work,  in  which  she  was  found 
rubbing  the  outside  of  an  old  black  kettle, 
under  the  impression  that  that  was  the 
part  generally  cleaned,  is  too  well  known 
to  need  quotation  ;  but  the  following  anec- 
dote of  the  same  eager  industry  is  possibly 
less  familiar : 

"  The  festival  of  St.  Martha  is  a  great  event  in  all 
Carmelite  houses ;  it  is  the  feast  day  of  the  lay  sisters, 
and  when  this  arrived  Madame  Louise  threw  her- 
self most  heartily  into  it.  Part  of  the  arrange- 
ment is  that  on  that  day  the  novices  turn  cooks, 
both  in  order  to  give  the  lay  sisters  a  holiday,  and 
to  set  them  free  to  join  in  certain  community  func- 
tions which  are  ordinarily  reserved  for  choir  sisters 
only.  The  Princess  was  delighted  with  this  plan, 
and,  in  right  of  her  seniority  as  first  of  the  postu- 
lants, she  claimed  to  be  head  cook,  a  privilege  readily 
g»anted  her;  so  away  the  party  set  out  for  the  kitch- 
en, and  dismissed  its  ordinary  staff,  the  good  lay 
sisters  half  wishing  they  could  stay  to  see  whether 
Madame  Louise's  culinary  attempts  would  be  as 
amusing  as  those  they  had  witnessed  in  the  scullery. 
The  head  cook  proceeded  at  once  to  invest  herself 
with  an  apron,  and  prepare  for  work.  All  her  staff 
awaited  her  orders,  which,  truth  to  say,  she  was 
sorely  puzzled  how  to  give!  However,  it  would 
never  do  to  be  over  bashful,  so  they  began  boldly, 
the  great  aim  being  to  produce  a  most  delicious 
dinner.  Sugar  is  a  luxury  only  permitted  twice  a 
year  in  the  Carmelite  kitchen — on  the  Prioress's 
festival,  and  this,  the  lay  sisters'  feast — so  the  first 
rule  established  by  the  new  chefde  cufeine  was,  that 
the  salt  cellars  should  be  banished,  and  everything 
cooked  should  contain  abundance  of  sugar.  At  last 
this  wonderful  dinner  reached  the  refectory;  but 
those  who  sat  down  to  eat  it  were  obliged  to  confess 
that  the  only  whet  to  their  appetite  was  the  thought 


that  it  had  been  cooked  by  a  Princess,  and  the  most 
charming  of  Sisters.  From  this  point  of  view,  and 
no  other,  the  repast  was  pronounced  delicious !" 

When  at  court,  Madame  Louise  had  been 
remarkable  for  her  fastidious  appetite,  and 
the  royal  cooks  had  experienced  consider- 
able trouble  in  satisfying  her;  as  a  nun, 
nothing,  even  were  it  absolutely  unfit  to 
be  eaten,  was  ever  rejected  by  her,  and  her 
readiness  to  partake  of  anything,  however 
nasty,  became  proverbial  at  St.  Denis. 

"  One  day  she  dropped  an  egg  she  had  just  cracked 
into  some  dirty  water,  and  persisted  in  fishing  it 
up  again  and  eating  it,  saying,  'it  was  contrary  to 
holy  poverty  to  waste  it ;'  and  that  on  another  oc- 
casion, when  a  Sister  brought  an  egg,  the  smell  of 
which  told  its  own  tale  without  her  indignant  com- 
plaint, the  prioress  silently  gave  her  own  egg  to  the 
sister,  and  proceeded  to  eat  that  which  she  rejected. 
Again,  being  once  too  late  for  the  sisters'  dinner, 
she  was  dining  at  the  second  table,  when  a  lay  sister 
came  to  show  the  fragments  given  as  her  portion, 
which  she  said  were  disgustingly  nasty.  The  pri- 
oress examined  the  plate,  endorsed  the  complaint, 
and  ordered  something  else  to  be  provided  for  the 
sister,  while  she  herself  ate  the  objectionable  portion. 
Another  day,  the  cook,  when  preparing  some  arti- 
chokes for  dinner,  put  aside  one  that  was  quite  rotten 
and  unfit  to  eat,  but  she  forgot  to  tell  the  proviseure*, 
whose  business  it  was  to  distribute  the  food,  and  this 
plate  was  taken  with  the  rest  to  the  refectory.  The 
lay  sister  who  was  acting  as  cook  did  not  misa  the 
uneatable  portion  till  after  dinner,  when,  finding 
how  the  matter  stood,  she  at  once  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  no  one  but  the  prioress  would  have  eaten 
anything  so  abominable !  Inquiry  proved  the  justice 
of  her  supposition;  the  prioress  had  indeed  eaten  a 
part  of  it — not  even  she  could  manage  it  all — and 
when  the  cook  came  to  her  in  an  agony  of  distress 
and  excuses,  the  only  rebuke  she  encountered  was 
'Never  mind  this  time;  fortunately  it  came  to  me. 
and,  with  my  good  appetite,  it  did  not  matter;  only 
take  care  another  time,  because  of  our  sick  sisters, 
or  those  who  are  easily  disgusted. " 

As  sister,  as  mistress  of  novices,  and  as 
prioress,  Madame  Louise  displayed  the 
same  devotion,  the  same  obedience  and  hu- 
mility, and  the  same  rigid  adherence  to 
the  rules  of  her  Order;  from  the  first  she 
gained  the  esteem,  and  she  rapidly  gained 
the  warmest  affection  of  her  sisters,  who 
constantly  engaged  in  little  plots  to  shield 


her  from  the  mortifications  to  which  she 
would  subject  herself.  No  persuasion 
would  induce  her  to  abate  one  jot  of  what 
she  believed  to  be  her  duty,  and  while  she 
encouraged  the  rest  of  the  community  in 
the  like  earnest  spirit,  she  never  for  an  in- 
stant was  guilty  of  any  harshness  or  want 
of  considei-ation  for  others.  She  possessed 
the  fervor  of  a  genuine  religious  life,  and 
her  exhortations  to  the  novices,  when  their 
mistress,  show  how  fully  she  understood 
what  was  required  of  a  nun,  and  the  dis- 
position which  should  always  actuate  a 
true  Carmelite.  It  is  remarkable  with 
what  ease  and  readiness  she  adapted  her- 
self to  her  position  as  a  nun,  more  partic- 
ularly when  we  remember  the  somewhat  ar- 
rogant and  overbearing  temper  which  she 
evinced  in  her  girlhood.  Even  the  mem- 
bers of  her  community  found  it  more  diffi- 
cult to  forget  that  she  was  a  Daughter  of 
France  than  she  did  herself.  So  constant- 
ly was  she  addressed  as  Madame  that  she 
frequently  complained  that  she  could  not 
suffer  a  severer  mortification  than  to  be  re- 
minded in  this  way  of  her  former  state, 
and  she  earnestly  pleaded  to  be  regarded, 
not  as  Madame  Louise,  who  she  was  no 
longer,  but  as  Soeur  Terese  de  St.  Augus- 
tine. This,  if  one  were  needed,  would  be 
a  proof  of  the  strength  of  her  vocation. 

The  biography,  which  is  in  great  part  a 
translation  from  the  French,  has  been  pre* 
pared  by  an  Anglican  for  the  purpose  of 
encouraging  monastic  life  in  this  country, 
and  except  in  the  occasional  use  of  objec- 
tionable or  unsuitable  phrases,  does  not  in 
any  way  suffer  from  having  been  written 
and  published  by  members  of  the  English 
Church. 


Father  Dutton,  Late  Captain  of  the  Q,  D,  G, 

This  description  of  Father  Dutton,  taken 
from  the  Britannia,  appears  to  be  written 
by  one  of  his  quondam  friends,  who,  though 
likely  not  a  Catholic,  knows  how  to  ad- 
mire the  devoted  Priest  as  well  as  the 
gallant  Guardsman.  We  think  the  lesson 
which  Father  Dutton  gave  to  the  impolite 


servant  could  be  taken  by  all  who  forget 
the  respect  due  to  the  priestly  character, 
however  threadbare  the  coat  may  be. 

"  Father  Dutton  had  said  Low  Mass  for  his  little 
congregation,  and  was  in  the  sacristy  taking  off  his 
robes.  The  simple  ritual  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church  was  over  for  the  day ;  but  the  work  of  the 
good  priest  had  only  just  begun.  The  Father  had 
his  visiting  to  do,  his  sick  to  comfort,  and  his  poor 
to  relieve.  Men-about-town  would  have  smiled  to 
have  seen  him  marching  out  of  the  chapel  in  his 
threadbare  coat  and  his  napless  beaver,  for  they 
would  have  remembered  the  days  when  the  worthy 
ecclesiastic  Was  a  giver  of  "wines"  at  Oxford — and 
(a  little  later)  a  leader  of  cavalry  charges  in  the 
Crimea.  They  would  have  remembered  the  time 
when  his  back  had  donned  a  coat  built  by  Poole,  in- 
stead of  a  cassock  made  of  worn-out  serge — had 
shown  a  helmet  on  his  head  in  lieu  of  a  tonsure. 
His  admission  to  the  Roman  Church  had  been  "  a 
nine  days'  wonder,"  and  many  had  been  the  proph- 
ecies that  Dick  Dutton  would  soon  get  "bored" 
with  the  priesthood  and  "  give  the  whole  thing  up." 
Somehow  or  other  Dick  had  done  nothing  of  the 
sort,  and,  really,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  had  ef- 
fected more  good  as  a  Roman  Catholic  minister 
than  he  could  possibly  have  achieved  by  spending 
his  mornings  in  the  Row,  and  his  evenings  behind 
the  scenes  at  the  Opera.  This  fact  may  give  great 
scandal  to  very  good  Protestants,  but  then  (fortu- 
nately for  the  world — to  say  nothing  of  the  flesh, 
and  the — he'm — well,  never  mind)  not  all  Protest- 
ants are  very  good,  and  these  last  will  take  a  lenient 
view  of  the  matter.  Father  Dutton  had  crept,  or 
rather  marched,  into  popularity.  It  is  true,  he  had 
met  with  some  opposition  at  first  from  the  shining 
lights  of  the  village  public-house,  who  supported 
the  National  Church  of  England  by  avoiding  church, 
getting  very  drunk,  and  stoning  "  the  Papist."  Uu; 
happily  (for  the  aforesaid  shining  lights),  there  w4s 
more  of  the  dragoon  than  the  priest  about  Father 
Dutton  at  the  time  of  these  demonstrations,  and  he 
consequently  acknowledged  them  by  soundly  thrash- 
ing every  soul — cr  rather  body — concerned  in  the 
celebration  of  the  latter  part  of  the  ceremony.  The 
vicar  of  the  parish,  who  happened  to  be  a  muscu- 
lar Christian,  and  an  excellent  man,  was  much 
struck  by  this  display  of  "  pluck,"  and  immediately 
sought  the  Father's  acquaintance.  A  firm  friend- 
ship quickly  followed.  The  two  clergymen  "  agreed 
to  differ"  upon  theological  matters, but  on  all  other 
subjects  were  wonderfully  unanimous. 

"  Having  once  gained  the  good-will  of  the  rector, 
the  esteem  of  the  parishioners  followed  as  a  matter 
of  course. 
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"  As  I  have  said  before,  Father  Button  was  pre- 
paring to  leave  the  chapel  on  his  road  to  visit  his 
sick.  He  had  donned  his  threadbare  coat  and  was 
taking  up  his  old  umbrella,  when  a  young  man, 
with  light  downy  whiskers  and  a  turn-up  nose,  ap- 
peared at  the  door  of  the  sacristy.  This  youth, 
who  wore  a  livery  jacket  and  waistcoat  and  a  pair 
of  dark  blue  trousers,  looked  in  and  said  in  a  rude 
manner. 

"  I  say,  are  you  the  Romish  priest  ?" 

Father  Button,  who  seemed  rather  surprised, 
turned  round,  stared  at  the  intruder,  and  answered 
leisurely, 

"  Yes;  what  do  you  want  with  me  ?" 

"  Why,  Mr.  Lees,  the  surgeon,  says  there's  a  woman 
lying  at  his  house  dying,  who  belongs  to  you  Papists. 
She's  calling  for  a  priest,  and  so  you  are  to  come." 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  Father  calmly.  The  young 
man  moved  away,  but  was  soon  stopped  by  a  com- 
manding voice,  saying,  "  Here,  my  good  fellow,  I 
want  to  say  a  few  words  to  you." 

The  "  good  fellow  "  looked  extremely  surprised, 
and  gave  a  long  low  whistle. 

"  How  dare  you  make  that  noise  in  my  presence, 
sir?"  This  was  said  sharply,  and  reduced  the 
"  young  fellow  "  to  a  respectful  silence.  Button  con- 
tinued, "  I  don't  want  to  get  you  into  trouble,  my 
good  man,  but  the  next  time  you  bring  me  a  mes- 
sage from  your  master,  be  careful  to  be  a  little  more 
respectful.  Bo  you  hear  what  I  say  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  man,  touching  his  hat. 

"Very  well.     Now  you  may  go." 


Want  of  Faith,  illustrated  by  the  Corean 
Frigate. 

[Translated  from  the  Rosier  de  Marie.] 


A  new  work  by  the  too-celebrated  Re- 
nan  (which  I  have  not  read,  but  which 
cannot  fail  of  being  bad)  has  given  rise 
to  fhany  discussions  on  the  subject  of  re- 
ligion, in  the  journals,  more  especially  in 
those  of  free-thinking  tendencies. 

In  these,  Catholicism  and  the  Church 
are  of  course  discarded, — how,  God  only 
knows.  To  make  up  for  this,  any  amount 
of  homage  is  paid  to  the  Gospel.  These 
articles  are  well  written,  abounding  in  el- 
oquent reasoning,  and  even  the  technicali- 
ties of  religion  are  not  wanting.  We  may 
infer  from  this  that  more  than  one  formerly 
eating  the  bread  of  our  seminaries  has 


ungratefully  devoted  himself  to  the  cause 
of  this  wicked  world.  Nevertheless,  how- 
ever handsomely  they  speak  of  the  Gospel, 
I  cannot  help  yawning  while  I  read  their 
productions,  and  I  am  not  the  only  one  in 
this  predicament.  Repeated  experience 
has  convinced  me  that  this  fine  religious 
labor  has  never  succeeded  in  making  pros- 
elytes. 

In  fact,  however  little  we  care  to  be  en- 
lightened on  this  point,  by  adding  the  in- 
formation of  others  to  our  own  personal 
observation,  we  arrive  very  easily  at  the 
fact  that  all  these  hostile  writers,  devoted 
to  the  discussion  of  religious  topics,  are 
very  far  from  practicing  the  excellent  mo- 
rality which  they  so  loudly  proclaim.  Fur- 
ther, we  have  little  difficulty  in  ascertain- 
ing that  those  who  subscribe  to  and  read 
these  so-called  religious  journals,  conduct 
themselves,  generally  speaking,  in  the  most 
irregular  manner.  While  they  have  ever 
in  their  mouths  magnificent  phrases,  re- 
splendent with  the  doctrine  of  the  Gospel, 
they  occupy  themselves  chiefly  in  plotting 
outbreaks,  beating  their  unhappy  wives, 
and  celebrating  the  Saint  Lundi  for  three 
consecutive  days.  In  short,  apostles  or 
neophytes  of  the  pure  religion  of  the  Gos- 
pel, they  constitute  a  legion  of  empty- 
headed,  worthless  haranguers,  who  cause 
a  great  deal  of  trouble  to  the  police  courts. 

However,  we  must  confess  that  these  per- 
sons laborunderastrongconviction  of  some 
kind  or  other,  and  believe  themselves  in 
good  faith  to  be  religious  men  and  irre- 
proachable Christians. 

How  comes  it  that  divine  principles  such 
as  these,  so  well  explained  and  treated  with 
such  admirable  reasoning,  fail  in  descend- 
ing from  the  lips  to  the  heart,  and  produce 
in  lieu  of  good  fruits  nothing  but  vice 
and  disorder? 

I  sought  in  my  own  mind  an  answer  to 
this  question.  I  need  not  say  that  I  found 
it  where  it  is  found  by  each  of  my  readers  ; 
but  it  did  not  altogether  satisfy  me.  A 
chronicler  has  an  especial  task,  which  9on- 
sists  in  clothing  reason  in  an  agreeable 
and  picturesque  costume.  This  is  expect- 
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ed  from  him,  and  if  he  confines  himself  to 
speaking  rationally  he  will  be  abandoned 
by  the  majority  of  his  readers. 

It  is  in  vain  that  a  grave  voice  cries 
"  That  man  speaks  like  a  book  !"  "  Precise- 
ly so !"  they  answer  ;  "  everything  is  good 
in  its  place.  That  is  not  what  we  wish 
from  him."  And  they  vanish  as  if  they 
had  a  packet  of  fifty  books  at  their  heels. 
Making  this  observation  to  myself,  and  not 
knowing  where  to  discover  the  picturesque 
argumentation  I  needed,  I  happened  quite 
accidentally  to  cast  my  eyes  on  a  number 
of  an  excellent,  and  sometimes  charming, 
publication,  well  known  to  all  of  you:  the 
Catholic  Missions,  a  weekly  Bulletin  of 
the  work  of  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 

What  wonderful  chroniclers  contribute 
to  this  periodical?  They  date  their  recitals 
from  the  extremities  of  the  globe.  They 
interest  at  the  same  time  that  they  amuse 
us.  Take  care  !  Even  while  smiling  let 
us  not  be  wanting  in  respect,  for  more 
than  one  of  these  recitals  bears  the  signature 
of  a  missionary  who,  perhaps,  at  the  very 
moment  we  are  reading  his  production 
is  undergoing  fearful  tortures,  and  is  on 
the  point  of  taking  his  place  in  the  ranks 
of  the  army  of  martyrs  in  heaven. 

But  we  must  return  to  our  subject !  that 
is  to  say,  to  those  free-thinking  writers 
who  devote  themselves  to  discussions  on 
the  subject  of  religion  in  the  journals. 

We  were  in  want  of  some  means  of  ex- 
plaining in  a  picturesque  manner  the  total 
impotency  of  the  doctrines,  principles  and 
morality  which  these  men,  however,  de- 
velop and  expound  with  remarkable  elo- 
quence. 

A  curious  fact  stated  in  the  Catholic 
Missions  has  furnished  me  with  the  argu- 
ment of  which  I  was  in  search.  About  five 
or  six  years  ago,  a  certain  king  of  Corea, 
much  as  he  despised  Europeans  as  being  to 
him  synonymous  with  Christians,  thought 
proper  to  borrow  something  from  them  and 
turn  against  them  their  own  superiority. 
Every  time  a  steam-frigate  cast  anchor  in 
the  Corean  harbors  all  the  natives  trem- 
bled and  submitted,  and  the  king  not  less 


than  his  subjects.  This  frigate,  with  its 
slender  and  powerful  wheels,  progressing 
with  the  grace  of  a  velocipede,  and  show- 
ing its  double  range  of  guns,  which  on  a 
sign  from  the  captain  thundered  in  accents 
of  defiance  or  politeness,  as  the  case  might 
be,  took  entire  possession  of  the  poor  king's 
mind,  and  he  determined  he  would  have  a 
frigate  also — perhaps  several.  And  why 
not?  The  Kingdom  of  Corea  could  boast  of 
junk-builders  of  prodigious  skill.  The  dif- 
ference between  a  frigate  and  a  junk  being 
once  thoroughly  ascertained,  the  building 
of  a  frigate  would  be  child'splay  to  the 
junk-builders.  By  a  discreet  mixture  of 
money  and  the  bastinado  you  may  get  what 
you  like  out  of  that  class  of  artisans. 

Well,  one  of  the  king's  most  skilful 
carpenters  demanded  and  obtained  permis- 
sion to  inspect  a  French  frigate  in  its  min- 
utest details.  The  double  line  of  fifteen 
guns  on  each  side,  gnashing  their  yellow 
teeth,  with  the  port-holes  and  the  space 
necessary  for  manoeuvring  them,  was  all 
plain  enough.  It  was  only  those  two  enor- 
mous paddles,  and  that  monster  of  a  chim- 
ney, which  were  not  so  easily  laid  hold  of. 

So  the  junk -builder  examined  those  pad- 
dles and  that  chimney  twice,  with  the  great- 
est possible  attention!  and  each  time  he 
noted  down  all  the  proportions  in  an  artistic 
manner  which  might  have  made  the  first 
machinists  of  Europe  jealous.  After  the 
second  examination  he  retired  proudly, 
while  the  roguish  expression  of  his  coun- 
tenance plainly  announced  to  the  by-stand- 
ers:  Now  I  have  it! 

The  king  of  course  promoted  the  junk- 
builder  to  some  very  high  grade  (probably 
that  of  admiral)  and  placed  at  his  disposal 
five  or  six  hundred  artisans  well  versed  in 
all  the  necessary  branches  of  their  trades. 
Three  frigates  were  placed  on  the  stocks 
simultaneously,  and  the  work  went  on  day 
and  night  without  intermission. 

One  of  the  three,  the  finest  and  strong- 
est, being  completed,  was  launched  in  the 
most  successful  manner.  After  which  the 
headjunk-builder  placed  on  the  sides  of  the 
vessel  and  in  front  an  enormous  shaft, 
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which  jutted  out  four  or  five  feet  larboard 
and  starboard.  All  being  in  readiness,  the 
two  paddles  were  fixed  to  the  two  extrem- 
ities of  the  shaft.  Splendid  wheels  they 
were.  Our  wagons  for  the  transporta- 
tion of  blocks  of  granite  are  not  furnished 
with  wheels  of  grander  proportions.  Af- 
ter this,  twenty  men  were  ranged  between 
decks,  the  whole  length  of  the  shaft,  which 
was  garnished  with  iron  handles,  and  strict- 
ly enjoined  to  accelerate  the  speed  of 
the  shaft  on  hearing  the  word  of  com- 
mand :  Turn ! 

The  shaft  turned,  the  wheels  as  well,  but 
the  frigate  did  not  appear  to  notice  their 
exertions.  The  junk-builder  was  not,  how- 
ever, alarmed.  No  doubt  the  wheels  alone 
were  insufficient;  the  chimney  must  be 
pressed  into  the  service. 

A  large  fire  was  lighted  in  the  chimney 
and  the  men  continued  to  turn,  but  to  no 
purpose :  the  frigate  appeared  to  have  be- 
come rooted  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 
It  was  plain  there  was  not  fire  enough. 
They  remembered  that  the  French  frigates 
were  enveloped  in  clouds  of  black  smoke. 

They  heaped  on  piles  of  wood  ;  the  fire 
burned  enough  to  roast  a  dead  ox,  and 
smoked  enough  to  suffocate  a  live  one ;  and 
the  men  below,  harassed  with  fatigue, 
worked  the  nave  in  a  kind  of  phrenzy. 

Many  of  them  died,  and  this  kind  of 
thing  could  not  go  on.  The  frigate  showed 
less  complaisance  than  an  ordinary  wagon, 
— which  surely  would  have  advanced  some- 
what, if  it  was  ever  so  little. 

However,  the  King  of  Corea, — from  whom 
the  Admiral  Junk-builder  had  concealed 
this  inexplicable  failure, — desired  to  see  his 
frigate,  and  commanded  it  to  be  brought 
round  to  a  port  near  his  palace,  a  distance 
of  about  two  leagues.  Kings  in  that  coun- 
try expect  to  be  obeyed  at  any  cost,  and 
the  Admiral,  being  at  the  same  time  some- 
what exasperated  and  very  uneasy,  de- 
cided that  the  frigate  should  budge  or  he 
would  know  the  reason  .why.  Conse- 
quently, with  the  aid  of  a  mass  of  cables 
he  yoked  several  hundred  oxen  to  it ;  and 
when  the  oxen  dragged,  the  men  pushed, 


the  wheels  turned,  and  the  chimney  smoked, 
it  was  truly  a  grand  sight. 

The  frigate  accomplished  the  two  leagues 
in  three  days ;  but  as  it  reached  the  harbor 
during  the  night,  the  king  remained  in  to- 
tal ignorance  of  the  very  important  part 
played  by  the  oxen  in  the  transit. 

He  admired  his  frigate  exceedingly,  and 
desired  every  possible  care  might  be  taken 
of  it.  The  Admiral  accordingly  brought 
it  to  anchor  in  the  port,  where  it  was  re- 
garded with  great  veneration  by  the  be- 
holders. 

However,  the  poor  Admiral  could  never 
properly  understand  the  reason  of  the 
immovability  of  the  frigate,  in  spite  of  its 
being  furnished  with  a  vast  chimney  and 
a  couple  of  wheels  precisely  similar  to 
those  of  his  French  model. 

Now,  let  my  reader  kindly  revert  to  the 
multitude  of  apostles  who  preach  the  mor- 
ality of  the  Gospels  in  certain  journals. 
For  them,  as  well  as  for  philanthropists 
and  Protestants,  the  morality  of  the  Gos- 
pel is  exactly  in  the  position  of  the  king 
of  Corea's  frigate,  which,  with  relays  of 
oxen,  gallantly  accomplished  her  two 
leagues  in  three  days. 

There  is  a  chimney;  there  is  afire;  and 
there  are  wheels : 

There  is  not  there  the  divine  mechanism 
of  our  Holy,  Roman  Catholic,  and  Apostol- 
ic Church. 

There  is  not  there  the  mysterious  agency 
of  steam, — emblem  of  our  faith. 

Drag  on  then,  ye  oxen  of  philosophy 
and  journalism.  Turn  your  wheels  zeal- 
ously, neophytes  of  the  spirit  of  the  pres- 
ent day.  Blow  up  the  fire  of  the  chimney, 
and  warm  yourselves  at  your  ease  at  its 
flame,  O  ministers  of  the  religion  of  Luther 
and  of  Calvin  ! — 

But  your  religious  frigate,  still  more 
ponderous  than  that  of  the  King  of  Corea, 
will  not  even  accomplish  the  distance  of 
two  leagues  in  three  days. 

-•»»•»*- 

THE  love  of  God  is  the  standard  weight 
by  which  to  measure  the  worth  and  merit 
of  our  acts. — St.  F.  de  Sales. 
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CHAPTER  IV.— (Continued.) 

She  remained  more  than  an  hour  after  this 
at  the  door  of  the  hut;  but  the  time  did 
not  seem  long  to  her,  for  her  thoughts  were 
with  the  good  white  Christ;  and  in  such 
sweet  company  hours  may  seem  like  min- 
utes, even  to  a  poor  uneducated  child.  At 
last  Father  Francis  bade  her  enter;  and 
she  found  her  father  lying  on  his  bed  of 
leaves,  with  a  look  of  peace  upon  his  face 
which  she  had  never  seen  there  before. 
She  knelt  down  beside  hirn;  and  she  could 
not  refrain  from  shedding  tears  of  delight 
when  at  last  she  saw  the  waters  of  baptism 
poured  on  his  head.  Scarcely  had  Father 
Francis  finished  the  concluding  prayers  of 
the  ceremony,  when  she  threw  herself  at  his 
feet,  and  in  broken  accents  besought  him 
to  make  her  likewise  a  child  of  Christ. 

"Not  just  yet,"  said  the  priest  gently; 
"soon  you  shall  have  all  you  desire;  but 
not  just  yet.  You  are  not  dying,  as  your 
father  is." 

"  Would  that  I  were  !"  sobbed  Angelina ; 
"would  that  I  were!  for  then  I  should  go 
to  the  good  Jesus,  who  taught  you  to  dress 
the  wounds  of  my  father  so  kindly." 

Father  Francis  felt  now,  as  he  often  felt 
before,  that  even  in  this  miserable  world 
no  good  action  passes  without  its  reward; 
and  he  could  scarcely  refrain  from  weep- 
ing in  gratitude  at  the  thought  that,  by 
one  act  of  almost  forgotten  charity,  he  had 
brought  this  old  man  and  this  young  child 
to  the  feet  of  their  Saviour,  with  senti- 
ments of  confidence  and  love  which  saints 
even  might  have  esteemed  themselves 
happy  to  possess.  He  had  not  much  time 
for  such  thoughts,  for  the  old  Indian  was 


rapidly  dying;  and,  in  obedience  to  a  sign 
from  him,  he  placed  the  little  girl  in  his 
arms. 

"What  shall  I  say  for  thee  to  the  good 
Jesus,  my  child?"  whispered  the  old  man 
in  her  ear. 

"  Tell  Him  that  I  love  Him,"  said  Angel- 
ina earnestly.  She  was  answered  by  a  faint 
sob;  the  arms  of  the  old  Indian  relaxed 
their  grasp;  and  Father  Francis  hastily 
removed  the  child,  for  he  saw  that  her ' 
father  was  dead. 

Father  Francis  now  resolved  to  return 
to  the  reduction,  to  procure  the  assistance 
of  some  of  the  Indians;  but  he  was  puz- 
zled what  to  do  with  Angelina,  who  posi- 
tively refused  to  leave  the  dead  body  of 
her  Indian  father.  In  vain  he  represented 
to  her  that  he  would  probably  be  absent 
for  many  hours;  and  that  during  this  time 
she  would  be  left  alone  on  the  solitary  isl- 
and. She  only  answered,  through  her  tears, 
that  her  Indian  father  did  not  like  being 
left  alone  in  the  dark  hours ;  and  therefore 
she  would  not  leave  him. 

"  But  he  cannot  hear  or  see  you,"  urged 
Father  Francis  ;  "  and  if  you  speak  to  him, 
he  cannot  answer  you." 

"But  I  do  not  want  to  speak  to  him," 
sard  the  child.  "I  will  sit  quietly  beside 
him  without  saying  one  word." 

"  Remember  if  you  are  frightened  he 
cannot  come  to  your  assistance,  as  he 
would  formerly  have  done." 

"And  why  should  I  be  frightened?" 
said  Angelina,  looking  very  innocently 
up  into  his  face;  "the  wild  beasts  never 
come  here,  and  I  shall  be  all  alone  with 
my  Indian  father." 

"  But  you  will  have  nothing  to  amuse 
you,"  said  Father  Francis,  who  found  it 
difficult  to  answer  her  last  question. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  child,  sitting  down 
quietly  by  the  bed,  and  taking  the  dead 
man's  hand  in  hers,  "I  will  think  of  the 
white  Christ  while  I  sit  by  my  Indian 
father." 

Finding  it  impossible  to  make  her  change 
her  resolution,  he  had  almost  jpes-olved  to 
set  out  by  himself,  when  he  was  relieved 
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from  his  embarrassment  by  the  arrival  of 
some  of  the  Indians,  who,  having  heard 
from  their  children  that  he  had  gone  up  the 
river  with  a  little  white  girl,  had  instantly 
followed,  and  with  some  difficulty  tracked 
him  to  the  island.*  By  the  direction  of 
Father  Francis,  they  soon  removed  the  old 
Indian  to  the  boat  in  which  they  had  come ; 
and  as  Angelina  still  refused  to  leave  it, 
Father  Francis  took  his  place  beside  her, 
and  the  Indians  rowed  them  rapidly  down 
the  river.  The  poor  little  Snowdrop  still 
kept  the  old  Indian's  hand  locked  in  hers; 
and  her  tears  flowed  silently  over  his 
withered  face,  until  Father  Francis  good 
naturedly  endeavored  to  ^divert  her  sad 
thoughts  by  telling  her  of  all  the  little 
children  that  she  would  meet  in  his  colony. 
She  did  not  at  first  pay  much  attention  to 
this;  but  he  soon  lured  her  to  talk,  by 
speaking  to  her  of  the  good  Christ;  and 
then  she  began  to  tell  him  of  the  astonish- 
ment she  felt  at  first  entering  the  great 
house,  as  she  called  the  church  of  the  re- 
duction. 

"When  first  I  came  here,"  said  Father 
Francis,  "there  were  no  houses,  or  fields, 
or  gardens.  All  this  part  of  the  country 
was  covered  by  an  immense  forest ;  and 
the  Indians  who  dwell  now  so  happily  to- 
gether, wandered  in  savage  liberty  through 
its  wilds." 

"  But  how  did  you  persuade  them  to  come 
and  live  together?  for  my  Indian  father 
often  told  me  that  the  people  of  his  nation 
did  not  like  to  dwell  always  on  the  same 
spot,  as  the  white  men  do." 

"  It  was  a  difficult  task,"  said  Father 
Francis ;  "  but  it  was  a  sweet  one  also, 
since  it  was  laboring  in  the  service  of  the 
creatures  for  whom  Jesus  died.  I  and  my 
companions  set  out  from  a  large  town  on 
the  sea-coast;  and  we  drove  a  herd  of  cat- 
tle before  us  through  pathless  forests  and 
sandy  deserts  for  many  a  weary  day  and 
night.  At  last  we  reached  the  place  that 
you  visited  this  morning;- and  here  we 
planted  a  large  cross,  and  begged  the  bless- 
ing of  God  upon  our  undertaking;  then 
we  built  dwelling-houses  for  ourselves, 


and  a  great  house,  as  you  call  it,  but,  as  we 
name  it,  a  church,  or  house  of  God — not 
the  buildiug  you  lately  saw,  but  one  much 
smaller,  and  composed  entirely  of  wood. 
When  we  had  finished  this  part  of  our  task, 
we  contrived,  with  much  difficulty,  to  cut 
down  many  of  the  forest-trees,  and  to  sow 
the  ground  with  maize  and  other  grain 
proper  for  the  food  of  man.  When  these 
had  grown  up  and  yielded  their  harvest, 
we  put  it  carefully  by  in  stores,  from  which 
we  gave  a  share  to  every  poor  Indian  who 
asked  us  for  food.  By  degrees  they  began 
to  settle  around  us  ;  and  at  first  they  used 
to  watch  us  at  our  labor,  without  even 
offering  to  assist  us ;  but  after  a  time  they 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  join  us,  for  they 
saw  that  by  this  useful  toil  we  had  always 
abundance  of  the  necessaries  of  life,  of 
which  they  were  frequently  sadly  in  want. 
When  once  they  saw  the  advantage  of  our 
settled  mode  of  life,  ?t  was  no  difficult  mat- 
ter to  teach  them  to  love  the  good  God 
who  had  inspired  us  with  a  wish  to  labor 
so  much  in  their  service." 

"  Our  good  Father  in  heaven  is  very 
much  pleased  with  you,  then,  for  being  so 
kind  to  His  poor  Indian  children?"  . 

A  seraphic  smile  beamed  on  the  face  of 
the  old  man  as  he  answered  the  question 
of  the  child.  "We  will  hope  so,  my  child; 
but  the  good  Jesus  died  for  all :  we  cannot 
therefore  da  too  much  far  those  whom  He 
has  loved  even  unto  death." 

"  When  I  meet  the  little  children  of 
whom  you  were  telling  me,  my  white  father, 
I  will  be  very  good  and  kind  to  them;  and 
if  they  are  sick,  I  will  nurse  them  very  ten- 
derly for  the  love  of  the  good  Jesus." 

"And  if  you  do  so,  my  child,"  said  the 
priest,  smiling,  "when  you  go  to  Him,  as 
your  Indian  father  has  already  done,  He 
will  give  you  the  reward  lie  has  promised 
even  for  a  cup  of  cold  water  given  in  His 
name." 

"  Ah  !  if  He  will  only  let  me  remain  near 
Him,"  said  the  little  Snowdrop  simply, 
"  I  will  not  ask  Him  for  any  othej-  reward." 

"That  is  indeed  the  reward  which  He 
reserves  for  those  who  have  been  faithful 
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in  His  service,  and  which  he  will  give  to 
you  if  you  continue  to  love  Him  and  are 
obedient  to  His  commandments." 

"But  where,  then,  is  this  good  Jesus?" 
the  child  asked  earnestly.  "  I  know  He 
is  up  above  the  bright  blue  skies,  for  my 
Indian  father  often  told  me  so  ;  but  where 
is  He  to  be  found,  and  where  shall  I  seek 
Him  here  upon  earth  ?" 

"  Tell  me,"  asked  Father  Francis, "  would 
you  go  and  seek  Him  if  I  was  to  tell  you 
where  you  could  find  Him  ?" 

"  Yes,  my  white  father ;  I  would  go  this 
instant  through  forests  and  deserts,  farther 
even  than  you  went  when  you  came  to  look 
for  the  poor  Indians." 

"  You  will  not  have  to  go  so  far,  my 
child.  The  good  Jesus  loves  His  poor 
children  so  tenderly  that  He  wishes  al- 
ways to  remain  amongst  them.  You  will 
therefore  only  have  to  seek  Him  in  the 
church,!and  you  will  always  find  Himthere." 

"  But  I  was  in  the  church  this  morning, 
and  He  was  not  there;  at  least  I  did  not 
see  Him,"  said  Angelina  doubtfully. 

"  Nevertheless  He  was  there,  my  little 
Snowdrop;  but  you  are  teo  young  as  yet 
to  comprehend  this  mystery.  Some  day 
you  will  understand  it ;  and  then  you  will 
know  and  feel  how  good  it  is  to  be  in  the 
church  with  Jesus." 

As  Father  Francis  finished  speaking,  the 
boat  touched  the  shore  ;  and  in  obedience 
to  his  directions,  the  men  laid  the  body  of 
the  old  Indian  on  a  board,  and  carried  it  to 
the  church,  while  he  and  the  child  followed 
close  behind.  When  they  reached  the 
church,  Angelina  paused  a  moment,  and 
suffered  them  to  enter  the  gates  without 
her.  A  little  while  after,  one  of  the  Indian 
children  came,  and  said  to  Father  Francis : 
"Little  Snowdrop  will  not  enter  the  church; 
and  she  is  crying  because  she  is  separated 
from  her  Indian  father." 

When  the  priest  heard  this  he  rose  di- 
rectly from  his  knees,  and  went  in  search 
of  the  little  girl,  whom  he  found  kneeling  on 
the  steps  of  the  church  and  weeping  bitterly. 

"Why  will  you  not  enter  the  church, 
my  little  Snowdrop  ?"  he  asked  her  kindly. 


"  Because  I  am  only  the  unbaptized  one; 
and  I  am  afraid  of  entering  the  house  of 
God,  lest  He  should  be  angry  with  me  be- 
cause I  am  not  yet  one  of  His  children." 

"  My  dear  child,  it  is  not  your  fault  if 
you  are  not  baptized  ;  .and  God  is  so  good 
that  He  is  satisfied  with  the  desire  you  en- 
tertain of  receiving  this  Sacrament.  You 
may  therefore  enter  His  house,  not  only 
without  fear,  but  with  joy  and  gratitude  to 
Him  for  permitting  you  to  visit  the  place  . 
where  Jesus  dwells." 

Father  Francis  paused ;  but  seeing  the 
little  girl  still  hesitated,  he  took  her  by  the 
hand,  and  led  her  into  the  church,  which 
from  that  time  she  would  not  leave  during 
the  day.  Even  when  night  was  closing  in, 
the  Indian  woman,  to  whose  care  Father 
Francis  had  entrusted  her,  could  not  in- 
duce her  to  return  with  her  to  her  home. 
The  desolate  child  only  crept  closer  and 
closer  to  the  body  of  the  old  Indian,  and 
clasped  his  cold  hand  more  tightly  in  hers, 
while  she  answered  to  every  remonstrance, 
"  he  did  not  like  to  be  left  alone  in  the  dark 
hours ;  therefore  she  would  not  leave  him." 

At  last  they  were  obliged  to  send  for 
Father  Francis ;  and,  obedient  to  his  slight- 
est word,  Angelina  instantly  rose  up  and 
went  with  the  Indian  woman  to  her  house, 
where  she  passed  the  night.  The  next 
morning  she  was  present  at  the  Mass  for 
the  Dead ;  and  afterwards  accompanied  the 
procession  which  bore  the  old  Indian  to 
his  grave.  She  was  pensive  and  sad,  but 
did  not  evince  any  of  the  passionate  grief 
which  children  generally  show  upon  such 
occasions ;  and  when  the  Indians  had 
closed  in  the  grave  with  sods,  and  the  chil- 
dren had  sprinkled  it  with  flowers,  she  sat 
down  and  watched  beside  it  in  patient 
sorrow.  Father  Francis  left  her  atfirstto 
indulge  her  feelings  alone;  but  after  a 
little  time,  he  desired  one  of  the  elder  girls 
of  the  reduction  to  try  and  console  her; 
and  the  young  Indian  gladly  accepted  the 
task — for  the  fair,  gentle  face  of  thelittle 
Snowdrop  had  won  her  an  interest  in  the 
hearts  of  all  who  had  seen  her. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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SANCTORVM  QVICVNQVE  LEGIS  VENERARE  SEPVL- 
CRVM. — Cemetery  ad  Catacumbas. 

Whosoever  undertakes  the  study  of  the 
Roman  catacombs  will  involuntarily  think 
from  time  to  time  of  the  excavations  made 
at  Pompeii.  The  discoveries  made  in  both 
of  these  places  have  held,  as  with  a  spell, 
the  attention  of  the  literary  world  riveted 
upon  them,  but  for  reasons  quite  as  differ- 
ent  as  are  the  spheres  to  which  these  dis- 
coveries belong.  Formerly,  the  student  of 
classical  antiquity  could  only  with  the 
greatest  trouble  delineate  for  himself  a 
scanty  picture  of  ancient  life  and  manners, 
from  such  imperfect  notices  of  the  classics 
and  ruined  monuments  as  were  still  extant. 
But,  with  the  discovery  of  Pompeii,  there 
rose  up  before  their  eyes  an  entire  city  of  the 
past,  from  its  eighteen  hundred  years  of  slum- 
ber, and  shaking  from  off  its  brow  the  ashes 
that  had  been  both  its  grave  and  its  protec- 
tor against  the  ravages  of  time  it  stood  be- 
fore them  in  all  of  its  ancient  magnificence 
and  splendor.  It  would  seem  almost,  at  a 
first  glance,  as  if,  for  this  city  at  least,  the 
pendulum  of  Time  had  suspended  for  eight- 
teen  centuries  its  slow  but  restless  motion, 
and  had  only  of  late  again  resumed  its  meas- 
ured and  solemn  vibration.  We  see  the 
streets  with  their  fresh  tracks  of  wagons 
that  have  passed ;  the  shops  and  magazines 
are  still  full  of  stores ;  the  cellars  replete 
with  anaphoras  or  jars  of  wine  ;  the  soldiers' 


quarters  well  provided  with  weapons  and 
munitions  of  war,  and  the  private  dwell- 
ings abounding  with  every  species  and 
description  of  furniture.  Almost  every 
house  still  bears  the  sign  of  its  occupant, 
and  every  public  building  the  inscription 
of  its  founder.  Articles  of  temple  and 
bath  firrniture,  kitchen  utensils  and  appli- 
ances for  the  toilet — all  are  found  undis- 
turbed in  their  places ;  nay,  an  altar  of  Isis 
is  even  yet  covered  with  the  remains  of 
its  last  half-burnt  sacrifice.  Even  the  skel- 
etons, almost  six  hundred  in  number,  that 
up  to  the  present  day  have  been  discovered 
among  the  ruins,  seem  more  like  animated 
spectres  than  what  they  really  are.  Here 
stands  a  sentinel  still  clad  in  his  helmet 
and  armor,  and  ^holding  the  lance  firmly 
'grasped  in  his  right  hand ;  yonder,  in  the 
temple  of  Isis,  the  skeleton  o*f  a  heathen 
priest  holds  in  its  hands  valuable  imple- 
ments used  at  heathen  sacrifices ;  near  it 
stands  another  still  grasping  an  axe;  while 
a  third  leans,  the  knife  yet  in  its  hand, 
over  a  table  on  which  are  scattered  the 
remnants  of  a  supper,  and  among  these  the 
bones  of  a  chicken  !  But  by  far  the  great- 
er number  of  these  skeletons  carry  a  bundle 
of  keys  and  are  loaded  down  with  valuable 
trinkets  or  jewels.  Thus,  as  if  by  magic, 
the  life  of  the  ancients  has  been  conjured 
up  again  before  our  eyes,  in  a  clear,  pal- 
pable and  most  astonishing  form.  And 
yet  that  whole  city,  itself  nothing  more 
than  a  gigantic  skeleton  and  a  house  of 
death,  is  fearfully  desolate  and  a  most  un- 
pleasant place  to  visit,  for  it  sends  a  chill 
through  all  our  veins.  Not  that  death  it- 
self is  so  horrible  to  behold ;  no !  would 
that  death  of  the  body  alone  sat  there  en- 
throned to  appal  us !  It  is  quite  another 
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death,  traces  of  which  are  evident  all  around, 
that  strikes  terror  into  the  heart  of  the 
Christian  visitor.  The  chain  by  the  house- 
door — to  which,  dog-like,  the  sentinel  slave 
was  fastened  ;  the  skeletons  of  gladiators 
in  the  amphitheatre,  from  which  the  as- 
sembled spectators  had  been  so  unexpect- 
edly driven  by  the  deep  thunders  and  ter- 
rific fiery  rains  of  the  neighboring  Mount 
Vesuvius;  the  horrible  statues  of  idols  grin- 
ning at  you  from  every  side  ;  and  yet  more 
particularly,  those  revolting  paintings  and 
other  marks  of  deep  moral  degradation 
that  we  meet  with  on  the  walls  of  the  streets, 
in  the  temples  and  private  chambers, — nay, 
even  among  the  graves  of  the  dead, — are 
calculated  to  utterly  shock  the  innermost 
feelings  of  our  hearts.  ^ 

But  what  a  diiference  we  findnbetween 
Pompeii  and  the  catacombs  of  Rome  !  In 
the  former  we  meet  with  nothing  but  mor- 
al darkness  and  deathlike  despair,  while 
the  latter  greet  us  only  with  the  cheering 
light  of  faith  and  the  gladsome  hope  of 
heaven  ;  yonder,  cruelty  and  vice  reign 
supreme,  while  here  bloom  only  flowers  of 
purest  love  and  virtue;  yonder,  in  the  city 
of  the  living,  we  are  confronted  only  by 
spiritual  de*ath ;  while  here,  in  the  city  of 
the  dead,  we  are  met  only  by  a  life  that  is 
blissful  and  endless.  Some  years  ago,  as  we 
were  perambulating  the  dreary  streets  of 
Pompeii,  O  how  it  would  have  gladdened 
our  heart  to  find  even  but  a  solitary  ray  of 
Christian  lightpenetrating  this  dense  night 
of  idolatry  and  sin  !  But  the  towering 
volcano  not  far  off  had  evidently  buried 
this  city,  with  its  Sodomitic  horrors,  even 
so  far  back  as  the  year  of  grace  79,  thus 
leaving  us  not  even  the  shadow  of  a  hope 
that  we  might  somewhere  among  its  ruins 
discover  the  traces  of  apostolic  preaching 
among  its  ill-fated  people.  And  yet  such 
traces  have  since  been  found  even  in  that 
most  unfortunate  of  cities.  Quite  recently 
a  building  has  been  exhumed  which,  even 
on  the  outside,  bears  a  most  puzzling  in- 
scription, while  on  the  plastering  of  the 
inner  hall  there  have  been  found,  among 
other  graphites  (i.e.,  inscriptions  scratched 


into  the  wall-finish  by  means  of  some  sharp 
instrument),  the  following  derisive  ones, 
viz:  "  A  jack-ass  here  teaches  morals  to 
gnats  :" — "  Friend  of  truth,  the  Liar  sends 
you  his  most  polite  compliments," — "As 
ever,  compliments  of  the  Liars."  But  sur- 
mounting these  inscriptions  there  are  seen 
two  words  of  grave  import,  since  they  throw 
light  not  only  on  the  sarcastic  inscriptions 
underneath,  but  also  on  the  character  and 
use  of  the  house  under  consideration. 
These  words  are:  "AVDI  CHRISTIA- 
N"OS," — "  Hear  what  the  Christians  teach, 
or  believe!"  We  are,  in  fact,  as  De  Rossi 
informs  us,  in  nothing  else  than  a  hall  once 
used  by  Christians  for  their  religious  gath- 
erings. It  was  the  custom  of  the  apostles, 
immediately  after  entering  a  city,  to  look 
up  the  synagogue,  and  then  to  secure  lodg- 
ings in  some  private  or  public  house,  where 
they  received  and  instructed  those  who 
were  anxious  to  receive  the  glad  tidings 
of  salvation.  Such  a  place  the  building 
just  mentioned  must  have  been.  The  fact 
that  there  existed  a  Jewish  synagogue  at 
the  time  in  Pompeii  is  proven  beyond  doubt 
by  an  inscription.  In  like  manner  it  may 
be  seen  from  the  Acts  xxvm,  14,  that 
St.  Paul,  when  landing,  A.  D.  61,  as  a  pris- 
oner at  the  adjoining  seaport  town  of  Pu- 
teoli,  found  there  a  community  of  Chris- 
tians, among  whom  he  remained  for  seven 
days.  Did  there  exist,  also,  even  at  that 
day,  a  congregation  of  Christians  in  Pom- 
peii? And  if  so,  did  St  Paul  find  it  in  his 
power  to  see  and  comfort  them?  We  do 
notknow.  We  can  only  assume  this  much, 
with  a  likelihood  of  truth,  that  the  perse- 
cution of  Nero  (A.  D.  67)  extended  to  this 
church  also,  and  that  this  memorable  hall 
— where  the  glad  Gospel  tidings  were  an- 
nounced, immortal  souls  were  won,  and 
the  chaste  Lamb,  perhaps,  was  oiferecl — 
afterwards  became  an  object  of  ridicule  to 
the  heathens,  who  wrote  upon  its  walls 
those  cutting  satires,  and  who  inscribed 
upon  its  front,  in  large  and  conspicuous 
letters,  the  following  ironical  challenge: 
"  No  room  here  for  idlers  ;  pass  along,  loi- 
terers !" 
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What  a  significence  these  few  words, 
written  by  the  hand  of  an  enemy,  assume 
under  the  critical  eye  of  the  Christian  an- 
tiquarian !  And  how  much,  now  that  the 
veil  has  been  lifted  thus  far,  would  we  not 
give  for  even  a  single  word  engraven  by 
Christian  hands.  But,  never  mind  !  conic 
with  me  into  the  sanctuary  of  the  catacombs 
and  inspect  with  me  their  inexhaustible 
treasures  of  documents,  monuments  and 
mementos,  preserved  for  us  from  the  ven- 
erable ages  of  Christian  antiquity.  They 
have  already  by  incontestible  proofs  given 
us  an  insight  into  a  vast  portion  of  the 
ancient  Catholic  faith,  and  made  us  ac- 
quainted not  only  with  the  public  life  of 
the  Church,  but  also  with  the  most  delicate 
private  affairs  and  relations  of  the  Chris- 
tian community.  In  the  following  pages 
we  shall  be  introduced  into  a  new  and 
perhaps  more  hidden  domain  of  the  faith, 
from  which,  so  far  as  present  results  of 
discoveries  hitherto  made  will  permit,  we 
shall  gather  whatever  testimonies  are  still 
required  to  close  our  treatise  on  this  sub- 
ject. It  is  our  intention  now  to  search  in 
this  venerable  treasury  for  that  seven- 
branched  mystical  candlestick,  the  lights 
of  which  are  burning  before  the  Holy  of 
Holies  of  the  New  Law.  When  we  con- 
sider that  the  monuments  and  memorial 
records  of  the  catacombs  are  chiefly  of  a 
sepulchral  nature,  our  undertaking  cannot 
but  appear  as  a  bold  one.  Of  course  it  was 
to  be  expected  that  many  of  the  relations 
fixed  between  the  living  and  the  dead  by 
Catholic  faith,  would  find  their  expression 
and  authorization  in  these  hallowed  places. 
But  now  that  same  silent  city  of  the  dead 
is  to  tell  us  of  mysteries  of  the  faith  which 
concern  only  the  living,  and  which  more- 
over at  that  early  period,  for  fear  of  be- 
ing dishonored,  were  made  by  the  deep- 
est secrecy,  and  hidden  behind  the  veil 
of  what  are  known  as  the  ancient  Chris- 
tian arcana.  Hence,  to  expect  under 
these  circumstances  that  the  catacombs 
would  furnish  us  with  a  series  of  formal 
and  exhaustive  proofs,  or,  as  it  were,  a 
systematic  detail  of  the  faith  of  those  early 


Christians,  would,  to  say  the  least,,  be  a 
most  unwarranted  expectation.  On  the 
contrary,  we  must  accept  with  gratitude, 
under  these  circumstances,  even  the  slight- 
est allusion  to  any  dogma  of  the  Church. 
If  the  reader  will  only  bear  this  in  mind, 
we  shall  venture  to  promise  him  that  his 
anticipations  shall  be  more  than  realized 
before  we  finish  this  dissertation. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Blossoms  of  Faith  and  Love,  or  Bouquets 
for  every  Season, 


NO.  X.-THE  ASSUMPTION. 


"  I  believe  that  on  this  festival  heaven 
itself  must  present  new  charms,  as  it  will 
display  the  glory  of  Mary  crowned  Queen 
of  heaven,  placed  very  near  the  Lord,  above 
all  the  choirs  of  angels.  And  if  it  be  true, 
as  I  believe,  that  the  celebration  of  that 
day  is  renewed  in  heaven,  I  hope  I  shall 
see  this  next  one  there." 

So  spoke  the  seraphic  Stanislaus  Kost- 
ka,  a  few  days  before  the  great  festival  of 
Mary,  and  his  wish  was  granted.  Similar 
was  the  desire  of  Blessed  John  Berchmans, 
whose  wish  was  also  granted  by  this  most 
amiable  Queen. 

In  effect  how  can  any  child  of  Mary 
fail  to  experience  some  such  sentiments? 
"  There  are  just  two  days  in  every  year  when 
I  might  be  willing  to  die,"  was  the  gay  re- 
mark of  one  for  whom  life  had  too  many 
charms  to  allow  the  thought  of  death  to  be 
agreeable.  "And  those  two  privileged 
days  ?" — «  Can  you  not  guess,  Sister ?  Of 
course  none  other  than  the  Ascension  of 
our  Lord  and  the  Assumption  of  our  Lady ; 
if  I  were  sure  of  going  straight  to  heaven, 
I  fancy  either  of  those  days  would  find  me 
resigned  to  die."  "  You  ought  to  feel  as 
piously  disposed  on  the  other  festivals," 
said  the  "  Sister,"  secretly  amused  at  her 
gay  visitor's  naivetb.—"  Not  piety,  but  cu- 
riosity, Sister  dear.  Otherfeasts,youknow, 
bring  heaven  down  to  us — those  two  take 
us  up  to  heaven.  How  wonderfully  grand 
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the  celebration  must  be, — one  would  really 
like  to  see  hoic  these  things  are  managed  in 
heaven  /" 

That  this  natural  curiosity  is  far  from 
displeasing  to  our  gracious  Lord,  we  know 
from  the  countless  revelations  of  the  se- 
crets of  His  celestial  court  vouchsafed  to 
holy  souls  ;  and  instructed  by  the  Church 
that  "  God  bestows  favors  on  one  person 
for  the  advantage  of  many,"  AVC,  whose 
unworthiness  keeps  us  at  a  distance,  love 
to  recreate  ourselves  with  the  glimpses 
of  glory  we  can  catch  through  those  mar- 
vellous visions,  while  with  Blessed  Ray- 
mond we  say  to  Him :  "  So  as  not  to  be 
ungrateful,  we  contemplate  and  admire,  as 
far  as  we  are  able,  the  great  favors  Thou 
dost  accord  to  Thy  saints,  and,  although 
they  far  surpass  us,  we  thank  Thy  divine 
Majesty  for  them  in  proportion  to  our 
strength."*  Let  us,  then,  cull  from  this 
heavenly  garden  of  delights  a  few  lovely 
flowers  for  our  Lady's  coronation-day. 

One  day  our  blessed  Lord  having  shown 
to  St.  Margaret  of  Cortona  the  glory  of  St. 
Francis  of  Assisi,  as  if  pleased  with  her 
wondering  admiration  of  the  ravishing 
spectacle,  "wafted  her  ecstatic  mind  to  a 
more  eminent  and  luminous  throne,  the 
very  throne  of  His  Mother,  Mai'y,  Queen  of 
hedven.  Excited  by  this  delightful  spec- 
tacle, and  the  more  to  enjoy  its  beauty, 
Margaret  sought  to  comprehend  its  sub- 
lime height  and  discover  its  radiant  brill- 
iancy, but  all  in  vain  :  Jesus  telling  her 
that  she  could  not  fathom  the  bliss  of  that 
great  soul,  rendered  more  like  His  own  in 
sanctity  than  any  other,  and  conformable 
to  His  in  glory  beyond  all  others.  And 
He  began  to  extol  the  privileges  of  His  be- 
loved Mother,  protesting  that  she  merited 
even  greater  encomiums  than  are  bestowed 
upon  her  in  the  Scriptures,  so  that  could 
heaven  give  her  greater  honor  or  greater 
glory,  this  greater  degree  would  be  due  His 
Mother."  f 

What    an    exquisite    picture    is   this ! 

*  Life  of  St.  Catherine  of  Sienna,  chap.  iii. 
f  Life  of  St.  Margaret,  chap.  xii. 


Scarcely  less  beautiful  is  St.  Teresa's  de- 
scription of  a  similar  vision:  "On  the 
feast  of  the  Assumption  of  the  Queen  of 
angels,  our  Blessed  Lady,  our  Lord  was 
pleased  to  do  me  this  favor  in  a  rapture : 
to  represent  to  me  her  Assumption  into 
heaven,  together  with  the  joy  and  solem- 
nity with  which  she  was  received,  and  also 
the  place  she  holds.  I  cannot  describe 
what  kind  of  a  vision  this  was.  The  glory 
which  my  soul  had,  to  see  that  hers  is  so 
great,  was  extreme  ;  and  I  felt  great  effects 
and  improvement  from  such  a  sight,  and 
desired  to  suffer  still  greater  afflictions 
here.  It  also  increased  my  desire  to  serve 
our  Lady,  seeing  that  her  merit  was  so 
great."  * 

Still  more  touching  is  the  Assumption  vis- 
ion of  Blessed  Margaret  Marie,  showing 
how  the  heart  of  this  benign  Queen,  so 
like  her  Divine  Son's,  yearns,  amid  all  the 
glories  that  surround  her,  for  the  salvation 
and  sanctification  of  souls  :  "  On  the  feast 
of  her  triumphant  Assumption,  she  made 
me  see  a  crown  which  she  had  made  of 
all  her  holy  daughters  whom  she  placed  in 
her  train,  wishing  to  appear  with  this 
ornament  before  the  Holy  Trinity.  But 
she  told  me  sadly,  that  the  flowers  with 
which  she  was  eager  to  deck  her  head 
were  too  deeply  rooted  in  the  earth,  .... 
making  me  comprehend  how  important  it 
is  that  a  religious  soul  be  detached  from 
all  and  from  herself,  that  her  conversation 
may  be  in  heaven."  f 

i. — ST.  GERTRUDE'S  DEVOTIONS  ON  THIS  FES- 
TIVAL. 

At  Matins,  on  Assumption-day,  St.  Ger- 
trude made  three  different  meditations. 
At  the  first,  she  reminded  the  Blessed 
Virgin  of  the  ineffable  consolations  which 
she  had  received  from  her  Divine  Son  and 
from  the  saints  when  expecting  her  death; 
at  the  second,  she  reminded  her  of  the  in- 
effable delights  which  she  had  felt  when 


*  Life  of  St.  Teresa,  chap,  xxxix. 
f  F.  Daniel's  History  of  B.  Margaret  Mary,  chap, 
xxi. 
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received  into  the  arms  of  her  Beloved  at 
this  happy  moment;  at  the  third,  she  re- 
minded her  of  the  inconceivable  glory 
with  which  she  had  been  honored  at  her 
entrance  into  heaven. 

"At  Mass  she  said  the  Laudate  Domi- 
num*  three  times — first,  beseeching  the 
saints  to  offer  their  merits  to  our  Lord, 
that  she  might  make  a  worthy  Communion; 
secondly,  saying  it  for  the  same  intention 
in  honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin;  and  thirdly, 
offering  it  to  our  Divine  Lord.  The  Bless- 
ed Virgin  then  rose  at  the  prayer  of  the 
saints,  and  stood  before  the  throne  of  the 
Holy  Trinity,  offering  her  merits  and  the 
favors  which  she  had  received  on  the  day 
of  her  Assumption  for  Gertrude,  whom  she 
called  to  her,  caressing  her  tenderly,  and 
saying  to  her :  '  Come,  elect  one,  and  stand 
in  my  place,  with  all  the  perfection  in  vir- 
tue which  caused  the  Blessed  Trinity  to 
incline  towards  me,  that  you  may  please 
the  Blessed  Trinity  as  far  as  possible  in 
like  manner.'  At  this  she  was  amazed,  and 
replied :  '  Alas,  O  Queen  of  glory  !  how  can 
I  merit  so  great  a  favor?'  The  Blessed 
Virgin  replied:  'Prepare  yourself  for  it 
by  three  things:  first,  pray  to  be  purified 
from  every  stain  by  the  exceeding  purity 
with  which  I  prepared  an  abode  within 
my  virginal  womb  for  my  Divine  Son; 
secondly,  ask  pardon  for  all  your  negli- 
gences by  the  profound  humility  by  which 
I  merited  to  be  elevated  above  all  the 
saints  and  angels;  thirdly,  implore  an 
abundant  increase  of  merits  through  the 
incomprehensible  love  which  united  me  to 
God  in  such  a  manner  that  I  can  never  be 
separated  from  Him." 

"  St.  Gertrude  having  faithfully  accom- 
plished what  the  Blessed  Virgin  had  di- 
rected, was  rapt  in  ecstasy  to  the  high  de- 
gree of  glory  which  the  Queen  of  heaven 
had  merited  ;  and  being  clothed  in  her  mer- 
its she  pleased  our  Lord  so  surpassingly, 
that  all  the  saints  and  angels  came  to  honor 
her.  As  the  nuns  approached  the  Holy 
Communion,  their  glorious  Queen  stood 


*  Ps.  cxvi. 


on  their  right,  covering  them  with  her  man- 
tle, saying:  'My  dearest  Son,  look  favor- 
ably upon  all  who  have  honored  my  mem- 
ory ;'  to  this  prayer  He  condescended  very 
lovingly,  treating  them  with  the  greatest 
tenderness.  When  the  saint  communica- 
ted, she  offered  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament 
to  our  Lord  for  His  Blessed  Mother,  as  a 
compensation  for  the  merits  with  which 
she  had  supplied  her  poverty.  Our  Lord 
then  addressed  Himself  lovingly  to  His 
Mother,  saying:  '  Behold,  My  Mother,  I 
return  what  you  gave,  doubled,  and  I  take 
nothing  from  her  of  what  you  desired  to 
bestow  on  her  for  My  sake !"' 

After  the  procession,  when  the  nuns  were 
in  choir,  St.  Gertrude  beheld  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  elevated  to  the  highest  heavens 
and  surrounded  with  glory.  "  In  this  ex- 
alted position  she  blessed  the  community 
with  the  right  hand  of  her  Divine  Son; 
and  after  this  benediction,  a  golden  cross 
appeared  upon  each  religious,  fastened  by 
a  green  cord ;  by  which  the  saint  under- 
stood that  a  firm  faith  would  render  all  who 
possessed  it  sharers  in  the  same  benedic- 
tion of  this  Mother  of  mercy." 
[Conclusion  next  week.] 


MARY   OUR  MODEL. 


AMUSEMENTS. 

It  would  appear  that  games  and  amuse- 
ments belong  properly  only  to  childhood, 
and  reason  has  difficulty  in  conceiving  that 
an  intelligent  and  serious  being  should 
be  able  to  take  any  delight  in  them.  Ex- 
perience, however,  proves  that  most  men 
need  them  to  relax  their  minds  ;  who  then 
would  dare  to  prohibit  women  from  shar- 
ing in  them? 

But  are  we  allowed  to  join  in  all  kinds  of 
games  and  amusements  indiscriminately? 
No;  some  of  them  are  bad  and  dangerous. 

In  the  first  place,  to  sanction  our  taking 
part  in  them,  they  should  be  of  such  a  na- 
ture as  not  to  offend  God,  nor  be  opposed 
to  religion  and  morality. 
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Secondly,  their  innocence  depends  upon 
the  occasions  on  which  we  indulge  in 
them,  their  utility,  and  the  moderation  and 
prudence  with  which  we  pursue  them.  Gen- 
erally speaking,  those  are  the  best  which 
are  the  most  simple  and  harmless. 

May  the  holy  Virgin  serve  us  once  more 
as  a  model  in  this  matter  ! 

Can  we  suppose  that  she  was  attached 
to  the  games,  the  amusements,  and  child- 
ish sports  which  serve  to  amuse  mankind? 
I  can  hardly  believe  that  her  elevated  soul 
suffered  her  to  take  much  pleasure  in 
them  on  her  own  account.  But,  doubtless, 
being  so  charitable  and  compassionate, 
she  rejoiced  to  see  others  indulge  in  harm- 
less pleasures.  We  may  then  suppose  that 
she  still  smiles  at  our  childish  recreations, 
when  we  seek  in  them  only  a  useful  relax- 
ation in  order  to  return  with  increased 
ardor  to  the  pursuit  of  our  duties ;  for  in 
this  case  the  result  turns  entirely  to  the 
service  of  God. 

You  will  consult  her  then,  ladies,  on 
the  amusements  in  which  you  would  per- 
mit yourselves  to  indulge,  and  ask  her 
which  are  the  most  agreeable  to  her.  It 
is  of  course  understood  that  you  will  dis- 
card with  horror  all  such  as  might  grieve 
her  and  lead  to  the  forfeiture  of  her  friend- 
ship. 

Let  us  elucidate  this  by  some  examples. 

Are  you  fond  of  games,  in  the  proper  ac- 
ceptation of  the  term?  Mary  will  not  con- 
demn them,  provided  you  do  not  fail  to  ob- 
serve, while  engaged  in  them,  the  rules  of 
justice,  honesty,  charity,  prudence  and 
moderation. 

Do  you  prefer  reading?  Excellentbooks 
may  be  procured,  which  at  the  same  time 
nourish  the  heart  and  divert  the  mind; 
these  Mary  will  advise  you  to  peruse.  But 
there  are  also  others,  of  an  evil  nature, 
which  corrupt  the  mind  and  the  heart; 
you  will  thrust  those  aside  as  you  would 
food  into  which  poison  has  been  introduced. 

Could  you  have,  for  example,  any  temp- 
tation to  read  those  seducing  novels  which 
are  inspired  by  hatred  of  religion  or  the 
demon  of  pleasure  ?  Could  you  derive  any 


gratification  from  feeding  your  imagina- 
tions on  the  prurient  dreams  of  an  author 
utterly  devoid  of  conscience,  who  appeals 
to  the  most  dangerous  passions  with  the 
sole  object  of  succeeding  in  the  world  and 
amassing  wealth? 

If  the  realities  of  life  do  not  satisfy  you,  and 
your  imagination  delights  in  the  creations 
of  fancy,  can  you  not  dream  on  your  own 
account  of  things  more  moral  and  useful? 
Do  not  have  recourse  to  vain  pretexts  to' 
excuse  an  unpardonable  weakness  ;  no  one 
can  be  a  child  of  Mary  who  takes  pleasure 
in  the  society  of  libertines,  even  though 
they  are  only  creatures  of  the  imagination. 

Will  you  frequent  the  theatres,  in  order  to 
relax  your  mind  at  night  from  the  fatigues 
of  the  day  ?  Ask  the  Blessed  Virgin  wheth- 
er she  is  willing  to  take  you  to  them ;  for  if 
a  theatre  is  the  proper  place  for  you,  why 
should  she  be  out  of  place  there?  Ah! 
you  know  too  well,  and  all  respectable  peo- 
ple are  of  the  same  opinion,  that  the  stage 
in  the  present  day  is  a  school  of  immoral- 
ity. Consequently  the  Holy  Virgin  would 
advise  you  rather  to  seek  repose  in  your 
bed,  and  to  court  that  refreshment  in  sleep 
which  these  vigils  of  fashion  have  never 
afforded. 

iBut  perhaps  you  would  indemnify  your- 
self for  your  abstinence  from  the  theatre 
by  your  frequent  attendance  at  balls  and 
evening  parties  ?  Cease  not  to  interrogate 
your  divine  adviser,  and  more  particularly 
on  the  subject  of  the  style  of  dress  which 
you  deem  absolutely  necessary  on  occa- 
sions of  this  nature.  What!  do  you  blush? 
The  Holy  Virgin  is  a  woman,  and  you 
would  not  dare  to  appear  in  her  presence 
in  a  costume  which  you  shamelessly  flaunt 
before  a  crowd  of  men  ?_  So  you  perceive 
then,  like  Eve  after  her  fault,  that  you  need 
covering?  Go  and  renounce  forever  the 
devotion  of  Mary,  if  you  envy  the  pleasures 
of  the  goddess  of  impurity. 

To  all  this,  certain  persons  answer  pet- 
tishly :  "  Must  we  then  shut  ourselves  up, 
see  no  more  society,  give  up  walking  and 
driving  out,  and  never  attend  any  worldly 
fete?"  Let  us  have  no  exaggeration;  when 
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we  speak  against  what  is  evil,  or  very  dan- 
gerous, we  do  not  make  social  life  impossi- 
ble. On  the  contrary,  we  would  render  it  res- 
pectable and  honorable  ;  we  would  imbue 
it  with  the  spirit  of  Christianity,  and  make 
it  conformable  to  the  will  of  God.  We 
would  induce  you  to  observe  your  baptis- 
mal vows,  spare  you  the  cruel  pangs  of  re- 
morse, and  open  the  gate  of  heaven  for  you, 
Is  this,  then,  so  great  an  evil?  Can  this  be 
called  an  intolerable  tyranny? 

Why  should  you  see  nobody?  are  there 
no  longer  in  the  world  persons  who  re- 
spect themselves  and  others  ?  You  are  more 
severe  than  the  Church  will  ever  be.  Why 
should  you  never  attend  any  worldly  fete? 
Are  they«all essentially  demoralizing?  For 
my  part,  I  believe  nothing  of  the  kind;  and 
no  one  believes  it  less  than  you  do.  Let 
us  not  lose  our  temper,  but  let  us  be  just, 
prudent,  reasonable,  submissive  to  the  spirit 
of  the  Gospel,  and  firmly  determined  to 
save  our  souls.  Then  we  shall  all  agree  that 
the  broad  way  leads  to  destruction,  while 
the  narrow  path  alone  points  to  salvation. 


DANGEROUS  PLEASURES. 


Madame  I- 


was  educated  in  a  con- 
vent and  during  her  residence  there  evinced 
piety  and  docility  ;  and,  though  somewhat 
frivolous  and  fond  of  talking,  was  on  the 
whole  good  and  desirous  of  doing  what 
was  right.  On  leaving  the  convent  she 
continued  strict  in  the  performance  of  her 
religious  duties,  and  under  the  direction 
of  her  mother  her  conduct  was  irreproach- 
able. She  was  afterwards  married  to  a 
man  in  business,  who  passed  all  his  days 
in  his  counting-house  and  left  her  entire 
mistress  of  her  actions. 

Madame  I ,  notknowingvery  wellhow 

to  dispose  of  her  intervals  of  leisure  when 
not  occupied  either  in  paying  or  receiving 
visits,  acquired  the  habit  of  reading  her 
husband's  newspaper  and  found  more  inter- 
est in  the  sensational  tales  than  in  any  other 
portion  of  it.  It  is  well  known  that  generally 
speaking  this  is  a  detestable  style  of  liter- 


ature, being  full  of  false  ideas,  exaggerated 
plots,  dramatic  incidents,  immoral  intri- 
gues, sensual  descriptions  and  voluptuous 
pictures  in  which  common  decency  isbarely 
observed.  The  spirit,  taste  and  tone  of 
these  productions  are  invariably  bad.  Now, 

unfortunately,  Madame  I 's  paper  was 

one  of  those  which  combine  all  these  faults 
in  the  highest  degree;  it  attacked  religion 
in  every  possible  way  and  preached  a  mor- 
ality quite  independent  of  the  usually  re- 
ceived notions.  The  poor  woman  soon 
imbibed  a  fatal  taste  for  reading  novels, 
and  wished  at  least  to  be  acquainted  with 
those  which  created  the  greatest  sensation 
and  were  consequently  the  worst  and  most 
dangerous  of  their  kind. 

"  A  married  woman,"  she  observed,  "  may 
surely  be  permitted  reading  of  that  nature." 
No,  there  are  poisons  which  are  not  good 
for  anyone.  Impious  and  immoral  novels 
come  under  this  head. 

Having  read  the  first,  she  wished  to  read 
more,  as  is  always  the  case;  and  by  de- 
grees she  was  so  entirely  absorbed  by 
them  that  she  did  nothing  else. 

In  vain  did  her  mother  reprove  her  as 
soon  as  she  became  aware  of  her  fatal  stud- 
ies, and  attempt  to  divert  her  attention 
from  them;  she  only  received  for  answer 
that  her  authority  had  ceased  over  her 
daughter  on  her  marriage. 

Her  confessor  met  with  the  same  success, 
when  from  conscientious  motives  he  en- 
deavored to  impress  upon  her  the  risk  she 
was  incurring.  She  replied,  as  most  do 
who  indulge  in  a  similar  style  of  reading: 
"I  do  not  find  myself  the  worse  for  it." 
And  yet  piety  was  becoming  gradually  ex- 
tinct in  her  heart;  she  lost  all  taste  for  re- 
ligious exercises ;  the  ceremonies  of  the 
Church  bored  her ;  she  attended  the  con- 
fessional rarely,  and  communicated  at  long 
intervals.  She  was  plainly  departing  from 
God,  and  it  might  easily  be  foreseen  that 
ere  long  she  would  entirely  abandon  the 
practice  of  religion. 

At  first  she  had  evinced  considerable 
distaste  for  the  theatres  and  balls  to  which 
she  had  been  taken  by  her  husband ;  but 
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these  scruples  quickly  vanished  after  she 
had  once  devoted  herself  to  novel-read- 
ing. Not  only  did  she  accompany  her 
husband  voluntarily  to  the  most  notori- 
ously immoral  theatres,  but  she  was  always 
urging  him  to  take  her  to  them,  even  when 
he  was  himself  by  no  mean's  inclined.  Ro- 
mantic adventures  and  violent  emotions 
had  become  necessary  to  her  existence, 
and  the  ordinary  pleasures  of  life  were  no 
longer  sufficient  to  interest  her.  In  fact, 
she  was  completely  changed.  God  had 
blessed  her  with  a  family  which  ought  to 
have  engaged  her  affections,  but  the  cares 
of  education  as  well  as  those  of  her  house- 
hold appeared  to  her  too  prosaic  to  be  en- 
tered into  with  pleasure,  when  compared 
with  her  usual  pursuits. 

A  serious  loss  of  fortune  which  over- 
took her  husband,  ought  to  have  had  the 
effect  of  touching  her  heart  and  inducing 

O 

her  to  devote  herself  to  reflection.  But 
far  from  endeavoring  to  console  him,  and 
indemnify  him  for  his  misfortune  by  in- 
creased tenderness  on  her  part,  she  only 
regarded  his  distress  as  a  sort  of  annoy- 
ance to  herself,  and  ill  concealed  the  dis- 
gust she  felt  for  him,  his  cares  and  his 
anxieties.  In  her  favorite  romances  she 
found  adventures  which  yielded  her  far 
deeper  interest,  and  heroes  who  either  sur- 
mounted their  misfortunes  in  a  more  po- 
etic style,  or — blew  their  brains  out.  The 
men  she  was  in  the  habit  of  meeting  in  the 
world,  at  the  theatres,  or  at  evening  par  ties, 
appeared  to  her  to  be  more  gifted  and 
gayer  than  her  husband,  and  she  could  not 
even  co'nceal  from  him  how  much  she  pre- 
ferred their  society. 

The  unfortunate  man  died  broken-heart- 
ed. His  wretched  wife  married  again, and 
shortly  afterwards  left  the  country  where 
she  had  forfeited  the  respect  of  all  her  ac- 
quaintance, accompanied  by  the  adventurer 
whom  she  had  made  the  object  of  her  choice. 

No  one  knows  what  has  become  of  her. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  immoral  books 
and  of  pleasures  which  stimulate  the  pas- 
sions. May  such  lessons  not  be  altogether 
thrown  away  on  others. 


[Translated  from  the  German  for  the  Freeman's  Journal.] 

Wonderful  Conversion  of  a  Rabbi. 


On  the  twenty-first  of  March  last,  says 
the  "Polish  Czas"  the  former  Rabbi  of 
Wischnitz,  Abraham  Finger,  was  baptized 
in  the  Dominican  church  at  Cracow,  Gen- 
eral Kraczawski  and  Countess  Marcella 
Krasieka  acting  as  sponsors.  The  con- 
version of  this  rabbi  is  a  very  remarkable  . 
one.  The  intense  hatred  which  he  always 
bore  towards  everything  Catholic  and  the 
circumstances  which  led  to  his  conversion 
remind  one  forcibly  of  the  conversion  of 
Saul.  We  extract  the  following  from  the 
" -ffryz,"  a  religious  paper  published  at  Cra- 
cow : — "  In  the  Gallician  town  of  Wisch- 
nic  there  lived  a  rabbi  who  was  a  very 
strict  observer  of  his  religion  ;  at  a  very 
advanced  age  he  made  his  will,  in  which 
he  expressed  the  desire  that  his  son  might 
become  his  successor  in  the  office  of  rabbi, 
and,  following  the  custom  of  his  fore- 
fathers, he  undertook  a  pilgrimage  to  Jer- 
usalem that  he  might  die  there.  The  son 
was  duly  installed  as  his  successor,  and 
proved  by  his  subsequent  conduct  that, 
like  his  father,  his  Hebrew  convictions 
were  very  strong  indeed ;  and  his  hatred 
against  everything  Catholic  was  such,  that 
on  the  last  day  of  the  year  1868,  as  he  was 
leaving  the  synagogue,  surrounded  by  other 
Jews,  a  Catholic  priest  happened  to  pass ; 
the  sight  of  him  produced  the  greatest 
excitement  in  the  mind  of  the  rabbi ;  the 
fear  of  the  law  alone  prevented  him  from 
committing  an  assault  on  the  priest.  Turn- 
ing to  his  companions,  he  said :  '  Our 
meeting  with  this  unbeliever  is  a  bad 
omen,  rendering,  our  supplications  fruit- 
less :  let  us  return  to  the  synagogue  and 
repeat  our  prayers.' ' 

During  a  subsequent  sermon,  he  re- 
marked and  proved  that  the  Messiah  would 
soon  appear  in  this  world,  because  nearly 
all  the  prophecies  had  been  accomplished, 
and  he  spoke  with  such  violence  that  he 
fainted,  and  had  to  be  carried  out.  It  was 
near  dark,  when,  suddenly  looking  up  to 
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the  sky,  he  beheld  a  figure  on  a  cross,  its 
head  crowned  with  thorns,  the  whole  sur- 
rounded with  luminous  rays.  He  looked 
at  this  apparition  for  more  than  half  an 
hour,  until  he  became  so  chilled  that  he 
had  to  enter  the  house  to  warm  himself. 
After  he  had  done  so,  he  returned  to  the 
same  spot,  but  found  that  the  apparition 
had  changed  its  place,  and  was  then  sus- 
pended over  the  Catholic  church.  He  also 
saw  a  hand  holding  a  rod,  after  which  the 
vision  disappeared.  The  rabbi  became 
very  thoughtful,  and  did  not  know  how  to 
account  for  what  he  had  seen.  It  was  ev- 
ident that  the  Messiah  of  the  Catholics,  as 
he  had  often  seen  Him  represented,  had  ap- 
peai'ed  to  him,  but  his  deep-rooted  preju- 
dice against  Christianity  would  not  allow 
him  for  a  "moment  to  think  of  ever  becom- 
ing a  Catholic.  Nevertheless,  he  could 
find  no  rest;  the  question  incessantly  re- 
curred, "  What  does  this  apparition  mean  ?" 
He  visited  the  synagogue  repeatedly,  and 
prayed  that  God  might  remove  the  im- 
pression left  on  his  mind  by  what  he  had 
seen.  But  his  prayers  were  so  dry,  cold, 
and  distracted,  that  he  was  not  able  to  con- 
tinue them.  He  now  visited  the  graves  of 
his  forefathers  to  find  comfort,  but  here  too 
he  was  disappointed,  and  it  seemed  to  him 
as  if  his  prayers  would  be  in  vain.  At  last 
he  dreamed  one  night  that  he  was  in  Jeru- 
usalem ;  here  he  saw  Moses,  Isaac,  and 
Jacob,  with  his  own  father ;  but  near  the 
three  patriarchs  stood  a  beautiful  figure, 
clothed  in  dazzling  white,  with  a  crown  on 
her  head.  "  Now,"  said  he  to  himself,  "I 
can  ask  the  patriarchs  what  I  am  to  do." 
Thereupon  his  father  said  :  "  Read  the  21st 
Psalm ;  there  you  will  find  what  you  have 
to  do ;  and,  pointing  wtih  his  finger  to- 
wards the  white  figure,  he  added :  "  She 
will  teach  you  what  you  should  know,"  and 
then  a  voice  was  heard  saying:  "Hail 
Mary,  full  of  grace,"  etc.  He  awoke  soon 
afterwards  and  saw  a  white  cross  with  his 
own  name  written  at  the  bottom  of  it. 

The  apparition  was  very  distinct,  but 
vanished  in  a  few  moments.  The  rabbi  rose 
immediately  and  looked  for  the  21st  Psalm, 


where  the  sufferings  of  our  Saviour  are  de- 
scribed. Although  he  had  frequently  read 
this  Psalm,  the  thought  had  never  struck 
him  that  it  had  reference  to  the  Saviour; 
but  now  he  discovered  clearly  the  scourged, 
the  afflicted,  the  crucified  Saviour,  and  not 
a  shadow  of  a  doubt  remained  in  his  mind 
as  to  what  he  should  do.  The  above-cited 
paper  gives  further  details  of  the  journey 
which  Abraham  Finger,  under  the  special 
guidance  of  Providence,  now  undertook  to 
the  Bishop  of  Cracow,  who  directed  him 
to  the  Dominican  convent.  "We  will  only 
add,  that  the  Jews  of  Wischnic  sought  so 
diligently  after  their  lost  rabbi  that  they 
finally  discovered  his  hiding-place.  But 
their  desolation  was  very  great  at  the 
thought  that  their  rabbi  should  become  a 
Catholic.  A  petition  was  forthwith  signed 
and  sent  to  the  Ministry  at  Vienna,  in 
which  it  was  asserted  that  the  rabbi  had  been 
forcibly  carried  off  by  Catholic  priests.  A 
committee  was  appointed  to  investigate 
the  matter.  In  the  presence  of  the  judge 
and  of  five  select  men  of  the  Jewish  con- 
gregation, Abraham  Finger  replied  "  that 
it  was  God  Himself,  in  His  unbounded 
mercy,  and  not  Catholic  priests,  who  had 
torn  him  from  the  Synagogue  ;  that  he  was 
a  Catholic,  and  that  no  human  power  could 
bring  him  back  to  Judaism."  B. 


The  following  is  the  Westminster  Ga- 
zette's translation  of  the  Holy  Father's 
Allocution  at  the  Consistory  of  the  25th 
June : 

"  VENERABLE  BRETHREN,— A  new  law,  opposed  in 
the  last  degree  (infestam)  to  the  Catholic  Church, 
its  laws,  privileges,  and  liberty,  no  less  than  to  civil 
society  itself,  has  been  promulgated  by  the  Subal- 
pine  Government,  of  which  We  are  minded  to  speak 
to  you,  venerable  brethren,  and  to  express  the  deep 
sorrow  of  Our  soul  for  this  cause,  in  this  your  illus- 
trious (amplissimo)  assembly.  We  speak  of  the  law 
by  which  that  Government,  after  the  innumerable 
other  attacks  it  has  dared  to  make  on  the  Church 
and  its  ministers,  has  not  hesitated  to  subject  clerics 
to  the  military  conscription.  Who  is  there  who 
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does  not  see  how  harmful  and  hostile  to  the  Church 
is  such  a  law,  hindering  as  it  does  the  exercise  of 
the  right  with  which  She  was  invested  by  our  Lord 
Himself,  and  impeding  her  in  the  choice  of  proper 
and  necessary  ministers,  appointed  by  the  same 
Divine  Lord  for  the  defence  and  propagation  of  His 
religion,  and  for  the  saving  of  souls  unto  the  end  of 
the  world — its  chief  object  being,  it  would  seem,  to 
destroy,  if  that  were  possible,  the  very  foundations 
of  the  Church  in  unhappy  Italy  ? 

"  Words  fail  Us  with  which  to  express  Our  rep- 
robation of  such  a  law.  That  We  have  omitted 
nothing  which  Our  Apostolic  office  required  of  Us 
on  this  occasion  is  well  known;  likewise  have  Our 
venerable  brethren,  the  prelates  of  Italy,  to  their 
honor  be  it  spoken,  made  every  due  reclamation 
and  expostulation  to  prevent  the  passing  of  such  a 
law.  Would  to  God,  venerable  brethren,  that  We 
were  not  called  to  mourn  also  the  grievous  wrongs 
wherewith  Our  most  Holy  Religion  has  been  sadly 
vexed  in  the  empire  of  Austria  and  kmgdom  of 
Hungary.  The  intelligence  which  reaches  Us  from 
the  kingdom  of  Spain  has  nothing  of  consolation  in 
it,  but  rather  cause  for  mourning.  The  Russian 
Government,  too,  continues  its  course  of  persecu- 
tion of  the  Church,  driving  nearly  all  the  Bishops 
into  exile  because  they  resolve  to  hear  and  obey  the 
Vicar  of  Christ  on  earth;  and  forbidding  them  to 
leave  the  empire  even  when  required  for  the  greater 
gain  of  the  Church,  and  impeding  all  communica- 
tion between  the  faithful  and  the  Holy  See. 

"  But,  amid  all  these  heavy  afflictions,  it  is,  in- 
deed, not  Our  least  consolation  to  observe  the  com- 
mendable pastoral  zeal  with  which  the  affairs  of 
the  Church  are  defended  by  her  prelates,  and  the  in- 
tegrity of  her  most  holy  doctrines  upheld  against 
the  snares  laid  by  impious  men  laboring  to  propa- 
gate their  errors.  We  have  confidence  in  the  future 
that  all  the  Catholic  clergy  will  imitate  the  exam- 
ples of  these  their  Bishops  according  to  their  strength. 

"  In  the  mean  time,  We  admonish  those  same  en- 
emies of  Christ  and  His  Church,  that  they  consider 
how  terrible  are  the  judgments  of  God  upon  such. 

"And  We,  venerable  brethren,  will  not  cease 
humbly  and  instantly  to  pray  to  the  Father  of 
Mercies  that  He  may  be  pleased  to  lead  back  into 
the  way  of  truth,  justice  and  salvation,  all  those 
who  are  unhappily  wandering  in  the  paths  of  per- 
dition, and  that  He  may  illustrate  and  magnify  the 
Catholic  Church  over  the  whole  earth  day  by  day 
with  triumphs  ever  new." 

The  allusion  in  this  Allocution  to  Russia,  and  the 
still  more  pointed  one  in  that  forwarded  in  my  last, 
refer  primarily  to  the  shocking  events,  accounts  of 
which  have  doubtless  reached  you  from  other  quar- 
ters, of  the  tragic  end,  which  certain  Liberal  papers 


even  have  called  a  martyrdom,  of  Mgr.  Lubienski, 
who  was  suffered  (not  to  use  a  more  active  verb) 
to  die  on  his  road  to  Siberia,  whither  he  was  sen- 
tenced. Though  much  too  ill  to  move,  he  was  hur- 
ried on  his  journey,  all  the  most  ordinary  and  nec- 
essary accompaniments  of  a  sick  bed  being  denied. 


Books  Received. 

All  publications  should  be   directed  to  Editor  Ave 
Maria,  Notre  Dame,  Ind. 

THE  WAY  OF  SALVATION  ;   in  Meditations  for  Every 
Day  in  the  Year.    By  St.  Liguori. 

WHY  MEN   DO  NOT    BELIEVE;  or  the  Principal 
Causes  of  Infidelity.    By  N.  J.  Laforet. 

Catholic  Publication  Society,  New  York.  • 

Among  the  many  sterling  reprints  which  the 
Catholic  Publication  Society  is  now  presenting  to 
the  public,  St.  Liguori's  works  are  the  best  suited  for 
the  souls  who  are  in  earnest  to  lead  a  Christian  life, 
or  have  at  least  a  heartfelt  desire  to  do  so.  The 
present  work :  "  The  Way  of  Salvation,"  will  not 
only  attract  the  attention  of  the  seriously  inclined 
but  will  hold  captive  even  the  giddy  and  thought- 
less who  may  by  chance — or  rather,  providentially, 
— glance  over  the  pages  of  this  book  so  replete  with 
important  truths,  as  full  of  soul-strengthening  re- 
flections as  an  egg  is  of  meat.  The  Catholic  Pub- 
lication Society  is  much  and  deservedly  praised  for 
issuing  tracts  written  in  the  style  that  is  popular 
nowadays  and  supposed  to  be  especially  catching 
to  many  who  would  turn  with  sheer  weariness  and 
lack  of  energy  from  a  book  that  purports  to  treat 
serious  affairs  in  a  serious  way.  The  flippancy  of 
the  reporters  of  the  police-court  scenes  and  terrible 
railroad  accidents ;  the  airy,  gassy,  quasi-humorous 
style  of  "Our  Correspondent"  from  London,  or 
Madrid,  or  Washington ;  the  free-and-easy,  short 
and  sprightly  sentences  of  the  French  chroniqueur 
— are  supposed  to  be  the  only  food  that  will  tempt 
the  appetite  and  sit  easily  on  the  intellectual  stom- 
achs of  the  great  majority  of  readers,  who  have 
caught  a  dyspepsia,  morally  and  mentally,  from 
partaking  too  long  and  too  freely  of  the  sickening 
and  debilitating  stuff  furnished  by  the  secular  press, 
and  which  is  found  at  railroad  stations  and  book- 
stands as  inevitably  as  the  dried-up  sponge  cake  and 
sodden  biscuit  on  the  restaurant  counter.  It  may 
be  that  for  some  such  it  is  necessary  to  lure  them 
with  small  portions  of  truth,  or  with  doctrine  well 
enveloped  in  popular  style,  as  children  must  be  in- 
duced to  cure  themselves  by  taking  homoeopathic 
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medicines  and  sugar-coated  pills.  Still,  we  hold  to 
St.  Liguori's  works,  and  such  as  his,  even  for  those 
readers  who  seem  to  be  so  far  gone.  St.  Liguori 
knew  the  people  of  his  times  well ;  and  they  were 
as  indifferent  and  thoughtless  as  any  youth  of  the 
present  day. 

The  edition  before  us  is  published  in  a  cheap, 
compact  form,  well  fitted  for  the  library  shelves  and 
for  steady  reading.  We  would  like  to  see  a  "  par- 
lor-table" edition — with  larger  type,  leaded,  and 
bound  in  the  same  style  as  the  second  book  men- 
tioned above :  "  Why  Men  do  not  Believe." 

The  translator  of  this  work  makes  an  apology  for 
presenting  it  to  the  English  public, — a  quite  un- 
necessary apology  certainly,  unless,  as  evidently  is 
the  case,  he  apologizes  simply  to  give  himself  an 
opportunity  of  showing  he  had  no  need  of  doing  so, 
but  that  on  the  contrary  he  did  praiseworthy  labor 
in  translating  the  book.  This  he  establishes  in 
these  fcis  own  words :  "  The  position  of  the  author, 
who  for  many  years  was  Professor  of  the  Theolog- 
ical Faculty,  his  clear-headed  accuracy,  his  candor 
and  liberality,  the  conspicuous  absence  from  these 
pages  of  any  bitter  ness  of  feeling  ....  are  a  sufficient 
earnest  of  his  competency  to  deal  with  this  question^ 
and  claim  for  him  the  attention  of  all  thoughtful, 
fair-minded  men  of  every  school  or  party." 


CANTARKJM  ROMANUM.    Pars  Prima :  Ordinarium 
Misses.   By  the  Monks  of  the  Order  of  St.  Benedict. 

Messrs.  Benziger,  Bros,  have  sent  us  the  first 
part  of  a  work  undertaken  by  the  Benedictine  Fa- 
thers. It  is  a  good  work,  in  good  hands.  We  are 
wofully  short  of  good  books  on  real  Church  Music 
in  the  United  States.  Even  in  those  churches  where 
the  Plain  Chant  is  introduced  with  more  or  less  suc- 
cess and  acceptance,  the  singers  have  to  depend  on 
books  brought  from  France,  which  do  not  always 
agree  in  the  notation.  The  introduction  of  this  book 
will  no  doubt  give  a  fresh  impulse  to  religious  sing- 
ing, and  by-and-by  we  shall  hear  the  whole  con- 
gregation not  only  singing  Vespers,  but  joining  in 
the  responses  at  Mass,  as  is  done  already,  we  hea'r, 
in  some  German  congregations.  Certainly  this  will 
be  hailed  with  pleasure  by  all  the  clergy ;  and  the 
priest  at  the  altar  when  he  bids  his  congregation 
to  raise  their  hearts  to  God, — "  Sursum  corda  " — 
will  be  much  more  convinced  that  his  people  have 
their  hearts  so  upraised  by  hearing  the  whole  con- 
gregation respond,  " Habemun  ad  Dominum"  than 
he  possibly  can  be  by  being  assured  of  the  fact  on 
the  doubtful  testimony  of  three  o'r  four  singers,  let 
them  sing  it  ever  so  well. 

We  do  like  the  Plain  Chant  in  church.  We  have 
had,  very  lately,  an  opportunity  of  comparing  the 


two  kinds  of  music  in  the  same  church.  During 
term  time,  the  choir  in  the  College  church  is  com- 
posed principally  of  the  students,  who  are  aided  by 
some  of  the  Professors.  They  deserve  great  praise 
— and  be  it  remarked,  en  passant,  they  have  received 
not  a  little — for  the  zeal  they  always  show  in  sing- 
ing the  praises  of  God ;  and  the  director  of  the  choir 
has  established  such  a  reputation  that  he  needs  no 
commendation  from  us.  During  vacation  the  stu- 
dents, student-like,  seek  their  homes  or  some  place 
out  of  College  bounds  to  get  comfortably  through 
the  months  of  July  and  August,  which  are  popular- 
ly supposed  to  be  very  hot.  The  College  choir  is 
then  replaced  by  Religious  home  again  from 
their  Missions — and  they  sing  Plain  Chant.  We 
have  heard  Plain  Chant  chanted  much  better  than 
they  chant  it ;  with  a  few  exceptions  we  could  not 
conscientiously  recommend  any  of  the  singers  as 
primi  bassi  or  primi  tenori,  or  primi  anything  else. 
Yet  we  can  assure  you,  gentle  readers, — pardon  us, 
you  who  fastidiously  object  to  the  use  of  that  apos- 
trophe--we  like  it,  because  it  is  handy,  and  it  is  en- 
couraging to  us  to  be  convinced  that  all  who  read 
the  AVE  MARIA  are  gentle,  gentlemen  and  gentle 
women,  and  gentle  folk  of  tender  years, — we  can 
assure  you  that  despite  the  disadvantage  of  the 
want  of  culture  displayed  rather  loudly  by  some  of 
the  voices,  we  individually,  and,  we  doubt  not,  the 
whole  congregation,  were  more  edified  by  the  grave, 
solemn  rythm,  the  grand,  peaceful,  powerful  march 
of  sound  produced  by  manly  voices  singing  Plain 
Chant,  than  ever  we  were  by  the  best  executed 
masses  during  the  year.  'Tis  true  that  the  ear  is  more 
tickled  by  the  fugues,  and  the  strains  of  soprano, 
tenor  and  base,  running  after  each  other — now  one 
ahead,  now  another,  and  then  the  third  passing  both 
with  flying  colors,  and  all  amicably  arriving  at  the 
winning-post  together,  where  they  stop,  while  the 
organist  goes  into  ecstacies  in  a  thundering  volun- 
tary. But  how  can  any  mortal  pray,  especially  if 
he  likes  music,  as  we  do,  when  listening  to  a  young 
boy,  for  instance,  or  a  young  girl  either,  taking  a  so- 
prano solo  that  would  require  a  Patti  to  execute  it 
well?  Even  the  pleasure  one  should  feel  listening 
to  what  is  really  good  music  gives  place  to  irrita- 
bility, or  a  species  of  agony — though  the  word  is 
rather  strong — as  the  daring  vocalist  leaps  at  A  or  C 
above  the  line  and  falls  on  G  sharp  or  B  flat.  Let 
us  listen  and  applaud  such  music  in  the  parlor, 
in  the  concert  room — but,  in  the  church?  No. 
You  cannot  pray  to  such  music.  But  lest  our  read- 
ers should  remember  and  apply  to  us  the  anecdote 
of  the  umpire  chosen  by  the  nightingale  and  owl  to 
judge  which  of  the  two  gang  the  best, — whose  deci- 
sion was  that  although  the  nightingale  sang  pr  t , 
well  indeed,  yet  for  a  good  sober  solid  song  the  owl 
was  far  superior, — we  draw  our  remarks  to  a  close, 
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and  give  some  extracts  from  the  author's  preface, 
which  is  printed  both  in  English  and  German. 

After  citing  the  encouraging  words  of  approba- 
tion uttered  by  the  Most  Rev.  Archbishops  and 
Bishops  assembled  in  Plenary  Council,  in  favor  of 
Plain  Chant,  etc.,  the  author  says : 

"  The  entire  range  of  liturgical  music  is  comprised 
in  three  great  divisions.  The  first  includes  those 
parts  of  divine  service  sung  by  the  Priest  alone,  or 
one  of  his  assistants,  at  the  altar ;  the  second  con- 
sists of  the  artistically  composed,  and  in  their  mod- 
ulations more  diversified,  pieces  intended  to  be  per- 
formed by  a  select  choir  of  practiced  singers — the 
Schola,  or  disinters1  Clioir.  The  third,  finally,  con- 
tains the  more  simple  and  frequently  repeated  strains 
of  Church  melody,  in  which  the  congregation  pres^ 
ent— the  People's  Choir— joins. 

"  This  first  little  volume,  destined  for  the  congre- 
gation, contains  the  Ordinary  of  the  Mass,  or,  in 
other  words,  those  pieces  which,  in  accordance  with 
the  different  feasts  and  seasons  of  the  ecclesiastical 
year,  are  sung  alternately,  in  two  choirs,  by  the 
whole  congregation  present  at  divine  service. 
Should  tliis  volume  meet  with  a  favorable  reception, 
and  the  Catholics  become  more  familiar  with  the 
rich  music  of  their  Church  and  forefathers  in  the 
faith,  we  would  most  cheerfully  follow  it  up  with  a 
second  volume,  comprising  the  other  services  chant- 
ed by  the  people  at  Vespers  and  Complins  ( Ves- 
perale),  and  during  Processions  and  other  functions 
of  public  worship  (Processionale). 

"  The  choral  melodies  of  these  two  volumes  de- 
scend from  the  Abbey  of  St.  Gall,  founded  by  the 
Irish  monk,  St.  Gallus.  They  were  introduced  there 
in  the  days  of  Charlemagne,  by  the  Roman  singers, 
Petrus  and  Romanus,  who  were  sent  to  the  country 
of  the  Franks  by  Pope  Adrian,  and  the  authentic 
Antiphonary  brought  thither  by  these  singers,  yie 
acknowledged  model  and  standard  in  every  century, 
is  still  extant  in  the  monastical  library. 

"The  score  of  these  melodies,  in  four  voices,  has 
already  gone  to  press,  and  will  be  published  in  a 
few  weeks,  for  the  use  of  the  organist,  being  so  ar- 
ranged that  it  can  be  sung  by  four  voices,  soprano, 
alto,  tenor,  and  bass,  either  with  or  without  ac- 
companiment of  the  organ." 


The  Opinione  Nazionale  (of  Florence)  continues 
its  articles  hostile  to  the  Council ;  it  now  announces 
in  great  "  funk  "  that  the  Pope  has  defeated  all  the 
measures  of  the  Italian  Government  against  it,  by 
authorizing  the  bishops  to  vote  by  proxy,  so  that 
placing  an  embargo  on  their  movements  would  be 
in  vain. 
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OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART, 


Solemn  Coronation  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  at  Issouduu,  France, 

IN  THE  NAME  OF  THE  SOVEREIGN  PONTIFF,  PIUS  IX, 

For  Wednesday,  8th  September,  1869,  the 

feast  of  the  Nativity  of  the  Most 

Blessed  Virgin. 


When  we  commenced  in  1865  to  an- 
nounce in  the  AVE  MARIA  the  existence  of 
a  new  religious  Association  in  France,  un- 
der-the  name  of  "  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,"  it  was  comparatively,  as  yet,  a 
small  beginning ;  a  certain  number  of  pi- 
ous souls  united  under  a  new  banner,  the 
title  of  which  was,  as  every  one  confessed, 
beautiful  in  itself  but  not  sure  yet  to  be 
admitted  in  Rome  and  by  the  hierarchy  at 
large.  It  was  the  hour  of  test. 

To  us,  however,  it  presented  no  reason 
to  question  its  happy  results.  Like  all  ex- 
cellent works  of  God,  it  had  to  be  tried; 
it  was  an  omen  of  success. 

A  few  years'  perseverance  on  the  part  of 
the  saintly  missionaries  who  had  the  signal 
hopor  to  originate  it,  has  now  placed  the 
destinies  of  the  pious  Association  beyond 
the  shadow  of  a  doubt ;  nay,  more,  the  As- 
sociation of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
is  fast  becoming  one  of  the  wonders,  even 
among  those  institutions  which  our  Holy 
Mother  has  most  wonderfully  blessed  in 
our  days.  The  following  pages,  which  we 
literally  translate  from  the  last  number  of 
the  Annals,  of  Issoudun,  will  show  what  an 
immense  interest  it  has  created  throughout 
all  Europe,  and  of  course  will  prove  a  source 
of  equal  joy  to  the  faithful  friends  of  Mary 
on  this  side  of  the  Atlantic. 

I.  THE  BISHOPS. 

His  Grace,  Monseigneur  the  Prince  de  la 
Tour  d'Auvergne,  Archbishop  of  Bourges, 
has  been  especially  appointed  by  Pius  IX 
our  august  associate,  to  crown,  in  the  name 
of  his  Holiness,  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart. 
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Our  venerable  Archbishop,  wishing  to 
give  all  possible  splendor  to  this  ceremony, 
proposes  to  invite,  besides  all  the  suffra- 
gan bishops  of  his  province,  all  the  other 
prelates,  already  so  numerous,  who  ac- 
knowledge and  encourage  by  their  exam- 
ple the  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart. 

In  the  next  number  of  the  Annals  we 
shall  be  able  (at  least  such  is  our  hope)  to 
give  a  list  of  the  names  of  the  bishops  and 
other  distinguished  personages  who  will 
honor  the  grand  fete  of  the  Coronation 
with  their  presence. 

II.  GENERAL  INVITATION. 

The  members  of  the  venerable  Chapter 
of  the  metropolitan  church  of  Bourges,  of 
the  clergy,  the  communities,  and  the  reli- 
gious confraternities  of  the  diocese,  will 
have,  as  is  their  due,  their  place  of  honor 
at  this  solemnity. 

Several  religious  orders,  of  different  dio- 
ceses, have  already  promised  us  to  send 
some  of  their  members  as  their  representa- 
tives to  this  fete,  which  cannot  be  confined 
within  the  narrow  limits  of  a  local  fete, 
but  which  ought  to  assume  the  character 
of  a  demonstration  as  universal  as  the  As- 
sociation itself. 

How  many  holy  Religious,  how  many 
fervent  missionaries,  how  many  apostolic 
priests,  how  many  ardent  Sisters  of  Charity 
have  given  us  their  assistance  in  spreading 
the  sweet  name  and  touching  devotion  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  to  the  most 
extreme  parts  of  the  world. 

From  the  reverend  Fathers  of  the  So- 
ciety of  Jesus,  who  first,  by  the  instrument- 
ality of  the  Reverend  Father  Ramie  re, 
lent  us  their  assistance  by  preaching,  as 
well  as  by  their  contributions;  from  the 
great  religious  orders  of  the  reverend 
Fathers  Trappists,  Benedictines,  Carthu- 
sians, Redemptorists,  Premontrists,  Ob- 
lates  of  Mary  Immaculate,  Lazarists,  Salva- 
torists,  Missionaries  of  the  Sacred  Hearts, 
etc.,  etc.,  even  to  the  communities  which, 
like  our  own,  are  yet  in  a  state.of  infancy, — 
who  could  tell  how  much  sympathy  and  gen- 


erous exertions  we  have  met  with  every- 
where? 

So,  having  entered  at  the  eleventh  hour 
into  the  vineyard  of  Jesus,  and  yet  hav- 
ing received  from  all  -so  fraternal  a  wel- 
come, we  humbly  invite  all  our  venera- 
ble brothers  in  the  apostolic  work,  our 
elders  in  the  service  of  God  and  of  the 
holy  Roman  Church,  to  join  with  us  in  the 
same  joy  and  in  the  same  song  of  triumph. 
Yes,  it  will  be  a  thrilling  sight  on  the  day 
of  the  8th  of  September  to  behold  grouped 
around  our  good  Mother  the  represent- 
atives of  all  those  religious  societies,  pro- 
claiming loudly  that  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  numbers  everywhere  hearts 
devoted  to  her  cause,  servants  and  apostles. 

After  the  bishops  and  our  brothers  in 
the  priesthood,  our  invitation  extends  to 
all  our  zelateurs  and  zelatrices,  who  are 
so  devoted ;  to  our  dear  and  numerous  as- 
sociates; but  more  especially  to  those  of 
both  sexes  who  have  received  distinguished 
marks  of  the  merciful  goodness  of  Mary 
invoked  under  the  glorious  title  of  the 
Sovereign  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus.  If  the 
Pilgrimage  to  Issoudun  is  of  advantage  to 
those  who  undertake  it,  each  day  of  the 
year  and  each  hour  of  the  day,  it  will  cer- 
tainly offer  sweeter  and  more  touching 
attractions  on  the  8th  of  September,  and 
at  the  consolatory  moment  of  the  corona- 
tion. On  this  great  occasion,  which  can 
never  occur  again,  it  is  only  right  that  we 
should  be  able  to  meet  an  entire  phalanx 
of  associates  who  have  been  favored  by  the 
graces  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart, — 
of  associates  who  can  exclaim  in  the  ac- 
cents of  gratitude,  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart  has  healed  me.  She  has  brought 
me  back  into  the  right  way.  She  has  con- 
verted my  father,  my  husband.  She  has 
restored  to  me  my  child.  She  has  brought 
me  hope  when  I  was  sunk  in  despair. 

And  now,  there  still  remain  souls  whom 
we  must  also  invite  to  this  grand  fe"te  ;  we 
mean  the  souls  of  those  who  are  suffering; 
the  hearts  which  are  assailed  with  sorrow; 
the  poor  and  the  sick  ;  those  mothers  who 
weep  over  the  errors  of  their  sons,  andthose 
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unhappy  Christians  who  are  sunk  in  de- 
spair. Let  them  come  to  mingle  with  us, 
and  doubtless  the  liberal  Treasurer  of  the 
riches  of  the  Saviour  will  pour  upon  them 
some  of  those  graces  to  which  she  attaches 
the  greatest  value.  Here  they  will  find  a 
release  from  their  woes,  if  God  judges 
it  likely  to  further  their  salvation ;  or  vir- 
tue to  endure  them  patiently,  like  Jesus 
Christ  on  Calvary,  and  Mary  at  the  foot  of 
the  Cross.  But  no  one  will  return  with- 
out having  received  some  favor  and  some 
consolation. 

With  regard  to  our  Associates  who  may 
be  prevented  from  coming  to  Issoudun 
by  the  distance,  their  necessary  occupa- 
tions, and  other  legitimate  causes,  we  in- 
vite them  to  unite  themselves  to  us  in  their 
hearts  and  minds,  as  we  unite  ourselves  to 
them  in  the  bonds  of  fraternal  love  ;  and 
the  same  day  on  which  the  centre  of  the 
Association  celebrates  the  fete  which  ought 
to  leave  behind  it  an  immortal  souvenir, 
all  the  innumerable  chapels  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  scattered  here  and 
there  in  the  five  portions  of  the  globe,  all 
the  altars  dedicated  to  her,  will  be  adorned 
with  their  richest  ornaments;  the  associ- 
ates will  not  fail  to  find  their  way  to  them  ; 
and  each  statue  of  the  sovereign  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  each  of  her  venerated  images, 
will  receive  its  little  crown,  its  little  dia- 
dem to  mark  the  fete.  We  have  already 
learned  that  in  the  numerous  dioceses  in 
which  the  Bishops  have  established  this 
puissant  devotion,  the  parishes  and  the 
sanctuaries  in  which  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart  resides  in  regal  state,  are  occu- 
pied in  preparing  an  exceptional  fete  for 
the  8th  of  September,  and  intend  to  crown 
their  statue  with  due  solemnity.  We  ap- 
plaud most  heartily  this  ingenious  idea, 
and  we  invite  our  zelateurs  and  zelatrices, 
separated  from  us  by  distance,  to  avail 
themselves  of  this  pious  emulation  and  re- 
peat with  a  holy  jealousy — 

Mary,  my  Mother,  Issoudun  alone 
Shall  not  the  diadem  on  thy  sweet  brow  place ; 
Beloved  of  heaven  and  earth's  furthest  zone ; 
Where'er  a  prayer  ascends  to  thee  for  grace, 


A  crown  shall  splendor  to  thy  form  impart, 
Our  own  sweet  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

III. RETREAT  PREPARATORY  TO  THE  FETE. 

For  the  three  last  months  the  material 
arrangements  for  this  extraordinary  feast 
have  been  carried  on  with  admirable  activ- 
ity, and  no  exertions  are  being  spared  to 
procure  for  the  8th  of  September  every- 
thing conducive  to  the  glory  of  Mary  and 
the  piety  of  the  pilgrims.  But  we  must 
not  forget  the  spiritual  preparation — which 
is,  after  all,  the  principal  thing,  and  with- 
out which  all  the  rest  would  be  valueless. 
Accordingly,  a  preparatory  retreat  of  three 
days  will  be  conducted  by  a  distinguished 
Religious  in  the  chapel  of  the  Missiona- 
ries of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  at  Issou- 
dun. It  will  commence  on  Sunday,  the 
5th  of  September.  Every  morning,  at 
half-past  eight,  there  will  be  a  Mass  and  in- 
struction. Every  evening,  at  eight  o'clock, 
there  will  be  a  sermon,  preceded  by  can- 
ticles and  followed  by  the  Benediction  of 
the  Blessed  Sacrament. 

We  would  entreat  the  parishes  in  which 
the  Confraternity  of  the  Sacred  Heart  is 
established,  as  also  all  our  associates,  to 
make  this  little  retreat  according  to  their 
means  of  doing  so,  in  order  that  on  the 
eighth  of  September  a  great  number  of 
souls  may  have  the  happiness  of  kneeling 
together  before  the  holy  table  and  uniting 
themselves  in  a  closer  and  more  fervent 
manner  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus.  Mary  re- 
serves for  that  day  an  abundant  stock  of 
graces,  but  she  will  distribute  them  in 
proportion  to  the  prayers  and  dispositions 
of  each  individual. 

Besides  this  preparatory  retreat,  there 
will  be  for  the  eight  days  succeeding  the 
coronation,  instructions  in  the  morning,  at 
the  half-past  eight  o'clock  Mass,  and  in 
the  evening  a  sermon  at  eight  o'clock. 

IV. DAY  OF  THE  FETE, SEPTEMBER  8. 

Order  of  the  JZxercises. 

From  three  o'clock  in  the  moming,  and 
before,  should  it  be  required,  all  the  altars 
of  our  chapels  will  be  placed  at  the  dispo- 
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sal  of  the  clergy,  and  the  Masses  will  suc- 
ceed each  other  without  interruption  until 
eight  o'clock.  We  earnestly  recommend 
our  dear  confreres  who  may  come  as  pil- 
grims to  give  in  their  names  beforehand, 
so  as  to  ensure  themselves  an  opportu- 
nity of  celebrating  one  or  other  of  the 
Masses. 

At  eight  o'clock,  consecration  of  the  al- 
tar of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  and  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  by  his  Grace 
the  Archbishop  of  Bourges,  assisted  by 
several  other  bishops  and  high  dignitaries 
of  the  Church. 

Pontifical  High  Mass,  with  music.  A 
sermon  by  one  of  the  first  bishops  in 
France.  A  general  report  submitted  of 
the  Association,  and  appropriate  chants 
in  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

At  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  a  grand 
procession  will  be  formed  to  carry  the 
statue  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  in 
triumph  through  the  streets  of  Issoudun. 
It  will  be  preceded  by  all  the  confraterni- 
ties of  the  different  dioceses,  bearing  the 
banners,  the  emblems  of  the  principal  coun- 
tries and  to\vns  in  which  the  Association 
is  already  established,  and  the  two  magnifi- 
cent diadems  of  gold  and  precious  stoness 
blessed  by  our  Holy  Father  the  Pope.  The 
statue  will  be  surrounded  by  a  guard  of 
honor,  by  the  Children  of  the  Little  Work 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  by  the  cortege  of 
the  bishops. 

The  statue  of  our  good  Mother,  the  em- 
blems, banners,  etc.,  will  only  be  confided 
to  such  zelateurs  and  zelatrices  as  have  ap- 
plied by  letter  for  that  purpose.  It  is  a 
glory  which  everyone  would  claim,  and  in 
which  we  shall  endeavor  to  make  as  many 
participate  as  possible. 

With  regard  to  the  parishes,  communi- 
ties, and  individuals  who  may  desire  to 
display  in  this  memorable  procession  their 
banners,  standards  and  appropriate  deco- 
rations, they  would  do  well  to  inform  us 
of  their  wishes  and  send  -them  to  us  as 
soon  as  possible,  that  we  may  be  able  to 
appropriate  a  fitting  place  to  each  object. 

The  streets  of  the  town  will  be  dressed 


with  flags  and  ornamented  with  garlands, 
triumphal  arches  and  symbolical  decora- 
tions to  the  honor  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart. 

On  the  return  of  the  procession  a  ser- 
mon will  be  preached  by  one  of  the  greatest 
bishops  of  fiance  ;  coronation  of  the  stat- 
ue by  his  Grace  the  Prince  de  la  Tour  cTAu- 
vergne,  Archbishop  of  Bourges  ;  a  solemn 
Te  Deum ;  public  consecration  to  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  of  the  whole 
town  of  Issoudun,  of  the  entire  Diocese  of 
Bourges,  of  France,  and  of  all  the  Associ- 
ates throughout  the  Catholic  world;  Ben- 
ediction of  the  Most  Blessed  Sacrament; 
illumination  of  every  part  of  the  church, 
and  the  blessing  given  to  the  people  by  all 
the  bishops  and  archbishops  present. 

A  sermon  and  Benediction  will  also  be 
given  on  the  square  in  front  of  the  church, 
in  order  that  no  one  may  be  deprived  of 
the  consolations  of  the  fete.  There  will 
also  be  a  Mass  there.  After  dark  the 
whole  town  will  be  splendidly  illuminated ; 
in  the  evening,  at  eight  o'clock,  a  sermon 
and  Benediction.  On  the  evening  of  the 
last  day,  a  sermon  to  close  the  proceed- 
ings. 

Many  of  our  Associates,  regretting  their 
inability  to  offer  personally  their  pious 
homage  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
on  the  festival  day  of  her  coronation,  in- 
tend to  have  cierges  lighted  before  her 
statue  on  that  day.  We  beg  they  will  sig- 
nify their  intentions  to  us  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible, in  order  that  their  wishes  may  be 
put  into  execution. 

From  the  moment  the  ceremony  of  the 
coronation  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  has  been  completed,  up  to  the  even- 
ing of  the  fifteenth  of  September,  a  ple- 
nary indulgence  has  been  granted  by  our 
Holy  Father  the  Pope,  to  those  who,  on 
the  ordinary  conditions,  shall  offer  prayers 
before  the  venerated  statue. 

V. — THE  OCTAVE  OF  THE  FETE. 

The  first  three  days  of  the  octave — that 
is  to  say,  the  9th,  10th  and  llth  Septem- 
ber— the  Most  Holy  Sacrament  will  be  ex- 
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posed  to  the  veneration  of  the  faithful  dur- 
ing the  whole  day,  and  the  exercises  of 
adoration  will  take  place  as  follows :  in 
the  morning,  at  half-past  six,  exposition 
of  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament ;  in  the  even- 
ing, at  eight,  a  sermon  and  the  Benedic- 
tion of  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament. 

The  four  last  days — that  is  to  say,  the 
12th,  13th,  14th  and  15th  :  in  the  morning, 
at  half-past  eight  o'clock,  Mass  and  instruc- 
tion ;  in  the  evening,  at  eight  o'clock,  a 
sermon  and  Benediction.  On  the  evening 
of  the  last  day,  a  sermon  to  close  the  pro- 
ceedings. 

From  the  above  extracts  our  readers 
will  perceive  that  we  are  about  to  witness 
at  Issoudun  something  of  the  Marseilles 
gorgeous  solemnity  in  1866.  We  wish 
our  friends  to  associate  themselves  in  spirit 
and  in  heart  to  the  grand  demonstration 
now  announced  for  the  8th  of  September, 
and  on  which  the  eyes  of  several  millions 
will  be  steadily  fixed  from  all  parts  of  the 
world. 

Therefore  we  lay  before  them  even  the 
first  preparations  made  for  the  memorable 
event,  that  when  it  comes  to  pass  they 
may  fully  understand  and  appreciate  what 
an  intense  and  abiding  love  it  will  reveal 
towards  our  Blessed  Mother. 

We  feel  most  peculiarly  interested  in 
the  forthcoming  festivities  at  Issoudun, 
from  the  fact  that  we  ourselves,  here  in 
the  far  West, — "du  fond  de  VAmerique 
du  Nbrd,"  as  they  said  in  France, — gave 
them,  three  years  in  advance,  an  example 
which,  as  we  learned  from  their  own  lips, 
they  exceedingly  admired ;  for  we  too, 
with  no  recent  instructive  antecedent  from 
anyone,  had  our  crowning  of  the  statue  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  by  a  dele- 
gate of  the  Holy  Father,  viz :  the  venera- 
ble Primate  of  the  hierarchy  in  the  United 
States,  with  five  other  dintinguished  prel- 
ates, and  an  immense  crowd  listening  for 
more  than  an  hour  with  breathless  atten- 
tion to  the  eloquent  discourse  of  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Baltimore. 

All  this  we   refer  to  without  the  least 


sentiment  of  jealousy;  although  we  felt 
very  proud  indeed  of  our  doings  at  Notre 
Dame  on  the  31st  of  May  1866,  we  most 
heartily  wish  our  saintly  fathers  at  Issou- 
dun, on  the  8th  of  September,  a  triumph  a 
hundred  times  more  glorious  to  our  Holy 
Mother.  They  will  undoubtedly  far  ex- 
ceed us  in  all  things,  save  one,  which  we 
know  will  not  be  surpassed  even  there;  we 
will  name  it  in  due  time. 

Issoudun  is  now  unquestionably  a  re- , 
nowned  pilgrimage,  where  a  series  of  won- 
ders has  fairly  been  commenced.  Heaven 
knows  how  many  blessings  will  be  poured 
down  there  upon  faithful  Christian  souls. 
This  is  what  we  humbly  purpose  to  imitate 
here,  by  build  ing  a  new  church  to  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart.  Not  only  do  we  in- 
tend it  as  a  monument,  a  solemn  homage 
to  our  glorious  Queen,  but  a  standing  in- 
vitation and  exhortation  to  the  devoted 
children  of  Mary  to  come  and  pray  at  her 
especial  altar,  where  we  trust  their  fervor 
will  soon  draw  special  favors  and  graces. 
That  we  are  determined  to  spare  nothing 
to  make  it  a  monument  of  faith  and  devo- 
tion not  unworthy  of  the  cause,  will  soon 
be  evident  when  the  foundations  of  the 
new  sanctuary  shall  have  been  laid. 
_;  One  of  the  finest  churches  in  Rome,  that 
of  the  Jesu,  has  been  taken  for  a  model.  In 
proportions,  as  well  as  in  form  and  shape, 
ours  willbe  the  reproduction  of  the  original, 
according  to  the  means  supplied  by  the  lib- 
erality of  our  friends.  We  had  the  pleas- 
ure to  see,  a  few  weeks  since,  at  Montreal, 
a  quasi  strict  fac-simile  of  the  Jesu  of 
Rome.  It  is  the  chief  pride  of  the  City  of 
Mary.  It  has  been  finished  within  the  as- 
tonishingly short  time  of  two  years  from 
the  day  it  was  commenced  ;  cost,  two  hun- 
dred thousand  dollars  in  gold.  There, 
they  do  not  trifle  when  the  cause  of  their 
holy  Patroness  is  in  question ;  why  should 
we  here? 


IT  is  not  enough  that  the  spring  should 
be  all  blossoms,  if  the  autumn  bears  no 
fruit. — /St.  Francis  de  /Sales. 
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DRESS. 

Dress  is  really  only  intended  to  serve 
the  purposes  of  decency,  and  to  protect  us 
from  the  vicissitudes  of  the  seasons.  But  in 
all  ages  of  the  world,  women  have  sought 
in  it  the  means  of  adorning  their  persons 
and  feeding  their  vanity ;  the  history  of  the 
most  ancient  nations  sufficiently  proves 
this,  and  shows  us  that  poor  human  nature 
has  always  displayed  the  same  weakness. 

In  all  countries,  custom  gives  the  law, 
provided  it  is  reasonable.  Prudent  per- 
sons avoid  rendering  themselves  singular 
in  their  dress,  and  even  give  way  in  moder- 
ation to  any  fashion  which  is  generally 
adopted.  But  it  is  the  part  of  a  serious 
mind  to  disregard  mere  caprices  of  taste 
and  to  despise  vain  ornaments. 

Further,  simplicity  in  dress  is  one  of 
the  distinguishing  characteristics  of  a  sen- 
sible, moral,  and  strong-minded  nation, 
while  an  excess  of  luxury  is  the  most  or- 
dinary symptom  of  moral  corruption. 

When  the  Saviour  wished  to  wrest  the 
world  from  all  the  vices  which  were  hur- 
rying it  to  ruin,  He  proclaimed  war  against 
wealth,  effeminacy,  pleasure  and  pride,  and 
at  the  same  time  against  whatever  tended 
to  favor  those  passions.  It  was  for  this 
reason  that  the  apostles  inspired  the  first 
Christians  with  such  a  profound  contempt 
for  earthly  vanities.  Saint  Paul,  more 
especially,  prohibited  women  from  indulg- 
ing in  any  worldly  excess  in  dress.  He 
writes  to  his  beloved  disciple  Timothy  : 
"  Let  the  women  be  dressed  as  decency  re- 


quires; adorning  themselves  with  mod- 
esty and  sobriety,  and  not  with  plaited 
hair,  or  gold,  or  pearls,  or  costly  array; 
but  as  itbecqineth  women  professing  piety, 
with  good  works."  Here  we  have,  in  a  few 
lines,  the  external  portrait  of  a  Christian 
woman.  Does  it  resemble  the  fashionable 
sketches  we  meet  with  every  day? 

I  leave  you,  ladies,  to  reply  to  this  ques- 
tion. 

I  am  quite  persuaded  that  it  resembles 
that  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  ;  for  she  was  a 
model  of  modesty,  as  we  are  assured  by 
tradition.  Her  inclinations  turned  rather 
towards  simplicity  and  poverty  than  to- 
wards luxury  and  riches;  for  she  was  en- 
tirely devoid  of  affectation  and  pretension. 
Her  elevation  of  soul  prevented  her  from 
attaching  any  value  to  vain  ornaments  or 
deriving  any  satisfaction  from  their  pos- 
session. 

Were  it  possible  to  see  again  this  Queen 
of  heaven  and  earth  in  the  modest  costume 
she  wore  even  at  the  highest  festivals, 
when  she  carried  Jesus  in  her  arms  to  the 
temple  at  Jerusalem,  I  should  like  to  range 
around  her  in  grand  pomp  those  vain 
Christian  women  who  array  themselves 
like  courtezans  and  found  all  their  glory 
on  the  splendor  of  their  jewels.  What  a 
singular  contrast  would  be  presented  to 
our  view !  On  the  one  sido  sanctity,  merit, 
true  greatness — clad  in  the  simplest  gar- 
ments ;  and  on  the  other,  sin,  folly  and 
meanness — splendidly  attired  and  glittering 
with  gold  !  Outwardly,  Mary,  true  daugh- 
ter of  heaven,  is  simple  even  to  humility ; 
but  inwardly  she  conceals  treasures  of 
virtue;  her  soul  is  adorned  with  every 
grace,  and  her  heart  is  large  as  that  of  a 
seraph.  Jesus,  quite  alone  on  her  bosom, 
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is  a  jewel  which  heaven  and  earth  might 
envy  her. 

These  other  women,  who  eclipse  her  by 
their  ornaments,  can  perhaps  lay  claim  to 
no  higher  value  than  that  of  the  robes  they 
wear.  Gold  and  pearls  flash  in  their  hair 
and  on  their  bosoms,  but  too  often  there 
are  but  wretched  thoughts  in  their  heads 
and  shameful  passions  in  their  hearts.  All 
their  wealth  is  on  the  outside,  while  within 
all  is  poverty.  They  are  perhaps  whit- 
ened sepulchres,  according  to  the  energetic 
expression  of  the  Saviour;  outwardly  beau- 
tiful, they  contain  nothing  but  corruption 
within.  Ladies,  you  will  imitate  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  not  these  women  so  brilliantly 
masked.  You  will  seek  real  merit  in  virtue 
and  not  in  ornaments.  Would  you  not  blush 
to  be  of  less  value  than  the  clotfies  you 
wear? 

You  have  too  much  good  sense  to  believe 
that  dress  confers  any  real  merit,  or  makes 
anyone  more  truly  estimable.  What  can 
be  more  ridiculous  than  to  claim  for  your- 
selves superiority  over  others,  solely  be- 
cause your  boots  are  more  fashionably  made, 
your  dresses  more  expensive,  your  hair 
more  elegantly  arranged,  your  carriages 
turned  out  in  better  style,  or  your  servants 
more  numerous  ?  All  this  proves  real  lit- 
tleness of  mind.  Everyone  allows  this,  and 
yet  how  many  are  the  dupes  of  the  con- 
trary idea !  A  fashionably  dressed  woman, 
who  excites  the  admiration  of  fools,  walks 
in  a  dignified  manner,  speaks  proudly,  re- 
turns the  salutations  of  her  acquaintance 
with  complaisance,  and  smiles  on  all  with 
peculiar  grace.  Deprive  her  of  her  ad- 
ventitious charms,  and  give  her  a  common 
dress — she  is  put  out  of  countenance,  and 
loses  all  her  assurance  and  presence  of  mind ; 
she  would  gladly  escape  the  observation 
of  the  public,  and  becomes  painfully  sensi- 
ble of  her  intrinsic  weakness.  Clothe  her 
once  more  in  her  theatrical  wardrobe,  and 
she  immediately  recovers  her  sense  of  per- 
sonal importance. 

So,  how  many  women  sacrifice  every- 
thing to  dress  !  How  many  young  girls 
pine  in  destitution  all  the  week,  to  pro- 


cure the  means  of  flaunting  their  tawdry 
finery  on  the  Sunday !  How  many  wives 
ruin  their  husbands  and  condemn  their 
families  to  subsist  on  the  meanest  fare,  in 
order  to  satisfy  their  own  vanity !  I  say 
nothing  of  the  degradation  and  crime  with 
which  they  often  purchase  the  splendor 
they  parade  so  proudly.  What  shall  we 
say  of  those  immodest  fashions  invented 
by  the  devi-1  to  seduce  and  corrupt  the  hu- 
man heart?  Must  Christian  women  adopt 
these,  in  order  to  escape  the  reproach  of 
singularity!  Is  fashion  a  law  which  must 
abrogate  that  of  God?  Did  our  Lord  or 
His  apostles  ever  inculcate  the  necessity 
of  our  submitting  ourselves  blindly  to  the 
whims  and  caprices  of  the  world?  On  the 
contrary,  they  plainly  commanded  the  faith- 
ful of  their  time  to  break  entirely  with  the 
ways  of  the  age  in  which  they  lived. 
Baptism  was  the  solemn  renunciation  of 
the  works  of  Satan,  and  of  his  vain  pomps. 
Since  that  time  the  Gospel  remains  un- 
changed, despite  the  successive  changes 
which  manners  have  undergone.  It  is 
still  unalterably  true  that  we  must  abjure 
all  pagan  maxims  and  usages  if  we  would 
really  obtain  the  joys  of  heaven.  Our 
blessed  Lord  Himself  has  said  "Whoever 
shall  be  ashamed  of  Me  and  My  words,  of 
him  shall  the  Son  of  Man  be  ashamed 
when  He  shall  come  in  His  majesty  and  in 
that  of  His  Father  and  of  the  holy  angels." 


THE  VANITY  OF  DRESS. 

There  is  no  absurdity  in  the  article  of  dress 
which  has  not  received  the  stamp  of  fash- 
ion, and  which  may  not  receive  it  again. 
Imagine  what  extravagance  you  will — rest 
assured  it  has  already  been  in  vogue  in  fe- 
male attire,  and  may  be  so  again.  Heaven 
defend  us  from  entering  into  details,  or  we 
might  find  ourselves  in  a  labyrinth  from 
which  escape  would  be  difficult. 

Let  us  rather  deduce  a  moral  from  our 
subj  ect. 

Madame  L is  by  no  means  rich,  and 

yet  her  love  of  dress  amounts  to  a  passion. 
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In  fact,  she  loves  it  more  than  she  does 
her  husband  and  her  children  (who  pay  the 
penalty  of  her  folly);  and  infinitely  more 
than  she  does  her  God,  whose  service  she 
neglects. 

God  has,  however,  given  her  a  daughter, 
of  whose  beauty  she  is  inordinately  proud. 
But  instead  of  showing  her  gratitude  for 
this  gift,  she  has  moulded  the  child  from 
her  earliest  infancy  in  all  the  caprices  of 
vanity.  She  regarded  her  from  her  very 
childhood  as  a  kind  of  doll  which  was  to 
be  decked  with  lace  and  ribbons,  and  to  be 
exposed  to  the  gaze  of  everyone  like  some 
rare  gem.  The  child  was  not  slow  to  profit 
by  such  lessons;  now  she  is  more  deeply 
versed  in  the  mysteries  of  the  toilet  than 
most  milliners,  and  she  even  exceeds,  her 
mother  in  pretensions — which  is  saying  a 
good  deal.  Her  teachers  failed  in  impart- 
ing to  her  any  kind  of  useful  knowledge, 
and  she  grew  up  ignorant,  proud,  imperti- 
nent and  foolish. 

Her  mother  impatiently  awaited  the  time 
when  she  might  dispose  of  her  in  marriage, 
feeling  assured  that  crowds  of  admirers 
would  contend  for  the  preference  of  so 
charming  a  girl.  She  had  conjured  up  the 
most  brilliant  visions  for  the  future  of  her 
beautiful  Idalie  (such  was  the  Cytherean 
name  she  had  received  at  thebaptismal  font) 
and  anticipated  her  triumphs.  But  things 
turned  out  very  opposite  to  her  expecta- 
tions ;  no  one  came  forward  to  make  the  all- 
important  offer.  It  was  in  vain  that  Idalie 
paraded  her  charms  on  the  boulevards,  at  all 
the  public  fetes,  in  the  drawing-rooms  of 
her  friends,  and  at  the  theatres.  No  desir- 
able husband  was  forthcoming.  Stung 
with  disappointment,  she  added  to  her 
original  attractions  the  coquetry  of  seem- 
ing devotion ;  but,  as  far  as  she  was  con- 
cerned, men  who  frequented  the  churches 
were  not  less  prudent  than  those  who  never 
entered  them. 

She  might  easily  have  divined  the  cause 
of  this  coolness  on  their  part,  had  she  not 
been  so  infatuated  with  the  charms  of  her 
own  person.  Men  of  good  sense  invaria- 
bly prefer  a  modest  and  serious  woman  to 


an  empty-headed  coquette.  Those  who,  be- 
ing poor,  wish  to  make  their  fortunes,  are 
fully  aware  how  costly  an  appendage  a  wo- 
man of  this  description  proves  to  her  un- 
fortunate husband,  while  those  already  in 
possession  of  ample  means  know  the  ex- 
act value  of  these  actresses  in  real  life.  In 
neither  class  do  they  find  admirers  who  es- 
teem them  sufficiently  to  offer  them  mar- 
riage, though  of  course  they  have  no  ob- 
jection to  dancing  with  them  at  evening 
parties. 

As  time  advances,  the  brilliant  Idalie 
perceives  that  her  ribbons  begin  to  fade, 
her  lace  to  get  shabby,  even  her  personal 
charms  to  vanish,  and  still  she  is  as  far  as 
ever  from  the  matrimonial  triumphs  she  had 
expected  and  which  her  mother  had  seen 
in  prophetic  visions  some  fifteen  years  be- 
fore. The  latter  cannot  comprehend  how 
it  is,  attributes  it  to  some  kind  of  fatal- 
ity, complains  about  it  to  everybody,  and  is 
duly  laughed  at  by  everybody  for  her  pains 
— as  usually  happens.  How  is  it  that  the 
mother  and  daughter  are  the  only  persons 
ignorant  of  the  real  state  of  the  case?  In 
the  part  of  the  town  in  which  they  reside, 
the  hallucinations  of  Idalie  and  hermother 
form  the  grand  topic  of  conversation,  and 
will  ere  long  assume  a  proverbial  form. 

The  greater  the  efforts  they  make  to  at- 
tract attention  and  to  repair  the  inevita- 
ble ravages  of  time,  the  more  ridiculous 
they  render  themselves  and  the  more  they 
expose  themselves  to  the  laughter  of  oth- 
ers. Is  it  not  full  time  for  them  to  open 
their  eyes,  to  blush  for  their  errors,  to  re- 
nounce their  empty  pretensions,  and  to  turn 
their  ambition  towards  that  other  life  in 
which  they  must  ere  long  render  a  strict 
account  of  the  manner  in  which  they  have 
employed  the  one  given  to  them  here  below? 


AN  English  gentleman,  having  made  a 
rockwork  planted  with  ferns  in  front  of  his 
house,  presumed  upon  the  ignorance  of 
callers  for  alms  by  posting  up  this  notice: 
"  Beggars,  beware  !  Scolopendriums  and 
polypodiums  are  set  here  !" 


54.O 


AVE      MARIA 


Blossoms  of  Faith  and  Love,  or  Bouquets 
for  every  Season. 


No.  X.-THE  ASSUMPTION. 


[Concluded  from  last  week.] 

II. THE  MERIT  OF  CONFIDENCE  AND  PURITY 

OF  MOTIVE. 

On  another  occasion,  "  as  St.  Gertrude 
was  ill  on  the  solemnity  of  the  Assump- 
tion, she  was  unable  to  fulfil  her  intention 
of  saying  the  Ave  Maria  as  many  times  as 
the  Blessed  Virgin  had  been  years  on  earth ; 
but  she  tried  to  supply  for  this  devotion 
in  some  degree  by  the  three  aspirations — 
Ave  Maria,  gratia  plena,  Dominus  tecum. 
As  she  offered  them  with  great  fervor  for 
herself  and  those  committed  to  her  Care,  our 
Lady  appeared  to  her  in  glory,  clothed 
with  a  green  mantle  covered  with  golden 
flowers  in  the  form  of  trefoils,  and  said  to 
her :  '  Behold  how  I  am  adorned  with  as 
many  flowers  as  those  for  whom  you  have 
prayed  have  uttered  words  in  their  petition 
to  me  ;  the  brilliancy  of  these  flowers  cor- 
respond to  the  fervor  of  their  petitions ; 
and  I  will  turn  this  to  their  advantage,  to 
render  them  more  agreeable  to  my  Son  and 
all  the  celestial  court.' 

"  St.  Gertrude  observed  also  that  the 
Blessed  Virgin  had  some  roses  with  six 
leaves  amongst  the  trefoils,  and  that  three 
of  these  leaves  were  golden,  and  enriched 
with  precious  stones  ;  while  the  other  three, 
which  alternated  with  the  former,  were  dis- 
tinguished by  an  admirable  variety  of  col- 
ors. The  three  golden  leaves  indicated  the 
threefold  division  of  the  Ave  Maria  which 
she  had  made  during  her  sickness  ;  and 
the  three  other  leaves  were  added  by  our 
Lord, — the  first  to  reward  her  for  the  love 
with  which  she  saluted  and  praised  His 
most  sweet  Mother ;  the  second,  for  her 
discretion  and  prudence  in  regulating  her 
devotions  during  her  illness  ;  and  the  third, 
for  the  confidence  which  she  had  that  the 
Lord  and  His  loving  Mother  would  accept 
the  little  she  had  done. 

"At  Prime,  St.  Gertrude  besought  our 


Lord  to  obtain  His  Blessed  Mother's  favor 
for  her,  as  she  feared  she  had  never  been 
sufficiently  devout  to  her.  Our  Lord  then, 
after  bestowing  many  marks  of  tenderness 
and  filial  affection  on  His  divine  Mother, 
said  to  her :  '  Remember,  My  beloved 
Mother,  that  for  your  sake  I  am  indulgent 
to  sinners,  and  regard  My  elect  as  if  she 
had  served  you  all  her  life  with  devotion.' 
At  these  words  this  most  pure  Mother  gave 
herself  entirely  to  Gertrude,  for  the  sake 
of  her  Divine  Son." 

III. — HOW   THIS    GRACIOUS  QUEEN    PROTECTS 
HER  SUBJECTS. 

"  At  the  words  Ut  sua  nos  defensione 
munitos,*  which  Gertrude  read  with  spe- 
cial devotion,  she  beheld  the  Mother  of 
God"  extending  her  mantle  as  if  to  receive 
beneath  its  shelter  all  those  who  fled  to 
her  patronage.  The  holy  angels  then 
brought  all  who  had  prepared  themselves 
very  devoutly  for  this  Feast,  and  presented 
them  to  her  as  fair  young  virgins,  who 
stood  before  her  as  before  their  mother; 
while  these  good  angels  defended  them 
from  the  snares  of  evil  spirits,  and  care- 
fully incited  them  to  good  actions.  The 
saint  understood  that  they  had  obtained 
this  angelic  protection  by  the  words  Ut 
sua  defensione,  &c. ;  for  at  her  command 
the  angels  never  fail  to  protect  and  defend 
those  who  invoke  this  glorious  Virgin. 

"  A  number  of  small  animals  appeared 
afterwards  under  the  mantle  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin;  and  this  signified  those  .sinners 
who  addressed  themselves  to  her  with  de- 
votion. The  Mother  of  mercy  received 
them  with  the  greatest  charity,  and  cov- 
ered them  with  her  mantle ;  thus  mani- 
festing with  what  affability  she  treats 
those  who  have  recourse  to  her,  how  she 
protects  them  even  during  their  wander- 
ings, and  if  they  recognize  their  faults  and 
return  to  her  she  reconciles  them  to  her 
Son  by  a  sincere  penance.  At  the  Eleva- 
tion, St  Gertrude  saw  our  Lord  imparting 
Himself  with  all  the  joys  of  His  Divinity 


*  "That  defended  by  her  protection,"  &c.—  Col- 
lect for  tlie  Mass  of  tJie  Assumption. 
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and  Humanity  to  all  those  who  had  as- 
sisted at  Mass  with  special  devotion  in 
honor  of  His  Blessed  Mother,  and  who  had 
desired  to  serve  her  devoutly  on  the  day 
of  her  Assumption." 

IV. EXERCISES    IN  HONOR   OF    THE   ASSUMP- 
TION, FOR  A  HAPPY  DEATH. 

1.  Let  us  consider  how  glorious  Mary 
was  at  her  death,  being  comforted  not  only 
by    the  apostles  and  saints,  but  also  by  her 
Divine  Son  ;  and  while  we  reflect  on  the 
joy  which   filled   her    soul    at   this  grace 
granted  alone  to  her,  let  us  entreat  her 
for  ourselves : 

Glorious  Virgin,  who  at  the  moment  of 
thy  death  wast  comforted  by  the  sight  of 
thy  beloved  Son,  Jesus,  and  didst  yield  up 
thy  spirit  in  His  arms ;  oh,  pray  for  us, 
that  at  the  hour  of  death  we  too  may  be 
comforted  by  receiving  Jesus  in  the  most 
holy  Viaticum,  and  that  we  may  tranquilly 
yield  our  souls  to  Him,  always  desirous 
that  His  most  holy  will  be  done.  Amen. 
[Hail  Mary,  three  times.] 

2.  Let  us  consider  how  gloriously  Mary 
was  taken  up  to  heaven,  escorted  by  many 
legions  of  angels,  and  blessed  souls  drawn 
by  her  merits  out  of  purgatory ;  and,  re- 
joicing in  that  majestic  triumph,  let  us  with 
all  humility  offer  to  her  our  supplications: 

Great  Queen,  who  wast  assumed  so  roy- 
ally into  the  kingdom  of  eternal  peace ;  oh, 
take  from  us  all  vain  desires  forthe  tran- 
sient things  of  earth,  that  our  hearts  may 
be  fixed  upon  the  contemplation  of  the  un- 
changing joys  of  heaven.  Amen.  [Hail 
Mary,  three  times.] 

3.  Let  us  consider  how  glorious  Mary 
is  in  heaven,  by  reason  of  her  patronage  of 
mankind,  and  the  power  she  has  to  aid  us 
in  all  our  necessities ;  wherefore,  with  lively 
confidence  in  having  for  our  patroness  the 
very  Mother  of  our  God,  let  us  invoke  her: 

Mary,  our  most  powerful  Patroness,  whose 
glory  it  is  in  heaven  to  be  the  advocate 
of  mankind ;  oh,  preserve  us  thy  children 
from  the  touch  of  the  enemy  of  man,  and 
and  place  us  safe  in  the  arms  of  our  Crea- 
tor. Amen.  [Hail  Mary,  three  times.] 


Now  with  all  our  hearts  let  us  celebrate 
the  glories  of  Mary,  and  uniting  with  the 
nine  angelic  choirs  who  on  her  assump- 
tion into  heaven  escorted  her,  let  us  sing 
or  recite  the  Litany  of  Loretto,  concluding 
with  the  prayer  of  the  festival : 

"  Pardon,  we  beseech  Thee,  O  Lord,  the 
transgressions  of  Thy  servants ;  that  we 
who  by  our  own  deeds  are  unable  to  please 
Thee,  may  be  saved  by  the  intercession  of 
the  Mother  of  Thy  Son,  our  Lord,  who 
livest  and  reignest,"  etc.  MART. 


THE  ROMAN  CATACOMBS, 

And  the  Sacraments  of  the  Catholic  Church. 


FROM   THE    GERMAN   OP    REV.    M.  WOLTER,    O.  8.  B., 
BY  REV.  I.  A.  BERGRATH. 


SANCTORVM  QVICVNQVE  LEGIS  VENERARE  SEPVL- 
CRVM. — Cemetery  ad  Catacumbas. 

I. — THE   HOLY    SACRAMENTS. 

The  Church  of  Christ  is  composed  of 
three  parts.  As  the  Bridegroom  sings  in 
the  Canticle  of  Canticles  (v.  15) :  "  Her  form 
is  as  that  of  Libanus,  excellent  as  the  ce- 
dars." The  silvery  summit  of  that  moun- 
tain's head  glitters  in  the  ethereal  blue  of 
heaven ;  its  rocky  foundations  are  laid  deep 
down  in  the  fiery  centre  of  the  earth;  while 
the  declivities,  watered  as  they  are  by  the 
springs  on  the  heights,  abound  in  magnifi- 
cent groves  of  cedars  and  promising  gar- 
dens of  the  choicest  fruits.  Thus  too, 
Christ,  the  Head  of  the  Church,  in  company 
with  His  triumphant  saints,  is  resplend- 
ent in  the  bright  sheen  of  heaven's  glory  ; 
the  foundations  of  the  Church  are  laid  over 
purging  fires,  where  her  suffering  children 
are  made  clean  from  their  imperfections; 
while  her  bosom  on  earth  is  decorated  with 
the  fruit-gardens  of  the  Church  militant,  for 
whom  each  blessing  and  grace  comes  from 
above,  and  who  lovingly  permits  the  same 
to  pass  through  her  hands  downward  into 
the  depths  of  purgatory.  Such,  in  a  few 
words,  is  the  nature  of  the  Church,  and  of 
the  communion  of  saints  as  brought  about 
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through  her,  according  to  those  ancient 
Christian  documents  which  we  have  made 
the  object  of  our  study.  Let  us  now  ex- 
amine, in  like  manner,  the  means  or  channels 
of  grace  as  found  in  the  Church,  or,  to  use 
more  intelligible  language,  the  Holy  Sa- 
craments /  We  dare  say  that  no  one  will  se- 
riously question,  in  this  connection,  either 
of  the  following  two  things:  1st,  that  the 
number  of  the  sacraments,  even  at  that  ear- 
ly period,  was  well  known  to  the  initiated; 
and,  2dly,  that,  like  the  sacraments  them- 
selves, it  was  kept  from  the  uninitiated  as 
an  inviolable  secret.  This  fact,  although 
but  an  assumption  at  first,  was  rendered  a 
certainty  by  the  learned  researches  of 
Shelstrate.  Hence  the  seven  streams  that 
take  their  origin  from  the  rock  (Christ, 
or  Peter), — the  seven  branches  of  the  holy 
candelabrum,  or  the  seven  stars  which  may 
be  seen  over  the  head  of  the  Good  Shepherd 
on  a  lamp  of  terra-cotta,  and  other  such- 
like septuple  symbols,  may  have  been  in- 
dicative to  the  initiated,  not  only  of  the 
gifts  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  but  also  of  the 
seven  sacraments.  Let  us,  accordingly, 
begin  this  disquisition  with  the  first  and 
most  necessary  of  these  sacraments. 

n. — BAPTISM. 

Our  entrance  into  the  Church  militant 
is  a  figure  of  our  entrance  into  the  Church 
triumphant.  The  former  no  less  than  the 
latter,  our  baptism  and  our  death  alike,  are 
but  birthdays  in  the  ancient  language  of 
the  Church.  Even  this  relationship,  be- 
tween baptism  and  death,  alone  is  sufficient 
to  justify  us  in  surmising  that  the  cata- 
combs, in  their  capacity  of  resting-places 
for  the  Christian  dead,  give  testimony  of 
the  baptism  of  all  those  who  were  honored 
with  interment  within  their  halls.  But 
there  is  yet  another  circumstance  which 
goes  to  corroborate  this  assumption.  This 
Roman  necropolis  had  yet  another  desti- 
nation besides  that  of  furnishing  a  resting- 
place  for  the  dead;  it  served  the  early 
Christians  also  as  a  place  of  worship,  i.  e., 
to  them  it  was  not  only  a  "  God's  acre" 
wherein  the  seed  of  the  future  resurrection 


was  sown  and  slumbering,  but  it  was  also 
a  "  hallowed  garden ,"  in  the  fertile  soil  of 
which  the  Church  began  to  put  forth  her 
first  springtide  blossoms.  Is  it  not  likely, 
then,  that  we  shall  find  traces  here  of  that 
holy  care  and  assiduous  training,  which, 
no  doubt,  was  given  to  the  growing  fruits 
and  the  richly  developing  branches  of  this 
precious  plant  ?  We  are  already  aware  of 
the  fact  that  here  and  there  may  be  found 
crypts  or  chapels,  which  though  perfectly 
separated  from  the  chapel  proper,  yet  stood 
in  connection  with  it  by  means  of  an  aper- 
ture, admitting  the  sound  of  the  human 
voice  while  excluding  all  means  of  seeing 
what  was  the  nature  of  the  worship  at 
which  the  initiated  were  assisting.  We 
are  also  aware  of  the  fact  that  in  these 
side-crypts  or  chapels  the  penitents  and 
catechumens,  who  were  also  known  under 
the  designation  of  "  novices  "  and  "  stu- 
dents of  divinity,"  were  wont  to  assemble 
under  the  direction  and  supervision  of  a 
"  master,"  for  the  purpose  of  assisting  at 
a  portion  of  the  divine  service.  But  there 
have  been  also  rooms  found  in  the  cata- 
combs concerning  which  there  hardly  re- 
mains a  doubt  that  they  were  used  as  halls 
for  the  instruction  of  catechumens;  in  other 
words,  that  they  were  the  catechetic  school- 
rooms of  the  Church  in  those  early  days. 
The  rooms  to  which  we  now  have  reference 
are  very  plain  indeed :  they  are  not  even 
cemented  tombs  or  vaults;  have  no  altar, 
no  paintings,  no  inscriptions,  and  no  sym- 
bols. Here  and  there,  only,  you  will  find  a 
niche,  blackened  with  soot  and  indicating 
clearly  the  position  of  the  lamps  that  were 
lighted  for  the  gathering  of  any  assembly 
in  the  place.  Another  feature  which  char- 
acterizes them  still  more  plainly  as  places 
used  for  this  purpose,  are  the  rock  benches 
extending  around  three  sides  of  the  hall, 
and  evidently  intended  to  serve  as  seats 
for  the  pupils ;  while  on  the  fourth  side, 
near  the  entrance,  we  find  an  easy  chair 
hewn  from  the  rock.  This  chair  was  oc- 
cupied by  the  preceptor.  In  cases  where 
we  meet  with  two  such  chairs  in  the  same 
chamber,  it  is  proper  to  suppose  that  the 
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place  most  likely  was  intended  for  female 
catechumens,  since  it  is  well  known  that 
the  ancient  discipline  of  the  Church  re- 
quired that  whenever  such  were  instructed 
the  "  master  "  should  have  at  his  side  yet 
another  ecclesiastic,  or  at  least  an  elderly 
Christian  matron.  Let  us  now  pass  over 
from  the  preparation  to  the  actual  ceremo- 
ny of  baptism  itself.  That,  from  time  to 
time  at  least,  this  sacrament  was  conferred 
in  the  catacombs,  is  a  matter  of  fact  which 
cannot  be  doubted.  The  Ostrian  cemetery, 
which  is  only  a  branch  of  the  venerable 
catacombs  of  St.  Agnes,  is  frequently  re- 
ferred to  in  the  ancient  accounts  of  pil- 
grims under  the  name  of:  "  at  the  foun- 
tains of  St.  Peter,"  or  "  where  Peter  was 
wont  to  baptize."  It  is  the  same  in  which 
the  holy  martyrs  Papias,  Maurus  and  Em- 
erentiana  were  buried.  In  addition  to  th  is, 
positive  traces  have  been  from  time  to  time 
discovered  of  these  subterranean  baptis- 
mal fonts.  The  best  preserved  of  these, 
and  one  moreover  that  carries  the  evidence 
with  it  of  having  been  still  made  use  of 
after  the  ages  of  persecution  had  passed 
away,  is  the  very  fair-sized  water  basin  in 
in  the  catacombs  ofPontianus.  The  paint- 
ings that  serve  to  decorate  this  basin  leave 
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no  doubts  in  our  minds  concerning  its  ob- 
ject, since  they  represent  the  baptism  of 
our  Saviour  in  the  river  Jordan.  Even  to 
the  present  day  the  water  flows  into  this 
basin  by  means  of  a  subterranean  rivulet, 
and  may  be  seen  to  rise  and  fall  in  accord- 
ance with  the  high  or  low  watermark  of 
the  Tiber.  As  we  can  see  from  its  entire 
construction,  the  Sacrament  of  Baptism  was 
administered  in  this  basin  by  means  of 
immersion.  This  mode  of  baptism  seems 
to  have  been  the  only  one  customary  in  the 
primitive  Church  of  that  period.  Still, 
baptism  by  infusion  was  also  not  only 
permitted  but  also  practiced  occasionally, 
as  may  be  seen  from  lately  discovered 
paintings  and  even  baptismal  jars.  Nor 
does  this  mode  of  conferring  baptism  seem 
to  have  been  resorted  to  only  in  cases  of 
sickness,  but  also  under  other  circumstan- 
ces ;  so  that  we  may  not  be  far  amiss  in 


supposing  that  circumstances  and  conve- 
nience alone  served  to  dictate  what  partic- 
ular mode  should  be  adopted  in  this  or  that 
particular  case.  We  are  fully  justified  in 
drawing  this  conclusion,  from  several  wall- 
paintings  of  the  third  century  which  clear- 
ly represent  the  Sacrament  of  Baptism  as 
being  conferred  by  the  pouring  on  of  wa- 
ter. There  has  been  preserved  even  one 
of  the  bronze  vessels  used  in  pouring  the 
water  on  the  candidates  for  baptism.  And, 
what  is  still  more  to  the  point,  this  vessel 
is  ornamented  with  representations  of  that 
wonderful  draught  of  fishes  recorded  in  the 
Gospels,  which  has  always  been  considered 
as  a  symbol  of  baptism.  But  to  prove  our 
assertion  still  further,  we  find  that  an  an- 
cient fresco,  surmounting  the  ccemeterium 
of  Cyriaca,  represents  St.  Laurent  in  the 
act  of  pouring  water  on  the  head  of  Ro- 
manus  by  means  of  a  baptismal  jar  used  on 
such  occasions. 


THE  FLEUIMINGS. 


BY    MBS.    ANNA   H.    DOBSBY. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

WOLFEBT  FLEMMING'S  BIETH-DAY. 

Mrs.  Flemming  read  the  little  book  she 
had  found  among  the  litter  of  the  "  work- 
room ; "  she  carried  it  about  with  her  in 
her  pocket,  for  fear  some  of  them  should 
accidentally  see  it,  and  took  the  opportu- 
nity now  and  then  to  slip  up  into  her 
bed-room  after  supper  and  read  it  while 
her  husband  and  children  were  reading 
the  books  sent  by  Patrick  McCue,  reading 
them  as  thirsty  travellers  in  the  desert 
drink  from  a  suddenly  discovered  fountain 
beneath  the  shadow  of  broad-spreading 
palms.  Up  there  alone,  like  "a  sparrow 
on  the  house-top,"  she  read  it  with  alter- 
nate emotions  of  fierce  satisfaction  and  un- 
comfortable doubts,  for  it  here  represents 
the  Catholic  religion  according  to  Protest- 
ant ideas,  there  represents  it  to  the  reader 
as  it  truly  is,  in  all  its  wonderful  simplic- 
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ity  and  sublime  truth.  The  first  pleased  her 
throughout  her  whole  Puritan  nature ;  the 
second  she  would  have  dismissed  from  her 
thoughts  and  entirely  ignored  if  she  could; 
but  it  was  impossible, — the  antithesis  left 
an  impression  upon  her  which  she  could 
not  get  rid  of,  and  like  a  moral  pendulum 
kept  her  mind  vibrating  from  side  to  side, 
wondering  if,  after  all,  the  Catholic  ver- 
sion of  the  question  was  right.  But  she 
kept  her  secret  bravely ;  and  the  result  of 
it  all  was  that  she  was  made  more  bitter 
by  her  resistance  to  the  truth  and  the 
mental  disturbance  that  it  occasioned  her. 
She  had  grown,  in  a  measure,  accustomed 
to  the  strange  order  of  things  about  her ; 
and,  although  silent  and  grave,  could  not 
altogether  stand  out  against  the  patient 
and  loving  forbearance  of  her  husband  and 
children  towards  her.  She  had  lost  none 
of  their  love, — and  was  thankful  for  that; 
and  her  heart  was  touched  to  its  inmost 
core  by  their  constant  endeavor  to  express 
it  in  all  the  varied  circumstances  of  their 
daily  life.  She  watched  with  jealous  eye 
for  something  on  their  part  which  would 
bring  a  scandal  on  their  new  profession 
and  offer  her  a  salient  point  of  attack ; 
but  she  watched  in  vain, — for  not  only 
were  their  lives  pure  and  without  guile, 
but  their  unaffected  cheerfulness  and  their 
constant  devotion  to  herself  made  her  feel 
very  often  that  she  was  making  herself 
miserable  without  just  cause.  Never  be- 
fore had  Mrs.  Flemming  seen  religion  more 
beautifully  exemplified  than  in  the  daily 
lives  of  her  husband  and  children  ;  never 
had  she  seen  trials  borne  with  so  sweet 
a  patience  or  with  such  noble  courage ; 
never  had  she  seen  in  all  her  life  until  now 
the  active  fruits  of  a  true  spiritual  life, 
ripening  in  the  eternal  sunshine  of  a  true 
faith.  She  could  not  understand  it;  and, 
do  what  she  might,  she  could  find  nothing 
to  sweeten  the  bitter  fact  that  the  beings 
she  most  loved  on  earth  were  Papists. 
On  the  other  hand,  without  the  remotest 
idea  of  following  their  example,  she  felt 
with  the  deepest  resentment  the  treatment 
her  husband  and  family  had  met  with  from 


her  brethren — their  life-long  friends  and 
neighbors.  "  One  would  suppose,"  she 
would  think  to  herself,  after  mentally  sum- 
ming up  her  grievances,  "  that  they  had 
committed  murder  or  theft."  And  now 
that  this  little  waif  of  a  book  kept  her  con- 
stantly drifting  out  among  doubts  and 
fears  which  fevered  her  very  soul,  the  poor 
little  woman  felt  that  she  was  literally  be- 
tween two  fires. 

We  don't  wish  the  reader  to  suppose 
that  Wolfert  Flemming  and  his  daughters 
lived  in  a  state  of  ecstasy,  lifted  high 
above  the  reach  of  the  trials  and  anxieties 
which  had  gathered  and  were  still  gather- 
ing about  them — for  they  were  human, 
and  felt  the  splinters  of  their  cross,  and 
their  spirits  sometimes  sunk  within  them  ; 
indeed  we  do  not  know  but  that  there 
were  moments  when  they  were  tempt- 
ed to  look  back  into  Egypt,  with  its  flesh- 
pots  savorjr  with  garlick  and  sweet-smell- 
ing herbs  ;  but  their  faith  was  strong ;  it 
was  "like  an  anchor,  sure  and  steadfast" 
to  their  souls,  and  helped  them  to  rise 
when  they  fell, — to  look  away  from  the  sav- 
ory messes  of  Egypt,  with  hope,  towards 
the  manna  of  eternal  life ;  to  bear,  with 
their  sad  faces  turned  towards  the  eternal 
goal  whose  far-off  lights  cheered  their 
^fouls,  the  wounds  that  tortured  them,  with- 
out complaint — and,  in  the  name  of  God, 
"  fight  the  good  fight"  which  would  in  the 
end  perfect  them  in  patience.  They  found 
the  Catholic  religion  no  shield  against 
human  or  spiritual  trials  ;  but  it  taught 
them  how  to  bear  the  thorny  passes  of  life, 
and  how  to  sanctify  their  nature  by  sub- 
mission to  the  Divine  will,  and  where  to 
find  consolation  and  peace  when  the  earthly 
reed  on  which  they  leaned  broke  and 
pierced  them.  Their  faith,  for  which  they 
suffered,  did  not  allow  the  fountain  from 
which  they  drank  to  remain  always  bitter, 
but,  like  the  prophet  of  old,  when  they 
were  fainting  with  thirst,  threw  in  im- 
mortal leaves  which  sweetened  the  waters, 
giving  them  strength  and  refreshment. 
And  they  cheered  and  held  up  each  other's 
hands,  never  allowing  a  despondent  word 
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to  escape  their  lips  or  a  despondent  cloud 
to  shadow  their  faces. 

And  the  weeks  passed  on,  bringing  new 
trials  and  worries.  The  season,  which  had 
commenced  with  such  rare  and  genial  mild- 
ness that  the  farmers,  beguiled  by  its  se- 
ductive warmth,  had  planted  and  sown, 
and  were  rubbing  their  hands  together  with 
delight  over  their  prospective  crops,  sud- 
denly became  cold  and  wet.  Rain  fell  con- 
stantly, and  rotted  the  seed  in  the  ground, 
and  there  was  a  doubt  among  them  if  they 
would  save  enough  of  their  crops  to  sup- 
ply their  own  domestic  needs.  The  inclem- 
ent, unseasonable  weather  brought  a  strange 
and  fatal  disease  among  the  cattle,  which 
killed  off  hundreds  of  them,  to  the  great 
distress  and  loss  of  their  owners.  Hulda 
Sneathen's  beautiful  white  heifer,  around 
whose  sleek  neck  she  delighted  to  hang 
garlands  of  wild  flowers,  and  feed  with  the 
daintiest  clover  and  nicest  morsels,  died, 
and  she  was  crying  over  it,  thinking  no 
one  saw  her,  when  her  aunt  Debby's  sharp 
voice  interrupted  her  tears,  saying :  "  I  ad- 
mire to  see  you,  Hulda!  Get  up,  and  come 
away  from  that  crittur;  you'll  be  sure  to 
catch  the  pison.  I  b'lieve  the  Lord  has 
cussed  the  land  for  the  sin  of  them  down  yon- 
der"— pointing  towards  the  "Old  Home- 
stead." 

"  Go  away,  Aunt  Debby,  and  let  me  be," 
said  Hulda,  flashing  round  her  flushed,  tear- 
stained  face  upon  the  spinster ;  "  and  don't 
go  on  making  such  a  fool  of  yourself.  If 
anything's  brought  a  curse  on  the  land,  it's 
the  treatment  you  pharisees  have  given  them 
'  down  yonder ;'  and  take  care  the  Lord 
don't  condemn  the  pharisee  and  commend 
the  poor  publican,  as  He  did  once  before. 
Go  away,  and  let  me  and  my  heifer  alone." 
And  Miss  Debby  sniffed  and  went  her  way, 
knowing  by  experience  that  it  was  no  use 
for  her  to  say  anything  more,  or  stay  look- 
ing on  ;  but  she  would  have  relished  above 
all  things  giving  Hulda  a  sound  box  on  her 
ears  before  she  went ;  her  fingers  tingled 
to  do  it,  but  this  was  a  luxury  she  could 
never  hope  to  enjoy  again,  and  she  had  to 
make  the  best  of  it  she  could. 


Wolfert  Flemming  did  not  lose  more 
than  his  neighbors;  but  the  debt  hanging 
over  him  and  the  unexpected  breaking  up 
of  his  business  made  his  losses  bear  more 
heavily  upon  him.  He  was  determined 
not  to  sell  if  he  could  help  it ;  but  how 
he  was  to  help  it  he  could  not  tell.  If 
he  could  have  foreseen  all  this,  he  would 
not  have  used  up  his  ready  money  and  gone 
into  debt  in  making  the  improvements 
about  his  place  and  adding  to  his  lands; 
but  he  never  dreamed  of  such  difficulties, 
and  knew  at  the  time  that  the  profits  of  his 
business,  steadily  increasing,  would  extri- 
cate him  certainly  in  three  years  from  all 
indebtedness  ;  but  here  he  was  stranded 
high  and  dry,  without  an  idea  of  how  he 
should  get  afloat  once  more.  He  would 
try  honestly  to  hold  by  his  own,  and  if  all 
efforts  failed  he  would  give  up  everything 
rather  than  wrong  any  man.  Some  months 
lay  before  him,  and  if  his  creditors  were 
not  disposed  to  persecute  him  on  ac- 
count of  his  changing  his  religion,  which 
he  had  good  reason  to  fear  they  would, 
he  hoped  to  be  able  to  gather  enough  money 
together  to  pay  a  portion  of  the  principal 
and  the  full  interest  of  the  debt,  or  rather 
the  mortgage  on  his  property.  This  man 
was  blessed  with  large  hope  and  greater 
faith,  and,  as  he  told  his  family,  he  "  would 
make  every  exertion  to  stave  off  the  break- 
ing up  of  their  old  home ;  but  they  must 
prepare  themselves,  as  he  was  trying  to  do, 
to  submit  to  the  will  of  God,  however  the 
affair  might  result." 

He  had  a  small,  unproductive  farm  of  a 
few  acres,  about  a  mile  and  a  half  away, 
rented  to  a  man  named  Wilbur,  who  was 
in  arrears  for  a  year's  rent,  and  out  of  em- 
ployment. He  Loped  to  find  a  purchaser 
for  the  "  Mill,"  as  it  was  called, — from  the 
fact  that  there  was  a  ruined  mill  there 
whose  wheel  had  once  been  turned  by  a 
broad,  bright  stream  of  water,  long  since 
gone  dry,  which  of  course  rendered  the 
mill  useless,  and  it  had  fallen  to  decay. 
If  he  could  sell  the  "  Mill  "  farm  to  ad- 
vantage, it  would  be  a  great  help  to  him, 
and  he  determined  to  put  it  into  the  mar- 


54:6 


AVE      MARIA 


ket  at  once ;  not  that  he  expected  to  be  able 
to  find  a  purchaser  immediately,  but  it 
would  give  people  time  to  talk  and  think 
about  it,  and  find  out  how  it  would  be  to 
their  advantage  to  buy  it  in  time  for  his 
needs.  Besides  this,  there  was  a  balance 
of  three  hundred  dollars  still  due  him  from 
the  firm  of  Sneathen  &  Flemming,  which 
he  had  enough  of  the  old  Adam  left  in  him 
to  make  him  too  proud  to  dun  Sneathen 
&  Co.  about.  But  he  held  their  acknowl- 
edgment of  indebtedness  in  black  and 
white,  and  if  they  did  not  oifer  payment 
soon  he  would  have  to  come  down  on  them 
for  it. 

"We  see  how  the  earthly  prosperity  in 
which  Mrs.  Flemming  had  gloried  a  few 
months  past  was  crumbling  and  fading 
around  her ;  how  swiftly,  like  a  meteor,  the 
bright  prospects  of  the  future  had  been 
quenched,  and  how  the  shadows  of  ad- 
versity continued  to  gather  around  them. 
The  wolf  was  at  their  door,  and  it  was 
only  a  question  of  time  how  soon  he  would 
enter.  The  bitter  prejudice  against  their 
faith,  the  fanatical  resentment  of  their  old 
friends  and  acquaintances,  closed  every 
avenue  of  help  against  them;  there  would 
have  been  some  human  and  friendly  feel- 
ing left  for  them  if  they  had  turned  infi- 
dels, but  they  had  become  Roman  Catho- 
lics, which  in  the  eyes  of  these  staunch 
Puritans  was  the  culminating  point  of  all 
that  was  infamous  and  dreadful;  hence 
they  watched  afar  off,  with  complacent  self- 
gratulation,  the  approach  of  what  they 
called  retributive  justice  on  the  heads  of 
these  offenders,  satisfied  in  their  own  minds 
that  the  Almighty  would  be  satisfied  with 
nothing  short  of  their  destruction. 

Nicholas  Flemming  had  applied  for  the 
District  School,  the  teacher  having  died 
six  months  before  and  the  Committee  be- 
ing unable  to  get  anyone  to  supply  his 
place; — but,  bless  you!  Nick  might  as 
well  have  applied  for  the  President's  chair 
at  Washington ;  his  application  was  not 
even  considered,  but  returned  to  him  with 
the  curt  remark  written  on  the  back: 
"  The  School  Committee  decline  all  com- 


munication with,  or  employment  of,  Pa- 
pists." 

"  I'm  not  a  Papist — yet,  anyhow  ! " — 
exclaimed  Nicholas  hotly,  "  and  I'd  like 
to  go  and  punch  their  stupid  old  heads  for 
them." 

"  Have  courage !  if  your  good  act  has 
called  forth  a  mean  and  ignoble  one,  how 
can  it  hurt  you  ?  "  said  Wolfert  Flemming, 
feeling  strong  in  spite  of  himself  at  the 
insult.  "  I  only  wish  you  possessed  fully 
the  faith  for  the  sake  of  which  they  perse-  • 
cute  you." 

"  I  wish  I  did,  father,  and  believe  that  in 
time  I  shall,"  replied  Nicholas.  "  There's 
one  thing  certain:  if  I  can't  believe  enough 
to  become  a  Catholic,  I  shall  be  nothing. 
I  believe  they'd  burn  us  all  at  the  stake,  if 
they  could;  I  really  do." 

"  Hush,  Nicholas, "  said  his  mother,  with 
a  red  spot  on  each  cheek. 

"  I  will,  mother;  they're  your  friends,  " 
said  Nicholas,  sorry  the  moment  after  for 
saying  it. 

"Are  they?"  she  asked  drily. 

"  Nicholas,"  said  his  father,  glad  to 
change  the  subject,  "  I  want  you  to  go 
down  to  Wilbur's  this  afternoon,  and  see 
if  he  can  pay  his  rent  or  any  part  of  it. 
Tell  him  I'm  pressed  for  money,  or  wouldn't 

pjish  him,  knowing  he's  in  a  tight  place 
himself." 

"  Yes,  father,  I'll  go ;  but  I  don't  think 
there's  any  use  in  going ;  for  he's  had  no 
work  for  six  months;  and  I  heard  yester- 
day that  the  sheriff  had  distrained  his  goods 
to  pay  the  doctor,"  said  Nicholas. 

"  Well,  well,  ride  over  and  see.  It's 
hard  on  me  to  lose;  but  Wilbur's  an  hon- 
est man — " 

"Why  don't  you  do  as  others  do  ?  "  in- 
terrupted Mrs.  Flemming.  "  I  don't  see 
why  you  should  be  distressed  for  another's 
shortcomings." 

"  He  will  pay  me  if  he  can,  mother,"  an- 
swered Flemming  gently.  "  He's  an  in- 
dustrious, honest  man ;  but  seasons  of  mis- 
fortune come  to  us  all.  He's  out  of  work, 
and  has  had  a  sick  family  for  months. 
Yes,  let  us  bear  one  another's  burdens,  and 
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be  merciful — lest,  should  we  be  in  the  same 
case,  the  sting  of  remorse  be  added  to  our 
sorrows." 

"I  don't  live  in  the  clouds,"-  she  an- 
swered, "  and  the  logic  of  common  sense 
is  all  that  I  understand.  I  don't  think  a 
man  has  any  right  to  distress  his  own 
family  for  the  sake  of  a  stranger.  But  I 
expect  nothing  but  trouble  now." 

"  Let  its  be  patient,  mother ;  let  us  be  pa- 
tient," he  replied,  laying  his  broad  hand 
tenderly  on  her  head,  where  he  noticed  for 
the  first  time  among  the  black  silken  hair 
many  threads  of  white,  which  touched  the 
man's  heart,  and  he  sighed,  for  he  under- 
stood their  significance. 

"  How  can  I  be  patient,"  she  cried, 
"when  I  see  all  that  has  happened?  I 
can't  be  patient.  You  are  all  killing  me. 
You  have  left  me,  as  much  as  if  you  had 
gone  away  to  a  far  country ;  you  are  joined 
to  idols,  and  have  brought  poverty  and 
disgrace  upon  your  house,  and  ruined  the 
prospects  of  your  children." 

"  According  to  the  world,  mother,"  he 
answered,  in  his  low  even  tones,  "  ac- 
cording to  the  world,  mother,  your  re- 
proaches are  just,  and  well  deserved ;  butac- 
cording  to  the  divine  law,  things  wear 
a  different  aspect.  They  who  serve  God 
must  expect  tribulation,  and  bear  it  for 
His  sake ;  they  must  love  Him  before  and 
above  all,  giving  up  their  nearest  and  dear- 
est— aye,  all  things — for  the  love  of  Him. 
We  are  in  His  hands  ;  and  I  am  not  afraid, 
for  He  is  merciful  as  well  as  just." 

"You  have  a  prospect  of  having  your 
principles  well  tested,"  she  replied  bit- 
terly; then  she  went  up  stairs,  and,  locking 
herself  in  her  room,  had  a  good  cry,  after 
which  she  read  "Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs" 
until  it  got  too  dark  to  distinguish  one 
letter  from  another. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 


LET  the  holiness  of  your  life  correspond 
with  the  holy  truths  which  penetrate  your 
soul ;  and  curse  not,  by  your  works,  the 
same  God  whom  you  bless  by  faith. — /St. 
Bernard. 


Concerning  the  City  of  Saint  Louis  and 
other  Places, 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  ORIGINAL  MANUSCRIPTS. 


Our  readers  are  already  aware  of  the 
fact  that  a  new  life  of  the  saintly  Bishop 
Brute,  founder  of  the  D  iocese  of  Vincennes, 
is  soon  to  be  published  by  one  of  his  own 
nephews,  the  learned  Dom  Jatision,  of  the 
celebrated  Abbey  of  Solesmes,  in  France. 
Dom  Jausion,  who  is  here  with  us  again, 
on  his  return  from  Emmitsburg,  begs  of 
us  to  state  in  the  AVE  MARIA  that  he 
would  feel  particularly  obliged  for  any 
letters  or  documents  of  any  sort  that  may 
have  befcn  written  by  his  illustrious  uncle ; 
he  supposes  that  many  of  his  letters,  hith- 
erto unknown  but  to  those  who  hold  them, 
might  procure  general  edification  if  pub- 
lished and  preserved  to  posterity.  He 
desires  us  to  say  that  all  such  communi- 
cations should  be  addressed  to  him  here  at 
Notre  Dame,  until  next  spring.  We  may 
have,  shortly  hence,  an  opportunity  to  bring 
our  much  esteemed  guest  before  our  readers. 

It  was  with  a  view  to  aid  him  in  his 
praiseworthy  undertaking  that  we  solicited, 
last  month,  in  Montreal,  the  communication 
of  some  letters  which  we  knew  had  been 
preserved  by  the  Historical  Society  of  Que- 
bec. The  amiable  and  learned  President 
of  the  Normal  School,  the  Rev.  W.  Verreau, 
had  the  kindness  to  place  three  originals 
in  our  hands.  We  read  them  attentively, 
and  have  now  the  pleasure  to  insert  them 
in  the  columns  of  the  AVE  MARIA.  They 
were  not  written  yesterday;  but  they  will 
prove  exceedingly  interesting  to  many  of 
our  readers  who  may  have  known  one  or 
the  other  of  the  three  illustrious  names 
connected  with  them.  They  were  addressed, 
in  1814,  by  a  saintly  priest  to  another 
equally  pious,  both  destined  to  be  bishops ; 
they  are  chiefly  made  up  of  textual  extracts 
of  letters  of  their  mutual  friend,  the  vener- 
able Bishop  Flaget.  It  will  be  worthy 
the  attention  of  all  lovers  of  religion  to 
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see  how  those  three  venerable  names,  David, 
Brute  and  Flaget,  rejoiced  over  their  apos- 
tolic labors  and  wonderful  successes  in  the 
far  West,  when  "  the  little  village  of  St. 
Louis,"  as  the  saintly  Bishop  of  Bardstown 
styles  the  now  great  Catholic  city  of  the 
West,  was  almost  lost  to  the  faith,  and 
soon  after  revived  so  quickly  under  the 
shower  of  blessings  brought  down  by  his 
episcopal  visit,  and  gave  him  so  many  pre- 
cious consolations. 

These  letters  have  been  translated  from 
the  original  French  documents,  and  are  pre- 
sented to  the  public  for  the  first  time.  It 
is  just  that  such  effusions  of  a  prelate  so  de- 
voted to  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God  should 
be  recorded  in  the  pages  of  the  AVE  MAKIA. 

The  holy  simplicity  of  the  original  let- 
ters has  been  retained  as  much  as^xpssible, 
and  to  this  end  we  have  not  changed  some 
sentences  and  phrases  which,  on  account 
of  the  literal  translation,  retain  with  the 
French  idiom  the  aroma  of  grace  and  pi- 
ety, which  would  disappear  under  a  free 
translation,  while  the  character  of  the 
writer  would  be  too  much  modified  by  that 
of  the  translator. 

These  letters  will  be  of  especial  interest 
to  Catholics  of  the  West,  in  which  the 
saintly  bishop  and  his  colleagues  labored. 
The  seed  those  apostolic  men  sowed,  the 
drooping  plants  they  cared  for  and  brought 
to  a  healthy  growth,  are  now  developed 
into  strong  and  vigorous  vines  in  this 
western  vineyard. 

LETTER  I. — REV.  J.  B.  DAVID  TO  REV.  S.  BRUTE. 

J.  M.  J. 

August  30th,  1814. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND  : 

Some  time  ago  you  were  complaining  that  we  had 
ceased  writing  to  you  from  here ;  what  would  you  say 
and  think  now  ?  Alas,  if  you  knew  in  what  a  state  I 
am  here  since  the  absence  of  my  dear  Bishop,  you 
would  pity  and  excuse' me  and  pray  devoutly  for  me. 
The  care  of  the  diocese,  of  the  seminary,  of  the 
plantation,  of  the  sisters,  of  a  chapel  that  is  just  be- 
ing built  under  my  superintendence,  of  a  congrega- 
tion, and  a  thousand  other  details  I  am  obliged  to 
descend  to,  all  set  me  crazy  at  times.  Never  did  I 
stand  so  much  in  need  of  courage,  hope,  resignation, 
patience,  humility,  mildness,  meditation,  fervor,  apos- 


tolical zeal;  and,  to  think  that  I  am  wanting  in  all, 
I  am  like  a  poor  galley  slave  chained  down  on  all 
sides.  I  vainly  endeavor  to  set  myself  free  ;  and  in 
some  secluded  corner  of  a  seminary,  or  other  retreat, 
forgotten  and  ignored,  having  nothing  but  my 
salvation  to  think  on,  and  ray  numerous  sins  to  ex- 
piate— there  is  where  my  sick  imagination  seeks  rest. 
But  'tis  impossible ;  God  wishes  me  as  I  am.  Is  it 
for  His  glory?  Is  it  a  rigorous  judgment,  to  pun- 
ish me  for  the  abuse  I  have  made  of  His  graces  ?  Such 
is  the  cruel  doubt  my  daily  infidelities  render  more 
and  more  afflicting !  I  have  hardly  courage  enough 
to  enter  into  the  details  you  are  still  expecting  from . 
me.  Our  seminary  is  going  on  tolerably  well ;  it 
would  be  more  fervent  if  it  had  another  guide.  "We 
have  been  in  vacation  since  the  middle  of  August. 
Our  young  men  lend  their  aid  in  putting  up  the 
building;  they  are  now  helping  to  make  some 
bricks  that  are  wanting,  at  which  they  are  very 
zealous.  Five  are  in  rhetoric,  one  of  whom  only 
knew  how  to  spell  a  year  ago  last  Christmas;  he 
now  reads  Virgil  and  Cicero  in  such  a  manner  as 
to  do  honor  even  to  a  rhetorician. 

But  it  is  especially  of  his  lordship  I  want  to  speak 
to  you.  His  last  letter  is  from  the  farthest  extrem- 
ity of  his  apostolical  trip,  viz  :  from  the  Sioux  Por- 
tage. It  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  give  you  a 
more  satisfactory  detail  of  his  doings  than  by  tran- 
scribing what  he  says  himself  in  his  letters.  What 
a  pity  that  his  humility  prevents  him  from  saying  all ! 

"  May  30. — Here  I  am  at  Post  Vincennes  since 
last  Saturday  at  sunset.  Seven  or  eight  young 
men  had  come  to  meet  me  as  far  as  White  River, 
where  they  remained  two  days;  but  seeing  that  I  did 
not  make  my  appearance  on  Saturday  morning,  they 
lost  patience,  and  arriving  at  the  village  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  before  me,  had  already  announced  that 
I  was  not  coming  at  all.  This  little  misunderstand- 
ing saved  me  the  unpleasantness,  and  the  poor  peo- 
ple the  trouble,  of  a  long  premeditated  reception. 
Arrived  at  the  church,  1  very  quietly  went  in  and 
recited  a  Te  Deum,  and  gave  a  cordial  embrace  to 
the  kind  Mr.  Olivier.  In  a  short  time  the  house  was 
filled  with  people ;  all  knelt  down  to  ask  my  bless- 
ing and  kiss  my  ring.  The  old  Canadians  had 
taught  this  ceremony  to  their  children.  The  joy  I 
felt  to  see  once  more  those  old  parishioners  was 
unalloyed.  I  remembered  their  names  and  faces 
with  astonishing  facility.  Many  of  them  shed 
tears  at  the  thought  that  I  had  not  forgotten 
them.  I  found  them  as  I  had  anticipated,  without 
religion,  without  yoke,  etc.  They  have  not  as  yet 
lost  their  faith,  and  a  zealous  priest  in  their  midst 
would  bring  them  back  without  any  trouble.  You 
cannot  imagine  what  pleasure  they  find  in  my  com- 
pany. My  room  is  never  empty,  and  they  pay  me 
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compliments  that  would  bother  Bonaparte  himself, 
;is  hard  as  his  head  is.  'Oh!  very  dear  Father? 
they  will  sometimes  say,  '  if  you  would  only  remain 
with  its  for  a  year,  we  would  follow  you  like  lambs, 
young  and  old,  great  and  small,''  etc.,  etc.  I  really 
believe  they  are  sincere,  and  a  prudent  zeal  would 
make  regular  saints  of  them. 

"June  7. — The  more  I  remain  at  this  station 
the  more  I  am  persuaded  that  my  presence  was 
necessary  all  over  this  country.  Last  Sunday,  more 
than  a  hundred  persons  received  Holy  Communion, 
and  eighty-six  received  Confirmation.  Next  Thurs- 
day and  the  following  Sunday  several  more  are  to 
receive  the  latter  Sacrament,  as  well  as  the  Holy  Eu- 
charist ;  for  I  follow  the  same  plan  I  laid  out  in 
Kentucky.  (To  give  Confirmation  to  those  only 
who  receive  Communion.)  The  sound  of  my  voice 
alone,  which  the  old  flock  remember  well,  makes 
them  shed  tears.  I  have  very  little  to  do  to  touch 
them,  but  this  is  yet  far  from  converting  them. 
God  alone  can  work  this  miracle,  and  I  hope  He 
will  work  it  in  favor  of  many. 

"June  14. — I  am  still  in  great  spiritual  joy  and 
admiration  at  the  thought  of  the  extraordinary  fruits 
which  have  attended  my  visit.  You  could  never 
form  an  idea  of  the  spirit  of  compunction  and  re- 
pentance that  has  overcome  the  great  majority  of 
this  good  people.  The  like  has  never  yet  happened 
in  any  of  my  Kentucky  missions.  May  God  be 
ever  blessed  and  glorified  by  it.  The  demon  of 
petty  vanity  has  breathed  many  a  time  in  my  ear; 
I  hope  I  have  that  organ  imperfect  enough  not  to 
hear  him.  Sunday  last  more  than  seventy-eight  re- 
ceived Confirmation  and  one  hundred  Communion. 

"June  21. — (KAKOKIAS). — My  voyage  from  the 
Post  to  Kakokias  has  been  very  pleasant.  I  am 
with  Mr.  Savine  (Vezina)  since  last  Saturday.  The 
field  that  now  lies  open  before  me  has  not  as  con- 
soling an  aspect  as  that  of  the  Post.  Last  Sunday 
I  commenced  to  announce  the  different  objects  of 
my  visit.  I  preached  twice;  they  were  all  very 
attentive;  the  result  must  prove  if  t  icy  were  sincere 
and  converted.  Next  Sunday  I  shall  give  Confirma- 
tion, and  shall  speak  of  all  the  abuses  I  have  re- 
marked ;  the  next  day  I  shall  set  out  for  St.  Louis, 
a  parish  almost  utterly  lost.  Mr.  Savine  is  very 
well  settled ;  the  generality  of  his  parishioners  love 
and  esteem  him;  he  would  be  very  happy  if  the 
inhabitants  were  not  so  negligent  in  approaching 
the  Sacraments.  In  order  to  obtain  any  happy  re- 
sult I  should  remain  six  weeks  in  each  parish,  and 
I  shall  hardly  be  able  to  remain  eight  days. 

"  ST.  Louis,  July  1. — After  a  stay  of  twelve  or 
thirteen  days  at  Kakokias,  I  left  yesterday,  escorted 
by  a  numerous  cavalcade  of  the  most  respectable 
citizens,  to  go  as  far  as  St.  Louis.  I  found  myself 


on  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi  at  about  a  quarter 
to  six ;  and  twenty  minutes  after,  I  was  landing  on 
the  charming  hills  of  Upper  Louisiana.  As  I  was 
not  expected  at  St.  Louis,  I  went  alone  to  the 
presbytery.  There  the  bishop  was  recognized,  and 
the  sound  of  the  bell  announced  my  arrival  to  the 
whole  city.  In  an  instant  the  hall  was  filled  with 
numerous  visitors  of  all  classes.  What  blessings  had 
I  not  to  give  !  But,  alas !  on  what  heads  have  they 
fallen !  what  dissipation  reigns  in  this  village ! 
Religion  is  lost  in  a  lamentable  manner !  and  every 
one  seems  indifferent  to  its  loss.  Would  you  be- 
lieve that  a  great  number  of  persons  of  all  classes 
were  expecting  me  since  two  or  three  years,  to  con- 
fide to  me  the  secrets  of  their  hearts,  which  they 
dared  not  unveil  to  anyone  else  ?  To-day  I  have 
heard  several  young  ladies,  with  hearts  really  fit 
for  the  highest  order  of  piety,  and  who  have  not 
been  able  to  open  their  consciences  to  priests 
who  could  not  gain  their  confidence.  What  tears 
have  they  not  shed !  Will  they  persevere,  ne- 
glected as  they  are  ?  My  heart  bleeds  at  the  sight 
of  all  the  good  a  holy  priest  might  do,  if  Providence 
would  only  grant  the  vocation  to  so  many  young 
men  who  waste  their  lives  in  idleness  and  dissipa- 
tion. Sunday  next,  3d  inst.,  I  shall  officiate  with 
cross  and  mitre ;  the  ladies  of  St.  Louis  have 
found  the  means  of  securing  both. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Obituary. 


Died,  at  St.  Benedict's  Academy,  Portland,  Ky., 
on  the  14th  of  July,  Sister  M.  Euphrasia,  after  a 
long  and  painful  illness  from  liver  complaint.  The 
deceased  was  a  native  of  Ireland,  which  country 
she  left  in  her  early  years  accompanied  by  a  younger 
sister.  Soon  after  their  arrival  in  America  they 
devoted  themselves  to  the  service  of  God  in  the 
Lorctto  Society,  or  "  Friends  of  Mary  at  the  Foot  of 
the  Cross."  They  have  both  completed  their  work, 
and  now  rest  together  "  beneath  the  cold  sod,"  while 
their  spirits  have  flown  to  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
to  receive  the  reward  exceeding  great  prepared 
for  those  who  leave  father,  mother,  home,  and 
friends,  to  walk  in  the  more  perfect  way  marked 
out  by  our  Lord.  Sister  M.  Euphrasia  had  only 
reached  the  age  of  forty-seven,  having  spent  about 
twenty-seven  in  religion,  where  she  labored  zeal- 
ously to  promote  the  glory  of  God,  and  for  the  good 
of  those  by  whom  she  was  surrounded.  Her  death 
will  be  deeply  felt  not  only  "by  the  members  of  her 
community  but  by  her  numerous  friends  through- 
out the  country.  All  who  may  see  these  lines  are 
requested  to  breathe  one  aspiration  for  the  repose 
of  her  soul.  R.  I.  P. 
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July  25,  BROTHER  ALOYSIUS,  of  the  Congrega- 
tion of  Holy  Cross,  died  in  the  establishment  of  the 
Congregation  in  Iowa,  whither  he  had  been  sent  to 
rest  and  regain  health  and  strength.  He  found  his 
long  rest,  and  has  exchanged  the  trials  of  life  for  the 
reward  of  the  good  and  faithful  servant.  R.  I.  P 


On  Monday,  July  26,  Miss  MARGARET  B.  ELAINE 
passed  to  a  better  life,  fortified  by  the  Sacraments 
of  the  Church,  of  which  she  was  a  pious  and  edify- 
ing member.  Her  relatives  and  friends  who  mourn 
the  loss  they  have  sustained  in  her  death  cannot 
but  be  assured  that  their  loss  is  in  truth  her  very 
great  gain.  R.  I.  P. 

The  following  are  some  of  the  resolutions  passed 
by  the  Young  Ladies'  Sodality  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin, St.  Michael's  Church,  Elizabeth,  Pa.,  in  which 
town  Miss  Blaine  resided  the  latter  years  of  her 
life,  and  in  which  she  died  : 

Resolved,  That  all  the  virtues  which  should  adorn 
the  Christian  life,  true  piety,  zeal  for  religion,  and 
an  abiding  interest  in  the  welfare  of  others,  were 
possessed  in  an  eminent  degree  by  our  deceased 
member. 

Resolved,  That  in  the  death  of  our  fellow-member, 
the  Sodality  has  lost  a  faithful  member,  the  Catho- 
lic congregation  of  Elizabeth  an  earnest  and  sympa- 
thizing friend. 

Resolved,  That  we,  members  of  the  Sodality,  re- 
member with  affectionate  gratitude  the  earnest  zeal 
of  our  departed  sister  for  the  success  of  the  society, 
and  her  efforts,  both  by  word  and  example,  to  cul- 
tivate in  the  hearts  of  its  members  that  spirit  of 
charity  which  is  the  bond  of  union  of  the  members 
of  this  association. 

Resolved,  That,  as  we  dearly  loved  her  in  life  on 
account  of  her  eminent  piety  and  beautifully  simple 
manners,  we  shall  fondly  cherish  her  memory  in 
death. 

Resolved,  That  we  shall  recite,  in  common,  the 
Office  of  the  Dead  three  times,  and  wear  the  usual 
badge  of  mourning  for  the  space  of  three  months. 


July  30,  died,  at  the  residence  of  Mr.  Deehan, 
Philadelphia,  PETER  McKEON,  in  the  28th  year  of 
his  age,  after  a  lingering  illness. 

Before  he  was  compelled  to  desist  by  the  disease 
that  carried  him  to  the  grave,  Mr.  McKeon  was 
prosecuting  his  studies  for  the  priesthood ;  his  ex- 
cellent qualities  of  heart  and  mind  endeared  him  to 
his  many  companions  at  college,  and  gained  for  him 
the  confidence  of  his  teachers.  The  students  of 
Notre  Dame  will  long  remember  the  genial  gifts 
that  rendered  him  so  popular  in  the  recreation?,  and 
the  unaffected  piety  which  made  him  an  example 
of  good  to  all.  May  his  soul  rest  in  peace. 


A.  IV  ]V  A.  H,  S 

OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART, 


The  Fete  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
at  Issondun. 


The  feast  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  has  been  celebrated  with  great  sol- 
emnity in  the  different  sanctuaries  conse- 
crated to  her  throughout  the  world.  Our 
readers  are  aware  how  numerous  these 
sanctuaries  are  in  France  and  in  other  lands.' 
We  have  already  received  from  different 
countries  the  most  edifying  accounts  of 
the  feast  of  our  Mother,  and  all  these  are 
but  so  many  fresh  proofs  of  the  confidence 
and  love  which  the  devotion  to  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  everywhere  inspires. 
We  regret  our  inability  to  say  anything  at 
the  present  moment  about  these  particular 
fetes;  but  as  Issoudun  possesses  the  first 
sanctuary  and  the  first  statue  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  we  feel  it  to  be  our 
duty  to  speak  of  the  fete  of  May  31st,  cele- 
brated in  the  privileged  sanctuary  of  the 
glorious  Queen  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 

Our  grand  solemnities  are  always  beau- 
tiful, but  that  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  throws  all  others  into  the  shade.  It 
is  not  only  that  it  appeals  more  inti- 
mltely  to  the  soul  by  its  external  pomp ;  it 
does  so  still  more  by  the  inexpressible 
sentiment  of  confidence  and  love  which  the 
sight  of  the  statue  of  our  Mother  inspires. 
On  the  thirty-first  of  May,  that  graceful 
image  is  solemnly  exposed  on  a  throne 
adorned  with  flowers  and  lights.  At  the 
foot  of  that  throne  the  soul  feels  itself 
embalmed  with  a  wholly  celestial  perfume, 
which  fills  it  with  the  sweetest  consola- 
tion ;  the  heart  becomes  dilated  and  loves 
its  august  Mother  with  increased  purity. 
An  interior  voice  assures  it  that  on  that 
day  its  requests  will  be  more  easily  grant- 
ed. Surely  its  prayers,  combined  with  those 
of  all  the  associates,  mount  more  swiftly 
towards  the  throne  of  the  Sovereign  of  the 
Heart  of  Jesus,  and  touch  more  efficaciously 
the  Heart  of  that  august  Queen  ! 

This  year,  the  fete  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
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Sacred  Heart,  and  that  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus 
happening  to  be  celebrated  the  same  week, 
the  same  preparatory  retreat  served  for 
both  solemnities;  it  commenced  on  Thurs- 
day, the  feast  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament, 
ending  on  the  day  of  the  fete  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  The  Reverend  Father  Assemaine, 
of  the  Congregation  of  the  Redemptorists, 
assembled  during  these  nine  days,  around 
the  tribunal  of  truth,  the  children  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart.  His  eloquence 
excited  the  deepest  interest  in  his  pious 
auditory.  The  general  subject  of  his  instruc- 
tions was  the  Ave  Maria,  but,  by  means 
of  the  learned  and  happy  applications  of 
the  texts  which  he  developed,  he  eloquently 
showed  forth  ftie  inestimable  advantages  of 
the  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacrea 
Heart;  proving  how  glorious  this  devo- 
tion is  to  the  Mother  of  God,  and  how 
completely  it  harmonizes  with  Catholic 
teaching  on  the  worship  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin. 

At  daybreak  on  the  31st  of  May,  pious 
souls  were  on  the  alert.  Accordingly,  even 
from  the  first  Masses,  the  faithful  thronged 
to  the  Holy  Table,  which  was  unceasingly 
attended  until  the  hour  of  the  Mass  for 
general  Communion.  Who  shall  tell  us  the 
feelings  of  love,  the  sweet  emotions,  the 
fervent  prayers  which  exhaled  from  so  many 
hearts  nourished  by  the  Holy  Eucharist  ? 
Mary  alone,  contemplating  her  children 
with  rapturous  happiness,  could  make  this 
known  to  us.  For  ourselves,  united  in 
heart  with  this  pious  multitude,  we  felt 
deeply  moved,  and  together  with  them  of- 
fered our  vows  and  our  homage  to  the  Sov- 
ereign of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

The  Children  of  the  Little  Work  had  also 
come  with  the  intention  of  celebrating  the 
fete  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  in 
her  privileged  sanctuary.  They  did  not 
assist  at  the  ceremony  as  mere  pilgrims. 
The  youngest  among  them  served  at  the  al- 
tar ;  the  rest,  divided  into. two  choirs,  were 
employed  in  singing  at  High  Mass  and 
Vespers.  We  may  be  excused  for  say- 
ing that  their  good  conduct  and  the  pious 
manner  in  which  they  sang  were  highly  ed- 


ifying. Their  voices  rendered  so  well  the 
feelings  of  their  hearts,  that  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  listen  to  them  without  emotion. 

After  Vespers  had  been  sung,  the  Very 
Rev.  Father  Superior  read  from  the  pulpit 
the  report  of  the  Association,  which  occu- 
pied more  than  half  an  hour.  It  was  list- 
ened to  with  an  attention  which  proved 
how  vividly  the  audience  was  impressed 
with  the  plain  statement  of  all  these  facts, 
not  less  striking  than  numerous.  We  wish 
we  could  transcribe  this  work  unabridged, 
but  our  narrow  limits  scarcely  afford  us 
room  for  a  rapid  analysis  of  its  contents  as 
follows : 

The  number  of  new  Associates  exceeds 
600,000 ;  the^different  countries  in  which 
the  Association  has  made  the  greatest  prog- 
ress, are,  after  France,  Belgium,  Hol- 
land, and  Canada;  100  new  sanctuaries  or 
statues  have  been  erected  during  the  year; 
more  than  200  ex  voto  in  marble,  and  a  vast 
number  of  hearts,  have  been  offered  as  test- 
imonials of  gratitude  to  our  Mother ;  more 
than  10,000  favors  have  been  obtained 
through  the  prayers  of  the  Associates,  and 
communicated  to  the  director  of  the  work. 
More  than  850,000  recommendations  have 
been  made  ;  11,186  novenas  have  been  de- 
manded ;  lastly,  35  new  episcopal  approba- 
tions have  confirmed  the  devotion  to  our 
glorious  Patroness.  All  these  facts,  in  the 
course  of  a  single  year,  prove  how  greatly 
Mary  blesses  the  Association  established 
to  honor  her  new  title.  But  the  most 
memorable  event  will  be  the  solemn  coro- 
nation of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  in 
the  name  of  our  beloved  Pontiff,  Pius  IX. 
After  the  reading  of  the  report  and  the 
chanting  of  the  /Salve  Regina,t\i&  crowd  re- 
tired, full  of  holy  enthusiasm  and  blessing 
God  for  all  His  marvels. 

The  Blessed  Sacrament  remained  exposed 
from  the  termination  of  the  first  Masses 
until  the  Benediction,  and  in  the  intervals 
between  the  offices  numerous  adorers  came 
to  pay  their  homage  to  the  God  of  the  Eu- 
charist. In  the  evening,  at  eight  o'clock, 
the  church  was  once  more  filled  ;  the  ranks 
of  the  faithful,  even  more  serried  than  dur- 
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ing  the  offices  of  the  day,  were  reinforced 
by  the  multitude  of  those  who  had  been 
prevented  by  important  duties  from  visit- 
ing the  church  during  the  day  time.  The 
splendid  illumination  of  the  church  gave  it 
an  entirely  new  appearance,  and  threw  over 
the  rich  paintings,  the  decorations,  and  the 
altar  itself,  a  halo  of  magnificence.  But 
let  us  allow  one  who  assisted  at  the  solem- 
nities, and  has  kindly  communicated  to  us 
the  impressions  made  on  him  by  our  cere- 
monies, to  inform  us  of  what  he  felt  himself 
in  this  assembly : 

"  The  gold,  the  flowerSj  the  streams  of 
light,  the  chanting,  and  the  inexpressible 
emotion  produced  by  the  feasts  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  which  more  thaji  any  others 
bear  the  impress  of  an  intimate  family  feel- 
ing, had  disposed  the  auditory  to  listen  at- 
tentively to  the  sacred  word.  When  the 
agitation  of  the  crowd  had  somewhat  sub- 
sided, the  Rev.  Father  Assemaine  gave  a 
historic  summary  of  the  devotion  to  Mary, 
from  the  time  of  her  death  down  to  the 
present  day,  tracing  with  a  bold  hand  the 
different  phases  of  her  worship  and  its 
progress  through  successive  ages.  Car- 
ried away  by  his  love  for  the  august 
Mother  of  God,  he  brought  into  play  in  a 
seemingly  inexhaustible  manner  the  re- 
sources of  his  vast  erudition,  and  cited  facts, 
names  and  events  with  a  rapidity  which 
electrified  his  audience.  Guided  by  the 
chaste  star,  he  gave  the  names  of  those 
who  loved  and  those  who  dared  to  attack 
her;  he  passed  in  review  before  the  eyes 
of  all,  in  his  rapid  examination,  both  the 
basilica  of  ancient  times  and  the  temples 
in  which  the  souvenir  of  Mary  still  lingers 
despite  the  ravages  of  Protestantism ;  and, 
coming  down  to  the  present  age,  after  hav- 
ing spoken  of  the  striking  proofs  of  its  de- 
votion towards  the  Mother  of  God,  he  gave 
the,  finishing  touch  to  this  enchanting  pic- 
ture and  summed  up  the  worship  of  all 
ages  to  Mary  in  the  consoling  and  noble 
devotion  which  took  its  rise  in  Issoudun 
in  1857.  As  to  the  appellation  so  happily 
imagined,  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Jfeart, 
the  Rev.  Father  showed  in  a  most  satis- 


factory manner  that  that  name,  though 
new  in  form,  combined  in  an  eminent  de- 
gree all  the  other  titles  conferred  on  Mary 
in  the  course  of  ages,  and  was  consequently 
essentially  Catholic  and  very  glorious  for 
the  Mother  of  God. 

"  The  object  of  the  pious  orator  has  been 
fully  attained.  Convinced  by  the  clear- 
ness of  his  reasoning,  and  touched  by  the 
example  of  his  faith  in  Mary,  we  shall 
learn  to  revere  our  Mother  more  deeply 
than  before." 

After  this  discourse,  which  produced  the 
most  lively  impression  on  the  faithful,  the 
Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was 
given.  *A  numeijfus  choir,  well  known  to 
die  inhabitants  of  Issoudun,  occupied  the 
tribune.  The  chaunts,  well  selected  to 
suit  the  occasion,  were  admirably  executed, 
and  were  rendered  in  tlfiit  pious  tone  and 
accent  which  we  delight  to  find  in  religious 
music.  The  ceremony  was  concluded  by 
a  canticle  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
It  was  getting  late,  but  the  multitude  dis- 
persed slowly,  and  seemingly  with  regret, 
everyone  wishing  to  gaze  once  more  on 
the  image  of  Mary  and  to  address  her  one 
more  prayer.  You  would  have  said  that 
all  in  that  vast  assembly  would  gladly 
have  seen  a  day  prolonged  which  was  at 
iKe  same  time  so  glorious  for  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  and  so  fraught  with 
consolation  to  her  children. 


THE  King  of  Prussia  has  conferred  the  Order  of 
the  Red  Eagle  on  Mgr.  Pacca,  Maggiordomo  of  the 
Pope,  and  on  Mgr.  Ricci,  Maestro  di  Camera.  While 
I  am  speaking  of  Prussia  I  may  mention  that  from 
some  statistics  lately  published,  it  appears  that  there 
are  now  in  Prussia  the  considerable  number  of  700 
convents,  and  7,000  religious.  The  Society  of  Jesus 
has  thirteen  houses.  There  are  142  religious 
houses  in  Berlin,  159  in  Cologne,  and  fifty  at  Treves. 

The  Gazette  de  France  quotes  a  letter  from  the 
Morgen-Post,  signed  Prince  Eugene-Joseph-Napo- 
leon-Bonaparte, wh%  purports  to  have  a  claim  to 
the  Crown  of  France  in  right  of  his  alleged  father, 
the  Duke  of  Reichstadt,  whose  marriage  with  a  no- 
ble Hungarian  lady  he  professes  to  be  in  a  position 
to  prove. —  Westminster  Gazette. 
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CONVERSATION. 


Conversation  is  the  touchstone  of  the 
mind.  A  fool  as  long  as  he  is  silent,  says 
Solomon  in  his  Proverbs,  may  pass  for  a 
man  of  sense,  but  if  he  opens  his  mouth  he 
is  ruined.  Whatever  of  good  or  evil  lies 
concealed  in  the  heart  is  thus  brought  to 
light  by  speech,  and  no  task  is  more  diffi- 
cult than  that  of  governing  the  tongue. 
For  this  reason  the  apostle  Saint  James 
tells  us :  "  If  anyone  offend  not  in  his 
tongue, 'the  same  is  a  perfect  man."  He 
had  previously  observed,  "If  any  man  think 
himself  religious,  and  bridleth  not  his 
tongue,  he  deceives  himself,  and  his  relig- 
ion is  vain." 

The  august  Virgin  Mary,- whose  piety 
was  of  so  enlightened  a  nature  and  to  whom 
sin  was  unknown,  must  surely  have  been  a 
model  of  discretion  and  charity.  If  the 
language  of  those  simple  and  candid  by 
nature  is  in  all  respects  the  reflection  of 
their  souls,  how  innocent,  amiable  and  ed- 
ifying must  have  been  the  conversation  of 
this  divine  creature  !  Her  tender  piety, 
her  angelic  candor,  her  sweetness  and  hu- 
mility,— in  a  word,  all  the  treasures  amassed 
in  her  heart, — transpired,  invested  with 
their  most  ravishing  charms,  in  the  unre- 
strained outpouring  of  her  soul  with  Jesus, 
Joseph,  and  those  friends  to  whom  they  were 
really  attached.  On  the  other  hand,  what 
modest  reserve  towards  strangers  andthose 
who  were  unknown  to  her!  what  discre- 
tion, without  the  slightest  stiffness,  in  all 
her  discourse  !  I  picture  to  myself  that 


mixture  of  dignity,  politeness  and  amenity, 
wholly  free  from  affectation  and  familiar- 
ity, which  constitutes  perfection,  and  which 
must  have  characterized  Mary.  It  would 
appear  to  me  impossible  to  have  enjoyed 
the  privilege  of  listening  to  her  conversa- 
tion without  wishing  to  have  it  prolonged, 
and  without  receiving  from  it  the  greatest 
edification. 

Such  should  be  the  case  with  all  Chris- 
tian women.  But,  alas  !  how  many  among 
them  are  incapable  of  restraining  their 
tongues  within  the  bounds  of  prudence  and 
charity !  "  The  tongue  is  a  fire  thatburns," 
says  St.  James  in  another  passage, "  a  world 
of  iniquity."  Let  us  endeavor  to  form  for 
ourselves  some  rules  to  restrain  this  im- 
petuous torrent. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  says  Ecclesiastes, 
"  there  is  a  time  to  speak  and  a  time  to 
keep  silence."  True  wisdom  consists  in 
being  able  to  distinguish  them.  As  a  gen- 
eral principle,  the  Imitation  of  Jesus  Christ 
teaches  us  to  observe  that  there  is  more 
danger  in  speaking  than  in  remaining  si- 
lent; we  often  regret  having  said  too  much, 
but  seldom  does  our  silence  cause  us  any 
anxiety.  What  can  be  more  alarming 
than  this  saying  of  our  Lord :  "  On  the  day 
of  judgment  man  shall  give  an  account  for 
every  idle  word."  However,  we  are  bound 
to  speak  when  duty  obliges  us  to  do  so,  or 
when  necessity,  utility  or  charity  have 
claims  upon  us.  By  keeping  silence  on 
such  occasions,  from  the  fear  of  compro- 
mising ourselves,  respect  for  the  prejudi- 
dices  of  others,  or  a  mere  feeling  of  indif- 
ference, we  are  guilty  of  a  more  serious 
fault  than  we  should  be  were  we  to  indulge 
in  even  useless  words. 

In  the  next  place,  there  are  certain  rules 
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of  prudence  which  should  be  followed  in 
our  manner  of  speaking.  St.  Ambrose,  St. 
Basil  and  St.  Bernard  point  out  to  us 
several,  which  are  extremely  good. 

1.  Before  speaking,  weigh  well  what  you 
wish  to  say.     One  of  the  apostles  observes : 
"Let  every  man  be  slow  to  speak  and  swift 
to  hear."     St.  Vincent  adds  :  "  Open  your 
mouth  as   discreetly  as  you  would  your 
purse."   Another  moralist  has  said :  "Turn 
your  tongue  seven  times  in  your  mouth  be- 
fore you  suffer  it  to  speak."     Admirable 
counsels,  ladies  !     If,  however,  the  last  ap- 
pears to  you  to  be  better  suited  to  nuns 
than  to  women  of  the  world,  let  us  split  the 
difference,  and  arrange  that  you  should 
turn  your  tongues  at  least  three  times  be- 
fore you  permit  them  to  pronounce  any- 
thing of  importance. 

2.  Consider  who  the  persons  are  to  whom 
you  are  going  to  speak,  and  what  you  are 
yourself  in  relation  to  them.     Should  they 
be  your  superiors,  you  must  address  them 
in  a  tone  of  respect ;  towards  your  inferi- 
ors you  may  use  that  of  authority;  while 
with  your  equals  you  must  assume  the  one 
demanded  by  politeness,  consideration,  the 
usages  of  society  and  the  peculiarity  of  the 
circumstances  in  which  you  may  find  your- 
self placed. 

3.  Only  say  what  is  convenient  to  the 
occasion,  and  never  without  due  consider- 
ation. 

Talkative  and  thoughtless  persons,  who 
are  wanting  in  reticence,  are  but  too  often 
guilty  of  lamentable  blunders  and  indis- 
cretions ;  and,  however  much  they  may 
regret  them  when  they  see  their  evil  conse- 
quences, they  cannot  always  repair  their 
ill  effects. 

Speak  in  a  low  tone  and  in  a  modest 
manner — never  at  the  top  of  your  voice ; 
and  do  not  indulge  in  loud  laughter.  "  A 
fool  lifteth  up  his  voice  in  laughter;  but 
a  wise  man  will  sc  arce  laugh  low  to  himself" 
says  Ecclesiasticus.  What  shall  we  say 
of  certain  social  gatherings  of  uneduca- 
ted women,  where  they  all  talk  at  the 
same  time  and  in  such  a  loud  tone  as  would 
make  you  fancy  they  were  taking  part  in  an 


emeute?     Proceedings  of  this  kind  are  too 
ridiculous  to  require  serious  notice. 

To  come  to  the  point:  What  ought  we  to 
say?  what  ought  we  not  to  say?  This 
is  a  knotty  question,  which  we  can  only  an- 
swer generally,  and  without  entering  into 
details.  Saint  Paul,  however,  furnishes 
us  with  the  following  excellent  summary 
on  the  subject:  "For  the  rest,  brethren, 
whatsoever  things  are  honest,  whatsoever 
things  are  modest,  whatsoever  things  are. 
just,  whatsoever  things  are  amiable,  what- 
soever things  are  of  good  report,  if  there  be 
any  virtue,  if  there  be  any  praise  of  discip- 
line, think  on  these  things."  Let  your 
language  be  always  conformable  with  faith, 
reason  and  virtue,  and.  do  not  bow  to  the 
false  maxims  of  the  world.  You  scarcely 
require  to  be  warned  against  the  faults 
pointed  out  by  the  same  apostle,  "  Let  no 
evil  speech  proceed  from  your  mouth  ;  but 
that  which  is  good,  to  the  edification  of 
faith,  that  it  may  afford  grace  to  the  hearer. 
And  grieve  not  the  Holy  Spirit  of  God  ; 
whereby  you  are  sealed  unto  the  day  of 
redemption.  Let  all  bitterness,  and  anger, 
and  indignation,  and  clamor,  and  blas- 
phemy, be  taken  away  from  you,  with  all 
malice.  And  be  ye  kind  one  to  another, 
merciful,  forgiving  one  another,  even  as 
God  hath  forgiven  you  in  Christ." 


CHATTEKING. 

Women  are  accused  of  beingmuch  fonder 
of  talking  than  of  listening  to  what  others 
say,  contrary  to  the  advice  of  the  apostle  St. 
James  ;  but  we  might  forgive  this  natural 
defect,  if  their  conversation  was  always 
edifying,  useful,  and  dictated  by  charity. 
Unfortunately,  with  them  such  is  not  uni- 
versally the  case. 

For  instance,  Madame  B has  not  the 

slightest  conception  of  the  rules  traced  for 
us  by  the  Saints.  She  is  an  inexhaustible 
chatter-box,  who  does  not  talk  merely  for 
the  sake  of  talking,  but  to  satisfy  her  van- 
ity and  malice.  She  is  clever,  and  is  per- 
fectly aware  of  it.  Like  many  clever  peo- 
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pie,  she  is  an  example  of  the  truth  ex- 
pressed in  a  verse  by  Gresset :  "  The  wit 
they  wish  to  have,  spoils  what  they  have 
already." 

When  you  only  occasionally  see  her,  you 
are  impressed  with  her  amiability,  and 
derive  pleasure  from  her  conversation.  If, 
however,  you  are  frequently  in  her  society, 
you  end  by  being  positively  weary  of  her 
passion  for  criticizing  and  ridiculing  every- 
body, even  the  friends  to  whom  she  pre- 
tends the  greatest  attachment; — as  you 
are  sure  your  turn  comes  eventually,  and 
that  your  foibles  are  duly  paraded  to  amuse 
some  other  visitor.  The  precept  of  charity 
does  not  exist  for  her,  and  her  pride  and 
malice  sacrifice  everything  to  her  itching 
for  detraction  and  her  ambition  of  making 
others  laugh. 

She  loves  luxury,  dress,  and  all  the  elegan- 
cies of  life,  as  she  terms  them;  and  she 
pretends  to  be  better  versed  in  these  than 
anyone  else.  She  will  talk  about  them  for 
hours  together,  in  a  style  of  frivolity  which 
by  no  means  does  her  credit;  but  sooner 
or  later  she  always  recurs  to  her  failing  for 
criticizing  the  characters  of  her  acquaint- 
ances. Certain  women  are  more  espe- 
cially the  butts  of  her  malicious  pleasant- 
ries. She  is  particularly  fond  of  expend- 
ing her  wit  on  the  extraordinary  toilette  of 
Madame  B ,  on  the  superannuated  bon- 
net of  Mademoiselle  T ,  on  the  large 

hands  and  feet  of  poor  Madame  de  V , 

on  the  nose  and  chin  of  Madame  E , 

on    the   pride   and   coquetry   of  Madame 

S ,   and   so   on ;  she   turns  them  into 

ridicule,  mimics  all  their  peculiarities,  in- 
dulges in  loud  laughter  herself,  and  obliges 
even  the  most  judicious  to  join  in  it  with 
her.  You  must  know  that  these  individ- 
uals have  unfortunately  excited  her  ill-will, 
solely  owing  to  having  eclipsed  her  in 
the  world,  or  not  having  disguised  the 
little  esteem  they  have  for  her  character. 
These  are  crimes  for  which  they  must  ex- 
pect no  forgiveness,  and  which  in  her  eyes 
are  the  greatest  they  can  commit. 

A  short  since  she  got  into  a  difficulty 
which  ought  to  prove  a  lesson  to  her,  as 


well  as  to  her  friends.  I  need  scarcely 
tell  you  that  she  is  passionately  fond  of 
news,  knows  whatever  is  going  on  in  the 
town,  and  gives  the  items  the  coloring 
she  pleases  to  suit  her  fancy — and,  when 
necessary,  invents  scandalous  anecdotes  to 
add  piquancy  to  all  her  conversations. 

Poor  Madame  R was  simple  enough  to 

confide  to  her  secrets  which  a  wife  should 
not  reveal  to  anyone,  and  which  were  of  a 
nature  to  compromise  the  character  of  her 
husband.  Alas !  poor  husbands  are  often 
the  subjects  of  melancholy  indiscretions 
on  the  part  of  their  wives.  Such  impru- 
dence was  wholly  inexcusable ;  for  as  every 
one  said,  it  was  thrusting  herself  into  the 
very  jaws  of  scandal.  And  so  it  turned 
out.  Our  gossip,  though  sworn  to  secrecy, 
could  not  rest  until  she  had  made  all  the 

particulars  public.  Madame  R was  of 

course  furious  on  hearing  such  infamous 
reports,  and  summoned  her  before  the  au- 
thorities for  defamation  of  character.  But 
for  the  interference  of  influential  friends, 

Madame  B would  probably  have  been 

in  prison  at  the  present  moment,  or  at  any 
rate  have  been  condemned  to  the  payment 
of  a  heavy  fine. 

I  have  no  desire  that  so  severe  a  punish- 
ment should  be  inflicted  on  her;  but  I 
could  wish  that  her  director  might  impose 
a  severe  penance  upon  her,  and  order  her 
a  week's  retreat  to  afford  her  an  opportu- 
nity of  meditating  on  the  hints  furnished 
by  Christianity  for  the  proper  manage- 
ment of  the  tongue.  How  can  she  recon- 
cile faults  of  this  nature  with  the  religion 
she  professes?  Further,  she  does  not  spare 
even  the  ministers  of  this  religion;  and 
oft'en  aims  at  them  the  poisoned  arrows  of 
her  malice.  She  h?,s  moreover  a  peculiar 
aversion  for  certain  pious  women,  who 
have  doubtless  been  guilty  of  the  unpar- 
donable sin  of  considering  her  open  to  the 
charge  of  pride  and  slander,  or  have  ac- 
quired a  reputation  for  virtue  which  excites 
her  jealousy. 

These  she  persecutes  with  implacable  bit- 
terness, indulging  in  gibes  and  jests  which 
sufficiently  denote  how  much  she  hates 
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them,  and  which  sometimes  border  upon 
impiety. 

She  has  well  deserved  the  name  given  to 
her  by  everyone — Serpent's-tongue. 


THE  FLEJtDlINGS. 


BY   MRS.    ANNA   H.    DOESEY. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

WOLFERT  FLEMMING'S  BIRTHDAY. 

(Continued.) 

Nicholas  came  back  from  the  "Mill 
Farm"  empty-handed,  saying  that  Wilbur 
would  see  his  father  the  next  day  if  he 
was  able  ;  then  he  walked  off  in^the  twi- 
light to  keep  his  tryst  with  Hulda  under 
the  old  hemlocks  that  shadowed  the  moun- 
tain side  a  few  rods  from  her  father's  house ; 
a  spot  which  had  been  her  favorite  resort, 
since  she  was  a  little,  toddling  girl,  and 
used  to  seek  refuge  there  from  the  iron 
rule  of  her  aunt  Deborah,  to  nurse  her  kit- 
tens, or  cry  her  fill  over  the  long  strips  of 
hemming  and  endless  seams  of  felling 
given  her  for  a  task  in  punishment  for 
certain  misdemeanors  by  that  inexorable 
woman.  The  Deacon  had  gone  up  to  "  The, 
Pines,"  on  business,  arid  Miss  Debby  was 
taking  tea  with  a  neighbor;  and  Hulda 
could  have  received  her  lover  at  home 
without  fear  of  interruption,  quite  like  the 
old  times,  when  the  "  course  of  their  true 
love  "  did  "run  smooth;"  but  Nicholas 
had  been  forbidden  the  house,  and  was  too 
proud  and  honorable  to  enter  it  clandes- 
tinely. But  it  was  neutral  ground  up 
there  under  the  old  hemlocks,  with  God's 
sky  bending  over  them  and  the  stars 
glistening  through  the  dark  foliage  as  if 
listening  to  the  whispers  of  the  little  moun- 
tain brooks  that  fell  over  the  rocks  not  far 
away ,and  rippled  down  through  the  ferns 
and  mosses  at  their  feet;  and  there  they 
occasionally  met  to  talk  over  the  situation 
and  shake  their  fists  in  the  face  of  the 
world,  making  light  of  their  difficulties, — 
and,  so  long  as  they  felt  assured  of  each 


other's  constancy,  hoping  for  the  best. 
Hulda  often  declared  she  "rather  liked  it, 
as  it  made  her  feel  romantic,  and  reminded 
her  of  the  heroines  she  had  read  of  in  the 
old  novels  in  the  garret." 

But  this  evening,  Nicholas,  sobered  by 
his  father's  troubles  to  an  unusual  gravity, 
and  still  feeling  the  smart  of  the  insult  he 
had  received  from  the  School  Committee, 
told  her  everything,  and  explained  the 
misfortunes  impending  over  his  family.; 
and  the  warm-hearted,  generous  girl  was 
so  shocked  and  grieved  at  it  all,  that  for 
the  first  time  in  her  life  she  felt  too  be- 
numbed to  speak — but  not  too  much  so  to 
think.  The  forces  of  her  physical  life 
seemed  to  be  absorbed  by  her  brain,  giving 
it  strange  power,  and  clearer,  keener  per- 
ceptions ;  until,  uneasy  at  her  strange  si- 
lence, Nicholas,  sensitive  and  unreasona- 
ble, began  to  think  that  she  shrunk  from 
him  and  her  engagement,  now  that  pov- 
erty, disgrace  and  distress  had  come  upon 
them ;  and  said  some  such  to  her — which 
roused  her,  and  she  said  : 

"  Don't,  Nick.  You  are  talking  like  a 
teapot.  You  know  that  you  don't,  in  your 
heart,  believe  a  word  that  you  are  saying. 
I  don't.  But  I  tell  you,  Nick,  I'm  sorry 
for  your  good,  noble  father,  and  the  rest 
of  them,  and  if  I  could  get  hold  of  my 
money  I'd  make  short  metre  of  all  this 
trouble.  But  I  can't,  you  know;  and  I 
want  just  to  go  home  and  think  it  all  over, 
and  see  what  can  be  done.  Good-by, 
Nicholas,  you  shall  hear  from  me  soon." 
And  Hulda,  with  strange  seriousness  on 
her  face,  rose  to  go. 

"  What  nonsense,  Hulda  !"  said  Nicho- 
las impetuously.  "  You  know  that  you  can 
do  nothing ;  and  I  won't  have  you  asking 
favors  for  my  family,  or  bringing  your- 
self into  trouble  on  their  account.  Sit 
down." 

"  Don't  be  uneasy,  Nick,  about  my  do- 
ings," she  answered.  "  Let  me  go  home 
now  ;  I  really  must  go  and  think  all  this 
over.  I  want  you  to  go  away,  right  off." 

"  Go,  then,"  replied  Nicholas,  letting  go 
her  hand.  "  It  is  easy  to  say  '  Go '  to  the 
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unfortunate ;"  and  he  was  striding  angrily 
away  when  Hulda  said : 

"  Nicholas  Flemming  !  how  dare  you  say 
such  a  thing  to  me  who  love  you  so  ?" 

"Forgive  me,  Hulda,"  he  answered. 
"  These  troubles  of  ours  are  making  me 
suspicious  and  irrational ;  but  where's  the 
use  of  going  away  like  this,  when  I  see  you 
so  seldom?" 

"  Trust  me,  Nick — mind !  no  half  trust — 
and  let  me  go  home,"  said  the  girl;  "  and 
remember,  if  it  should  come  into  your 
thoughts  at  any  time  that  I'm  mean  enough 
to  want  to  throw  you  over  because  you  are 
poor,  don't  ever  come  near  me  again  ;  be- 
cause if  you  have  such  thoughts  of  me 
now,  you  are  wanting  in  confidence  in 
me  and  respect  for  me." 

"  Very  well,"  he  answered.  "  I  don't 
understand  your  strange  humor,  Hulda ; 
but  I'll  think  over  what  you  say,  and  see. 
what  I  can  make  out  of  it.  Depend  upon 
one  thing  :  I  shall  need  no  second  telling 
to  '  go  '  if  I  have  reason  to  think  you  want 
to  get  rid  of  me." 

"Don't  be  proud  with  me,  Nick.  I  de- 
clare it's  exactly  like  a  scene  between  Don 
Ferdinando  and  Donna  Angeletta.  How 
nonsenical  for  matter-of-fact  lovers  like 
you  and  I !"  said  Hulda,  with  her  old  mer- 
ry laugh.  "  Good  night."  And  she  held 
out  her  hand,  which  he  grasped;  and  hold- 
ing up  her  sweet,  truthful  face,  kissed  him, 
and  before  he  could  say  another  word  she 
was  half  way  down  the  narrow  path,  lost 
to  his  sight  amidst  the  shadows;  and 
Nicholas  went  homewards,  half  sulkily 
yet  not  altogether  miserable. 

The  next  day  poor  Wilbur  came  up  to 
the  Old  Homestead,  his  trembling  limbs 
scarcely  able  to  support  him,  looking  so 
wan  and  heart-worn  while  he  was  telling 
of  his  misfortunes  and  sorrows  that  Mrs. 
Flemming's  heart  was  touched ;  and,  for- 
getting her  own  trials,  she  slipped  out  of 
the  room  and  went  up  to  the  lumber-ioom, 
where  she  opened  a  chest  filled  up  to  the 
top  with  the  shrunken  and  worn-out  gar- 
ments of  the  family;  and  selecting  the 
best  of  them,  such  as  she  knew  would  be 


useful  to  this  stricken  household,  she 
made  them  into  a  compact  bundle;  and 
when  the  man  crept  away,  she,  on  the 
watch  for  him,  slipped  out  of  a  side-door 
and  waylaid  him  among  the  trees,  placing 
it  in  his  hands,  while  she  said  :  "  Let  me 
know  if  I  can  do  anything  for  you  all. 

You  know  that  the  El ,  my  husband,  I 

mean,  must  be  in  a  tight  place  to  push 
you,  and  we  are  too  poor  to  give  much 
help  to  others ;  but  the  little  we  may  be 
able  to  do,  you  will  be  welcome  to." 

"  I  know  it,  Miss'  Flemming.  I  know 
it,"  answered  the  man,  astonished  and 
overcome,  while  tears  rolled  over  his  thin 
cheeks;  "  and  God  bless  you.  The  Elder 
couldn't  have  done  more  for  me  if  I'd  been 
his  brother;  he's  give  me  leave  to  stay  on 
at '  The  Mill,'  'till  it's  sold ;  and  says  not  a 
stitch  of  my  goods  shall  be  touched  for 
the  rent ;  and  if  God  spares  me  to  get  on 
my  legs  strong  agin,  he  shall  have  every 
cent  of  it  with  interest.  And  I  tell  you 
what,  ma'am,  I  wish  other  people's  religion 
'round  here  would  crop  out  accordin'  to 
the  same  rule  his'n  does,  much  as  they  all 
abuse  it.  Thank  you,  Miss'  Flemming,  for 
we've  nothing  but  rags  like  these,"  said 
Wilbur — taking  hold  of  his  tattered  coat— 
"  to  cover  us." 

"  There's  a  bottle  of  Elderberry  wine  in 
the  bundle,  for  your  wife,"  said  Mrs.  Flem- 
ming. 

"  Lor4  bless  you,  ma'am,  the  Elder  give 
me  bread  and  wine  too,  seeing  how  weak 
I  am, — and  I  owing  him  such  heaps  of 
money  that  I  couldn't  hold  up  my  head,  I 
was  that  shamed ;  but  he  shan't  lose  a 
cent, — not  a  cent, — so  help  me  God.  Thank 
you,  ma'am,  for  the  wine  for  my  wife." 

"  I  won't  have  you  stand  talking  any 
longer  now,"  answered  Mrs.  Flemming. 
"  Good-by,  and  let  me  know  if  I  can  do 
anything  to  help  you."  And  she  shook 
hands  with  him,  and  watched  him  as  he 
crept  slowly,  with  the  help  of  a  stick,  down 
the  road.  How  it  would  have  sweetened 
the  bitter  waters  of  her  soul  to  have  felt 
that  what  she  had  done  she  did  for  the 
sake  and  love  of  God;  but  she  did  not 
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feel  this ;  her  act  was  the  impulse  of  sim- 
ple humanity, — gaod  and  beautiful  in  itself, 
but  unsanctified  by  that  motive  without 
which  all  nobility  of  act  or  will,  all  gran- 
deur of  purpose,  all  heroic  sacrifice,  all 
generous  giving  and  profuse  alms  "are 
as  nothing."  Mrs.  Flemming  looked  on 
*  works '  as  supererogatory  and  unnecessary 
to  salvation ;  but  this  did  not  prevent  her, 
as  we  have  seen,  from  giving  freely  and 
from  pure  benevolence  the  surplus  means 
that  she  could  not  use  herself.  Not  so 
with  her  husband  and  daughters,  to  whose 
lives  the  love  of  Jesus  had  become  the  ani- 
mating principle  and  the  sweet  incentive 
to  works  of  mercy,  and  gave  them  the 
blessed  consciousness  of  knowing  that  they 
ministered  to  Him  under  these  poor  dis- 
guises of  suffering  humanity.  Now  that 
they  knew  the  real  condition  of  the  pov- 
erty-stricken family  at  "  Mill  Farm,"  they 
did  not  let  their  own  misfortunes  stand  in 
the  way  of  doing  all  in  their  power  to  as- 
sist them.  "  Silver  and  gold  had  they 
none;"  but  what  they  had  they  gave  freely, 
and  with  words  of  good  cheer.  They  gave 
the  labor  of  their  hands;  they  watched 
and  tended  the  helpless,  bedridden  wife, 
and  gave  tender  care  to  the  half-starved, 
neglected  little  children.  Denying  them- 
selves at  their  meals,  and  frequently  going 
without  their  supper,  Hope  and  Eva  man- 
aged to  feed  these  famished  beings  who  had 
almost  forgotten  the  taste  of  nourishing 
food.  They  saved,  with  zealous  care,  the 
cold  scraps,  which  in  their  days  of  plenty 
used  to  be  thrown  to  the  dogs,  and  cooked 
them  up,  with  onions,  salt  and  thyme, 
into  savory  messes  the  very  smell  of  which 
would  have  excited  the  appetite  of  an  epi- 
cure— and  felt  more  than  repaid  when  they 
saw  the  relish  with  which  they  were  de- 
voured to  the  last  morsel;  and  occasion- 
ally they  baked  a  large  brown  loaf  for  the 
hungry  mouths.  They  sewed  and  mended 
and  patched  the  tattered  garments,  and 
cleansed  the  poor  abode  until  everything 
in  it — from  the  floors,  to  the  shelves  with 
their  scanty  assortment  of  cracked  clelf, — 
shone  again ;  and  found  time,  now  and 


then,  to  sit  beside  Mrs.  Wilbur  and  read 
some  of  the  soul-touching  devotions  for 
the  sick  from  the  Catholic  prayer-book 
Patrick  McCue  had  sent  them ;  from  which 
the  afflicted  woman  seemed  to  derive  much 
comfort. 

The  time  devoted  by  Hope  and  Eva  to 
these  works  of  mercy  was  taken — not  from 
their  daily  home  duties,  Mrs.  Flemming 
would  have  objected  to  that — from  their 
sleep,  their  spare  moments  when  they 
might  have  read  or  rested,  and  from  their 
long,  pleasant  walks  among  the  romantic 
scenery  around;  and  they  ere  long  found 
reward  for  their  self-denial  in  seeing  the 
pale  cheeks  of  the  Wilburs  filling  out,  and 
strength  returning  to  their  wasted  limbs. 
This,  added  to  the  sweet  consciousness  of 
doing  good,  gave  them  a  new  sense  of  hap- 
piness such  as  they  had  never  imagined 
or  experienced  before.  As  to  who  used  to 
fetch  water  enough  from  the  far  spring  to 
last  the  poor  family  all  through  the  suc- 
ceeding day,  chop  their  wood  and  pile  it 
up  at  the  door,  and  feed  and  milk  the  cow — 
the  girls  did  not  know,  and  did  not  like 
to  ask;  they  were  sure  Wilbur  didn't  do 
these  chores — he  wasn't  strong  enough; 
and  they  very  naturally  suspected  their 
father — who  used  to  disappear  every  even- 
ing about  dusk,  for  an  hour  or  two,  and 
always  come  in  with  such  a  smile  of  con- 
tent on  his  countenance  that  it  seemed  to 
brighten  up  everything  around  him.  The 
gratitude  and  thanks  of  the  people  at  "  Mill 
Farm"  were  almost  oppressive ;  indeed, 
as  Eva  said,  "  they  made  her  feel  ashamed 
of  the  poor  little  she  had  done;  "  but  we 
shall  see  by-and-by  what  a  queer  turn 
their  gratitude  took,  thereby  giving  the 
good  Flemmings  a  new  experience  of  life, 
and  affording  Mrs.  Flemming  an  opportu- 
nity to  say  with  unction  "it  is  just  what  I 
expected."  But  we  must  not  anticipate. 

One  day  Hope  and  Eva  were  busy  over 
a  piece  of  sewing  in  the  old  sitting,  or 
"  living  room,"  as  New-Englanders  say. 
The  outlook  of  the  family  affairs  was 
gloomy,  and  ruin  seemed  inevitable.  They 
were  very  quiet  and  thoughtful  while  the 
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golden  September  sun  shone  through  the 
vines  over  the  windows,  and  fell  glittering 
and  quivering  among  the  old  Dutch  silver 
on  the  buffet.  A  bright  little  fire,  crackled 
on  the  tiled  hearth,  for  there  had  been 
frost  already.  Mrs.  Flemming  was  in  the 
adjoining  room, — seated  on  the  very  lounge 
that  Patrick  McCue  was  laid  on  the  night 
he  was  brought  in  out  of  the  storm, — knit- 
ting as  if  for  life,  a  stitch  and  a  tear  very 
often  together,  and  enough  of  sorrowful 
and  bitter  thoughts  under  every  loop  to 
give  whoever  wore  the  stocking  the  cramp 
all  their  days.  Suddenly  Wolfert  Flem- 
ming came  in,  pranked  off  in  his  best  suit 
of  clothes,  clean  linen,  gold  studs,  freshly 
shaved  and  brushed. 

"  Why, — father  !  "  exclaimed  Eva,  as  she 
looked  up. 

"Father!  are  you  going  anywhere?" 
asked  Hope,  with  a  sudden  fear.  She 
thought  perhaps  his  troubles  had  unsettled 
his  mind. 

"No,  daughter.  I  am  going  to  be  very 
happy  at  home  to-day  ! "  he  answered,  with 
his  old  pleasant  smile. 

"You  have  heard  good  news?"  said 
Hope,  looking  up  eagerly. 

"  In  one  sense,  yes ;  in  another,  no," 
he  replied. 

"  What  is  it  that  makes  you  look  so 
strangely  happy,  father?"  asked  Eva. 

"  Why,  I  have  just  found  out  something. 
You  have  heard  me  say,  since  our  conver- 
sion, that  in  the  dark  years  of  the  past  my 
soul  used  to  be  moved,  strangely  moved, 
whenever  in  the  Old  Testament  or  the 
New  I  came  across  any  prophecy  or  pass- 
age alluding  to  the  Blessed  Mother  of 
Jesus.  I  spoke  of  it  to  no  one  then,  for  I 
feared  it  was  wrong ;  but  I  could  not 
stifle  the  impression ;  and  at  last  in  my 
heart  of  hearts  I  felt  a  deep  Catholic  rev- 
erence for  her,  without  knowing  what  it 
meant  or  being  able  to  define  its  signifi- 
cance. Since  I  have  been  brought  to  a 
knowledge  of  the  True  Faith,  it  is  all 
plain,  consoling,  and  blessed,  and  I  have 
come  to  believe  that  SHE  was  caring  for 
my  soul  in  those  days  and  leading  me 


through  the  darkness  to  HER  SON.  And 
now,  what  do  you  think  ?  This,  you  know, 
is  my  birth-day — the  STH  OF  SEPTEMBER; 
and  I  only  this  morning  discovered,  in 
looking  over  the  calendar,  that  it  is  also 
the  BIRTH-DAY  OF  MARY — and  I  am  going  to 
hold  high  festival  in  her  honor  to-day  ; 
and  every  birth-day  of  my  life,  henceforth, 
I  shall  devote  especially  to  Her,  my  pa- 
troness and  Queen !  *  Put  aside  your 
sewing,  daughters,  and  all  thoughts  of 
worldly  care ;  go  out  and  gather  flowers, 
and  bring  them  up  to  old  Missisquoi's 
room;  and  after  we  have  decorated  the 
shrine  of  Our  Lady,  and  lighted  the  wax 
candle  you  made,  Eva,  in  her  honor,  we 
will  say  the  Litany  and  read  the  Office  of 
the  Rosary  together, 

"  Oh,  father,  father !  "  exclaimed  Eva, 
unable  to  restrain  her  emotion,  as  she  ran 
and  threw  her  arms  about  his  neck  and 
blessed  him,  "  how  happy  it  makes  me  to 
hear  this  !  I  congratulate  you,  dearest 
father,  and  I  am  sure  that  Our  dear  Lady 
will  deliver  you  temporally,  as  she  has  led 
you  spiritually." 

"  Dear  father !  "  said  Hope,  kissing  his 
broad  brown  hand,  and  folding  it  in  both 
of  hers  to  her  breast,  "  I  congratulate  you 
too,  and  pray  that  the  Blessed  Mother  may 
obtain  for  you  many  returns  of  this  happy 
day." 

"And  heaven  at  last,"— added  Flem- 
ming, his  whole  countenance  beaming  with 
happiness. 

"  And  heaven,  at  last,"  repeated  Hope  in 
sweet  solemn  tones.  Then  he  went  away 
up  into  old  Missisquoi's  room,  while  the 
girls  set  to  work  to  gather  some  rich  au- 
tumnal roses  and  scarlet  blooms  for  the 
shrine  of  the  Virgin, 

As  to  Mrs.  Flemming, — she  had  dropped 
her  knitting,  and  sat  motionless,  listening 
in  a  sort  of  dumb  amaze,  hearing  distinctly 
every  word  uttered  by  her  husband  and 
daughter,  unseen  by  them,  until  they  went 
out;  then  the  sudden  silence  seemed  to 
rouse  her,  and  she  exclaimed :  "  They  are 

*  Which  he  did,  literally. 
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all  crazy  together,  to  be  going  on  with  such 
nonsense  when  ruin  is  staring  us  in  the 
face.  Festival !  I'd  like  to  know  where 
the  festive  part  comes  in  ?" 

Poor  Mrs.  Flemrning  could  not  under- 
stand where  the  "  festive  part  came  in," 
because  she  still  dwelt  in  the  material 
darkness  of  her  cold  belief,  fettered  by  hu- 
man reason  and  full  of  spiritual  pride, 
which  blinded  her  so  that  she  could  not 
distinguish  the  deep  spirituality  of  the 
Faith  professed  by  her  family.  She  stood 
on  the  borders  of  the  "  new  earth  and  new 
heaven"  they  had  found,  but  failed  to  see 
the  glories  thereof;  her  trials  had  blotted 
and  blurred  her  religious  perceptions  ;  and, 
smarting  under  the  cross,  she  was  some- 
times almost  ready  to  "  curse  God  and 
die ; "  and  above  all  did  these  usages  of 
Catholic  devotion,  which  now  besetf  her  on 
every  hand,  irritate  and  annoy  her;  for 
they  were  to  her  feet  a  "  stumbling-block, 
and  to  her  mind  foolishness.  But  this 
could  not  cloud  the  happiness  of  the  group 
kneeling  so  devoutly  at  the  foot  of  MARY 
in  the  little  room  up  stairs,  calling  in  the 
simplicity  of  their  faith  on  the  "  Star  of 
Jacob,"  the  "  Virgin  of  virgins,"  the  "  Ref- 
uge of  sinners,"  to  aid  them  and  obtain 
from  HER  divine  SON  the  conversion  of 
their  mother  and  brothers. 

Wolfert  Flemming  said  that  night  he 
was  just  one  year  old,  and  this  was  his 
first  birth-day, — one  which  he  should  re- 
member in  Eternity. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Concerning  the  City  of  Saint  Louis  and 
other  Places. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  ORIGINAL  MANUSCRIPTS. 


LETTER  I. — REV.  J.  B.  DAVID  TO  REV.  8.  BRUTE. 

(Continued.) 

"  FLORISSANT,  July  14. — (I  lost  nay  letter  of  July 
7th,  in  which  I  stated  that  the  ladies  of  St.  Louis 
and  all  the  old  folks  had  approached  the  Sacra- 
ments ;  but  that  the  young  people,  married  and  un- 
married, had  remained  in  their  sins.)  My  recep- 


tion at  St.  Ferdinand,  or  Florissant,  was  the  most 
brilliant  and  the  most  edifying  I  ever  witnessed  or 
received  since  my  consecration.  Father  Mary  Jo- 
seph, accompanied  by  six  of  the  most  respectable 
citizens,  came  for  me  last  Friday  at  St.  Louis. 
Half  way,  we  stopped  at  a  certain  Mr.  St.  Cyr's, 
who  received  me  as  a  Prince  of  the  Church.  Af- 
ter dinner  we  took  our  way  to  Florissant.  What 
was  not  my  surprise  when,  at  the  distance  of  more 
than  a  mile  from  the  village,  I  could  see  two  splen- 
did banners  floating  in  the  air;  two  choruses,  one 
composed  of  men  and  the  other  of  young  girls,  sang 
hymns  of  joy.  The  whole  village  formed  a  pro- 
cession, holding  a  dais  over  my  head.  On  my  dis- 
mounting from  my  horse,  every  one  knelt  down  to 
receive  the  blessing  I  prayed  the  Lord  to  pour 
down  on  this  good  people  that  showed  so  much 
faith  and  so  much  joy  at  my  arrival  among  them. 
Taking  my  place  under  the  dais,  I  returned  to  the 
church,  when  I  imparted  to  them  a  few  of  the  senti- 
ments that  had  filled  my  soul  during  our  pious  march, 
and  ended  my  instruction  by  granting  them  all  the  in- 
dulgences I  had  the  power  to  grant.  As  soon  as  I're- 
turned  to  the  presbytery,  those  good  citizens,  not 
satisfied  with  the  general  benedictions  they  had  re- 
ceived, came  one  after  the  other  to  request  a  partic- 
ular blessing.  Among  this  general  concourse  there 
happened  to  be  a  venerable  old  man  of  107  years 
of  age,  who  had  followed  the  procession  from  the 
beginning,  and  who  like  the  others  wished  to  re- 
ceive a  special  blessing,  which  I  granted  him  with 
all  my  heart,  as  you  can  well  imagine.  The  crowd 
having  dispersed,  I  discovered  at  some  distance  a 
group  of  young  men  carrying  a  respectable  old  man 
in^an  armchair.  They  were  all  his  children  and 
grandchildren,  who  were  thus  giving  him  this  mark 
of  filial  piety.  Like  the  rest,  he  wished,  before  he 
died,  to  see  a  bishop  and  receive  his  blessing.  I 
was  told  that  he  was  108  years  of  age.  I  immedi- 
ately went  to  meet  him.  Having  requested  to  be 
placed  on  the  ground,  he  begged  of  me.  to  forgive 
him  for  not  kneeling  down  to  receive  my  blessing. 
With  what  emotions  did  I  not  behold  this  living 
century  before  me !  I  prayed  the  Lord  to  grant 
him  patience  to  endure  the  infirmities  with  which 
He  had  been  pleased  to  afflict  him  in  order  to  purify 
him  and  prepare  him  for  the  crown  due  to  his  vir- 
tues. His  voice  was  strong,  his  sight  good,  his 
hearing  acute,  his  stomach  sound :  in  a  word,  his 
legs  alone  were  weak.  This  whole  parish  is  really 
edifying,  and  everything  I  say  to  these  good  folks 
makes  a  salutary  impression  on  them.  Last  Sun- 
day I  officiated  with  cross  and  mitre.  I  preached 
twice  in  French  and  twice  in  English.  An  Amer- 
ican told  me  this  morning  that  all  his  countrymen 
were  monstrously  pleased  with  my  sermons.  Last 
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Saturday  I  reached  the  notorious  St.  Charles,  where 
a  division  has  reigned  for  the  last  two  years  between 
Father  Mary  Joseph  and  some  of  his  parishioners. 
I  assembled  them  at  the  church  shortly  after  my 
arrival,  and  exhorted  them  as  well  as  "I  could  to 
come  to  terms  of  reconciliation.  I  told  six  of  the 
opposition  party  to  meet  me  in  the  evening,  and 
the  next  day  I  did  the  same  thing  with  six  of 
Father  Priem's  party.  Everything  was  discussed 
without  passion  or  prejudice.  At  ten  o'clock,  a.  m., 
I  assembled  everyone  in  the  chapel. 


[LETTER  n.] 

ST.  THOMAS,  October  10th,  1814. 
Very  dear  brother,  and  beloved  friend: — I  have 
been  long  in  fulfilling  the  promise  I  made  you  in 
my  last  letter,  viz :  to  give  you  a  sequel  of  the  de- 
tails of  our  Lordship's  visit.  I  have  almost  forgot- 
ten where  I  left  off,  but  I  shall  take  up  my  narra- 
tive at  the  first  Sioux  Portage,  even  should  I  there- 
by weary  you  with  things  already  mentioned.  It 
is  dated  July  22,  and  runs  thus : 

"  I  am  actually  at  the  end  of  my  apostolical  visit, 
and  am  about  once  more  to  see  all  the  places  within 
my  reach,  viz.,  St.  Charles — now  restored  to 
peace,  Florissant,  St.  Louis,  Kakokias.  Whence  I 
shall  return  by  Rock  Prairie,  Arkarkakias ;  then, 
crossing  the  Mississippi,  I  shall  visit  St.  Genevieve 
and  the  American  settlement.  This  done,  I  shall 
come  back  to  the  Post,  if  possible,  about  the  mid- 
dle or  the  end  of  October.  No  doubt  you  will 
think  the  trip  a  long  one ;  may  be  you  will  blame 
me  for  undertaking  it,  but  if  you  could  only  wit- 
ness the  happy  results  that  attend  my  passage,  the 
regeneration  which  takes  place  after  the  adminis- 
tration of  the  Sacrament  of  Confirm  ition,  I  ameer- 
tain  you  would  approve  of  the  plan  I  follow.  I 
found  more  faith  among  the  poor  Frenchmen  than 
I  had  expected.  Zealous  and  holy  priests  would 
reap  a  hundredfold  the  fruit  we  obtain  in  our  own 
field  of  labor.  How  glad  they  are  to  see  and  how 
happy  they  are  to  hear  us  !  Had  you  been  able  to 
accompany  me,  we  should  have  overrun  the  whole 
country.  The  Americans  especially,  deprived  of 
all  ministers,  are  ever  begging  of  me  to  give  them 
an  English  sermon.  They  are  filled  with  the  best 
dispositions.  Nothing  would  be  easier  than  to 
baptize  and  educate  their  children  in  the  Catholic 
religion,  and  lead  back  a  great  number  of  the 
adults  to  their  old  faith,— their  falling  off  from 
which  they  seem  completely  to  ignore.  During 
my  visit,  I  have  discovered  four  parishes  belonging 
to  my  diocese,  and  of  which  I  had  never  heard  be- 
fore. They  are  generally  composed  of  French, 
living  among  the  Indians ;  some  about  the  sources 
of  the  Mississippi,  others  on  the  borders  of  Lake 


Michigan ;  a  few  at  Chigagon,  and  even  some  at 
Scyonas,  towards  the  source  of  the  river  Illinois. 
What  wonderful  works  of  grace  could  be  accom- 
plished among  the  Indians,  could  I  but  send  priests 
among  the  French!  Let  us  therefore  pray,  my 
dear  friend,  and  let  us  pray  fervently,  that  the 
promises  of  the  Lord  may  be  fulfilled. 

"  Sioux  PORTAGE,  July  27th.— I  can  only  be  more 
and  more  grateful  for  the  result  of  my  visit  in 
these  quarters.  A  short  instruction  given  in  Eng- 
lish last  Sunday  has  produced  wonderful  effects. 
On  the  following  Tuesday  two  of  the  richest  in- 
habitants of  the  village  begged  of  me  to  baptize 
their  children,  and  to  be  myself  their  godfather.  I 
also  became  godfather  to  a  young  Protestant  lady  of 
fourteen  or  fifteen  years  of  age,  who  had  been  taught 
the  catechism  by  a  virtuous  Catholic  woman.  All  the 
Protestants  here  desire  to  hear  me  next  Sunday. 
What  good  might  not  a  priest  do  among  people 
with  such  a  disposition !  On  my  return  to  St. 
Louis,  which  will  be  about  the  1  st  of  August,  I 
shall  have  the  consolation  of  baptizing  General 
Clerk's  children.  The  French  also  seem  very  do- 
cile to  the  inspirations  of  grace.  Father  Dumont 
(Mary  Joseph)  remains  sometimes  from  ten  to 
twelve  consecutive  hours  in  the  confessional.  I 
shall  not  be  able  to  tell  you  about  my  return  be- 
fore November  next,  when  I  shall  go  back  to  Ken- 
tucky. I  should  fear  frustrating  the  designs  and 
the  grace  of  God,  were  I  not  to  take  advantage  of 
so  favorable  an  opportunity,  and  if  through  my 
precipitation  I  should  check  the  course  of  God's 
mercy.  I  could  never  be  as  useful  in  Kentucky  as  I 
am  here." 

"  ST.  Louis,  August  4th. — Yours  of  June  9th  was 
handed  to  me  on  my  arrival  here.  It  only  added 
to  the  holy  joy  which  filled  my  heart  on  my  depart- 
ure from  Florissant,  the  residence  of  the  Trappist 
father.  The  next  morning  I  celebrated  Mass  in 
this  parish.  All  the  inhabitants  were  on  the  spot 
long  before  the  hour  appointed.  All  were  in  tears, 
and  it  cost  ms  more  to  retain  mine  than  it  must 
have  cost  those  good  folks  to  give  vent  to  theirs. 
I  prayed  the  Lord  to  confirm  them  more  and  more 
in  the  grace  He  had  granted  them  through  His  min- 
istry, and  then  gave  them  a  general  blessing.  Not 
satisfied  with  this  favor  in  globo,  they  waited  till  I 
was  getting  into  the  conveyance  to  receive  a  more 
particular  one.  Their  devotion  and  serenity  shone 
forth  on  their  very  faces,  and  through  the  tears  with 
which  they  bathed  my  hands. 

"  I  took  leave  of  the  kind  people,  bearing  with  me 
their  affection  and  esteem,  spoils  a  thousand  times 
more  precious  than  those  with  which  the  con- 
querors of  the  world  were  wont  to  adorn  their  tri- 
umphal chariots.  My  success  in  St.  Charles  has  by 
far  surpassed  my  expectations ;  evident  proof  that 
we  are  but  the  instruments  of  Divine  Providence. 
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"  Monday  last  (August  1st)  I  held  the  last  meeting 
which  was  to  tell  me  of  the  success  or  loss  of  three 
weeks  work.  I  spoke  to  them  for  about  a  half  an 
hour  before  entering  on  the  subject.  They  all  said 
that  I  had  asked  peace  and  union  with  such  can- 
dor and  sincerity  that  it  was  impossible  for  them 
to  refuse  my  request ;  in  fact,  everything  was  granted 
with  so  much  good- will  that  the  Trappist  Father, 
whose  very  greatest  opponents  acceded  immedi- 
ately to  my  demands,  could  hardly  f ecover  from 
his  astonishment  at  such  an  extraordinary  change. 
How  good  the  Lord  is,  thus  to  lighten  our  episco- 
pal crosses  by  so  many  consolations!  I  was  too 
full  of  those  happy  results  to  speak  of  anything 
else ;  but  let  us  now  return  to  your  letter !  .  .  .  . 

"  How  happy  I  am  to  hear  that  our  dear  children 
in  Christ  are  doing  well ;  at  such  news,  I  forget  all 
my  troubles;  the  difficulties  I  meet  on  my  way 
only  strengthen  my  courage  and  fill  me  With  the 
firm  hope  that  I  labor  not  in  vain,  and  that  the  day 
shall  come  when  you  shall  form  those  who  shall 
take  my  place  and  repair  my  faults,  providing  they 
always  be  men  of  prayer  and  of  profound  humility 
and  obedience,  for  it  is  only  on  such  conditions  that 
God  will  make  use  of  them  to  convert  souls  and 
procure  His  glory. 

"  ST.  Louis,  August  llth. — My  very  dear  friend, 
this  is  the  last  letter  I  shall  write  to  you  from  this 
station.  Next  Sunday  evening  I  shall  leave  it  to  re- 
cross  the  Mississippi  and  enter  into  my  own  diocese. 
Impossible  to  tell  you  how  much  I  have  gained  the 
love  and  esteem  of  the  inhabitants  of  this  city,  Pro- 
testants as  well  as  Catholics ;  I  am  myself  at  a  loss 
to  account  for  it,  and  I  am  sure  that  God  will  turn 
this  confidence  to  His  own  glory.  Almost  all  the 
ladies  of  high  standing,  young  and  old,  have  been 
at  confession,  and  will  next  Sunday  receive  Con- 
firmation and  Holy  Communion.  Several  young 
married  men  have  done  the  same,  and  I  have  every 
reason  to  believe,  that,  if  the  war  had  not  broken 
out  and  I  could  have  remained  about  a  month  in 
this  town,  I  should  have  the  consolation  of  seeing 
the  whole  population  come  back  to  their  religious 
duties.  How  happy  I  am  to  have  obeyed  that  in- 
ward voice  which  called  me  to  these  poor  people, 
and  to  have  cast  aside  all  the  reasons  that  presented 
themselves  to  my  mind  to  turn  me  away  from  this 
visit.  I  hope  you  will  join  me  in  thanking  God  for 
all  the  favors  He  has  bestowed  upon  me,  and  beg 
of  Him  to  continue  His  blessings  on  the  rest  of  this 
visit.  I  told  you  already,  I  believe,  that  Governor 
Clerk  was  to  have  his  children  baptized.  Last  Mon- 
day I  performed  that  very  consoling  task,  and  the 
father  and  mother  wished  me  to  be  their  God-father 
myself.  The  next  day  M.  Sauvine  and  myself 
dined  at  his  house ;  he  showed  me  the  maps  he  had 


drawn  of  the  Missouri,  and  all  the  country  through 
which  he  had  travelled,  as  far  as  the  Pacific  Ocean. 
The  banks  and  the  source  of  this  great  river  are  in- 
habited by  a  numerous  tribe  of  Indians,  whose 
name  I  have  forgotten,  but  who  possess  a  very  mild 
character.  Governor  Clerk  and  his  companions 
were  the  first  white  men  these  poor  Indians  had 
ever  seen,  and  it  is  not  astonishing  that  they  had 
never  heard  the  word  of  God.  What  happiness 
for  you  and  for  me  should  any  of  those  young  men 
be  called  to  announce  and  teach  the  Gospel. 


REV.  J.  B.  DAVID  TO  REV.  M.  CHABRAT. 

"  KAKOKIAS,  August  17th. — It  is  wonderful  to  see 
with  What  zeal  and  attention  these  poor  people 
listen  to  the  word  of  God.  Last  Sunday,  at  St. 
Louis,  I  gave  Confirmation  for  the  second  time,  and 
preached  three  times  in  French  and  once  in  English. 
On  each  occasion  the  church  was  full.  The  Amer- 
cans  were,  or  seemed  to  be,  so  pleased  with  my  ser- 
mons, that  they  sent  me  a  deputation  to  express  their 
satisfaction. 

"  M.  Carr,  advocate,  in  company  with  several  of 
the  most  distinguished  men  of  the  place,  expressed 
himself  much  more  eloquently  than  I  had  done 
myself;  but,  thank  God,  the  smoke  of  flattery  and 
praise  did  not  affect  me  much ;  so  old  Dame  Vanity 
was  obliged  to  seek  another  abode.  After  Vespers, 
General  Wilkinson's  nephew  requested  me  to  bap- 
tize his  child.  All  the  Protestants  here  are  so  un- 
accustomed to  clergymen,  that  a  priest  speaking 
both  languages  well,  and  any  sort  of  a  literary 
gentleman  at  all,  would  soon  draw  all  the  young 
Americans  to  the  Catholic  Church.  The  ceremony 
over,  several  of  the  gentlemen  of  St.  Louis  accom- 
panied me  across  the  Mississippi.  Twenty  minutes 
after,  I  was  in  my  own  diocese,  when  a  beautiful 
carriage,  several  calashes,  and  a  great  many  men 
on  horseback,  from  Kakokias,  were  waiting  for  me 
during  three  hours.  We  met  with  as  much  pleas- 
ure as  if  we  had  been  separated  for  fifteen  years,  in- 
stead of  five  weeks.  As  it  was  already  late,  and  as 
we  had  yet  five  or  six  miles  to  go,  we  commenced 
to  gallop  (usual  travelling  speed  of  the  Creoles)  and 
in  three  quarters  of  an  hour  we  arrived  at  the  vil- 
lage, preceded  by  almost  all  the  wild  beasts  of  the 
prairie,  which,  frightened  at  such  an  extraordinary 
cavalcade,  came  roaring  and  prancing  to  announce 
our  arrival  in  the  loudest  manner  possible.  The 
French,  whom  you  would  take  for  Indians,  are  ex- 
tremely attentive,  and  so  much  so  that  one  cannot 
help  repeating  Non  nobis,  Domine,  non  nobis.  On 
the  next  day  (Assumption)  I  preached  at  Mass  and 
at  Vespers.  The  great  number  of  those  who  came 
to  confession  since  then,  makes  me  hope  that  next 
Sunday  I  shall  be  able  to  give  Confirmation  to 
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about  a  hundred  persons.  More  than  six  hundred 
persons,  who  had  already  made  their  first  Commu- 
nion, have  again  received  from  my  hands ;  neverthe- 
less I  have  only  passed  through  four  villages  and  have 
at  least  as  many  more  to  hear  in  confession,  which 
will  make  about  ten  times  as  many  as  I  had  expected." 

I  shall  stop  here,  but  shall  give  you  further  de- 
tails in  another  letter.  I  have  no  space  left 
to  speak  about  our  own  affairs,  but  I  expect  they 
have  not  changed  since  my  last.  Our  chapel  is 
progressing  slowly :  the  carpenter  is  gone  to  Saint 
Mary's  to  see  about  getting  a  square  frontispiece ; 
it  will  prove  more  economical,  and  may  be  more 
extraordinary  to  the  people  of  Kakokias.  Our  young 
men  are  ever  zealous,  and  active  at  brick-making. 

All  for  God!  all  for  Jesus  and  Mary,  and,  in  their 
most  Sacred  Hearts, 

I  remain  yours  most  sincerely, 

(Signed)  DAVID. 

» 

Ordination. 


In  the  Church  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  Notre  Dame, 
Ind.,  August  13th,  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Luers  con- 
ferred minor  orders  on  Messrs.  Julius  Combel,  John 
Lauth  and  Jacob  Lauth,  and  subdeaconship  upon 
Mr.  Timothy  Maher, — all  of  the  Congregation  of 
Holy  Cross.  Rev.  Mr.  Maher  was  ordained  deacon 
on  the  14th,  and  priest  on  the  15th  of  the  same  month. 


Religious  Reception  and  Profession. 

In  the  chapel  of  the  Convent  at  St.  Mary's,  Notre 
Dame,  Ind.,  the  following  young  ladies  were  re- 
ceived into  the  novitiate  of  the  Sisters  of  Holy 
Cross,  on  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption : 

Miss  Ellen  Flanagan,  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Eusto- 
chium ;  Miss  Elizabeth  Sties,  Sister  M.  of  St.  Al- 
bina ;  Miss  Annie  Murray,  Sister  M.  of  St.  Caro- 
line ;  Miss  Catherine  Crane,  Sister  M.  of  the  Cruci- 
fixion ;  Miss  Johanna  Dee,  Sister  M.  of  the  Purifi- 
cation ;  Miss  Mary  Lyne,  Sister  M.  of  the  Present- 
ation ;  Miss  Annie  Johnson,  Sister  M.  of  the  Visi- 
tation ;  Miss  Johanna  Ward,  Sister  M.  of  St.  Al- 
phonsus ;  Miss  Mary  Daly,  Sister  M.  of  St.  Anaida ; 
Miss  Hanna  Sheehan,  Sister  M.  of  St.  Jane  Frances; 
Miss  Mary  Wallace,  Sister  M.  of  St.  Amabilis ;  Miss 
Mary  Welsh,  Sister  M.  of  the  Holy  Infancy ;  Miss 
Mary  Gillerlain,  Sister  M.  of  St.  Francis  Borgia. 

The  perpetual  vows  of  Obedience,  Chastity,  and 
Poverty  were  made  by  the  following :  Sister  Mary 
of  St.  Thecla  [Miss  Bridget  Cleary],  Sister  M.  of 
St.  Adolphine  [Miss  Georgianna  Rush],  Sister  M. 
of  St.  Francesca  [Miss  M.  Fanning],  Sister  M.  of 
St.  Lucilla  [Miss  Augusta  Shane],  Sister  M.  of  St. 
Laurentia  [Miss  Ellen  Tracy],  Sister  M.  of  the 
Guardian  Angel  [Miss  Frances  Porter],  Sister  M. 


of  La  Salette  [Miss  Annie  Smith],  Sister  M.  of  the 
Cenacle  [Miss  Ellen  Mclntosh],  Sister  M.  of  Beth- 
ania  [Miss  Catherine  Wilson],  Sister  M.  of  St.  Eu- 
tropia  [Miss  Mary  Mullen],  Sister  M.  of  St.  Austin 
[Miss  Julia  Barnard],  Sister  M.  of  St.  Jerome 
[Miss  Ellen  Wilkinson],  Slater  M.  of  St.  Curtegunda 
[Miss  Margaret  Hilkens],  Sister  M.  of  St.  Boniface 
[Miss  Mary  Lauth],  Sister  M,  of  St.  Patricia  [Miss 
Bridget  GrifiBn],  Sister  M.  of  Mount  Carmel  [Miss 
Annie  Hayes],  Sister  M.  of  St.  Ignatius  Loyola 
[Miss  Mary  McMahon],  Sister  M.  of  St.  Joseph 
Calasanctius  [Miss  Hanora  Slattery],  Sister  M.  of 
St.  John  Nepomucene  [Miss  Margaret  Dougherty], 
Sister  M.  of  St.  John  the  Baptist  [Miss  Elizabeth 
Ring],  Sister  M.  of  the  Holy  Innocents  [Miss  Joseph- 
ine Dwyer],  Sister  M.  of  St.  John  Evangelist  [Miss 
Catherine  Donahue],  Sister  M.  of  St.  Lucretia  [Miss 
Mary  Elizabeth  Fuller],  Sister  M.  of  St.  Florentine 
[Miss  Eleanor  Tong]. 


[Translated  from  Father  Huguet's  "  La  Devotion  a  Marie."] 

The  Angelas  at  Venice. 

At  Venice,  in  the  evening,  the  moment  the  An- 
gelus  is  sounded,  everything  is  hushed.  A  relig- 
ious silence  succeeds  to  the  noises,  the  songs  and 
conversations  of  the  city.  A  rolling  of  drums  re- 
sounds near  the  gates  of  the  ancient  cathedral  of 
St.  Mark ;  the  sentries  present  arms ;  you  would  im- 
agine the  passage  of  a  Sovereign,  of  a  great  Queen, 
was  being  celebrated — and  in  truth  the  remem- 
brance of  a  mighty  Queen  has  passed  through  the 
hearts  of  all.  Raise  your  eyes.  Do  you  perceive 
in  a  niche  between  two  small  columns,  above  one 
of  the  side  doors  of  Saint  Mark,  that  figure  of  the 
Madonna  illuminated?  The  gaze  of  everyone  is 
turned  towards  it. 

The  silvery  tones  of  the  bell  have  given  the  sig- 
nal of  the  Angdus,  and  behold  the  voices  of  all  are 
raised  towards  the  Queen  of  heaven,  to  salute  her 
as  did  the  Angel :  "  Hail,  full  of  grace."  Then,  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  prayer,  silence  gives  place  to  noise 
on  the  piazetta,  the  mole,  and  the  quays  bordering 
the  canals;  everyone  returns  to  the  amusements 
which  had  been  interrupted,  and  conversation  and 
joyous  exclamations  resume  their  sway. 

Vainly  has  Venice  changed  her  masters;  the 
Blessed  Virgin  has  °,lways  remained  her  first  Sov- 
ereign, her  protectress  and  anchor  of  safety. 

Venice  was  delivered  from  the  plague  by  the  in- 
tercession of  Mary ;  and,  to  prove  their  gratitudet 
her  inhabitants  erected  to  her  one  of  the  nobles, 
churches  in  the  world,  Our  Lady  della  Salute.  With- 
in our  own  days,  at  the  time  of  the  invasion  of  the 
cholera,  have  we  not  seen  Venice  throwing  it- 
self entirely  into  the  arms  of  Our  Lady  of  Safety 
and  presenting  to  her,  as  a  votive  offering,  a  mag- 
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nificent  silver  lamp  ornamented  with  silver-gilt 
carvings,  the  weight  of  which  exceeds  one  hundred 
pounds?  The  Virgin,  patroness  of  these  shores, 
protected  them  once  more  and  drove  the  murder- 
ous scourge  far  from  the  lagunes. 

In  the  palaces,  and  more  especially  in  the  an- 
tique palace  of  the  Doges,  which  teems  with  illus- 
trious souvenirs,  the  image  of  the  Madonna  is 
found  mingled  with  all  the  representations  of  the 
glorious  deeds  of  the  Repubic.  In  the  Hall  of 
Embassadors,  above  the  mystic  figure  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  receiving  on  her  throne  the  homage  of  the 
Doges  prostrate  at  her  feet,  we  have  had  the  hap- 
piness of  reading  the  following  inscription:  Nun- 
quam  derelictce  reipublicce  fundamentum. 

Venice  revered  Mary  as  the  foundation  and  sup- 
port of  her  power,  associating  her  with  all  her 
griefs  and  all  her  triumphs  and  the  remembrance 
of  her  born  by  her  fleets  on  every  sea,  was  the 
tutelary  Star  which  ruled  the  destinies  of  the  Re- 
public. 

•»*•»»»• / 

Rome. 

[Correspondence  of  the  Westminster  Gazette.] 


News  was  received  here  on  Monday  of  the  death 
at  Sinigaglia  of  Count  Gabriele  Mastai,  the  Pope's 
brother,  at  the  advanced  age  of  eighty-nine.  He 
was  similarly  robust  with  the  Holy  Father,  and 
was  in  his  usual  health  last  week.  He  was  out  for 
his  ordinary  exercise,  when  the  walking-stick  on 
which  he  was  leaning  slipped,  and  he  fell  and  broke 
his  thigh-bone.  At  first  he  was  thought  to  be  going 
on  very  well,  but  the  shock  to  the  system  had  been 
too  great,  and  he  sank  under  it  on  Monday  morn- 
ing. Telegrams  were  sent  to  the  Vatican  con- 
stantly with  bulletins  concerning  his  progress.  The 
Holy  Father  had  been  much  attached  to  him,  and 
on  receiving  the  sad  news  he  directed  his  afternoon 
drive  to  the  Scala  Santa,  and  there  praying  for 
his  brother's  intention,  he  made  the  ascent  of  the 
whole  of  the  holy  stairs  on  his  knees.  Those  who 
are  strong  and  in  health  who  have  performed  this 
devotion  know  what  exertion  it  requires,  and  can 
thus  judge  of  the  excellent  condition  of  the  Pope's 
health.  As  another  illustration  of  this,  I  may  men- 
tion a  story  that  was  told  me  the  other  day.  As 
the  Pope  was  walking  outside  the  walls  one  day 
lately,  a  poor  old  man  stood  by  the  wayside  beg- 
ging. Emboldened  by  the  Pope's  benevolent  glance, 
he  came  forward  and  urged  his  extreme  age  as  a 
plea  for  charity.  There  seems  to  have  been  some- 
thing about  him  which  attracted  the  Pope's  notice, 
for  he  called  him  up,  and  asked  him  the  amount  of 
the  extreme  age  he  pleaded.  "  Three  score  years 
and  five,"  answered  the  beggar.  "  Not  more ! "  re- 


plied the  Pope  ;  "  and  I,  who  count  ten  years  more, 
am  comparatively  young." 

The  Scala  Santa  has  been  immensely  frequented 
since  the  Pope  visited  it.  On  Tuesday  he  went  to 
St.  Peter's,  and  knelt  for  a  long  time  at  the  Shrine 
of  the  Apostles.  Coming  out  he  stopped  to  ob- 
serve the  works  which  are  advancing  in  the  south 
transept  for  preparing  it  for  the  Council. 


The  following  answers  have  been  returned  to 
various  questions  proposed  to  the  Sacra  Peniten- 
zieria,  on  occasion  of  the  Jubilee  indulgence : 

1.  Whether  the  faculties  accorded  comprise  that 
of  absolving  cases  of  heresy  ? — Answer  :    Affirma- 
tive ;  Abjuratis  prius,  et  retractatis  erroribus  prout 
dejure. 

2.  Whether,  if  during  the  Jubilee,  any  who  should 
in  virtue  of  its  faculties  have  been  absolved  from 
censures  and  reserved  cases,  and  falling  again  sim- 
ilarly, can  be  absolved  again  by  repeating  the  en- 
joined conditions? — Answer:  Negative. 

3.  Whether  one  who  has  once  gained  the  indul- 
gence of  the  Jubilee  can  gain  it  a  second  time  by  re- 
peating the  enjoined  conditions  ? — Answer :  Affirm- 
ative. 

4.  Whether  confessors  can  use  the  special  facul- 
ties in  favor  of  those  who  may  seek  dispensation 
and  absolution,  but  without  desiring  to  perform  the 
conditions  necessary  to  gain  the  Jubilee? — Answer: 
Negative.  A.  M.  CARD.  PANEBIANCO, 

Poenitentiarius  Maior. 
Datum  Romae,  in  St.  Penitentiara 
la  Junii,  1869. 


The  Clergy  of  the  Russian  Church, 


The  tableau  below  of  the  clergy  of  the 
schismatic  Church  of  Russia,  shows  the  ef- 
fect of  being  separated  from  the  commu- 
nion of  Peter  and  the  advantages  of  a  mar- 
ried clergy,  advantages  even  greater  than 
those  enjoyed  by  Anglican  and  other  Prot- 
estant ministers. 

REFORMS  IN  THE  SCHISMATIC  CHURCH  OF  RUSSIA. 

A  recent  number  of  the  Moscow  Gazette  states  that 
it  was  about  the  time  of  Peter  the  Great  that  the 
priestly  character  first  became  hereditary  in  Russia, 
and  formed  a  caste  among  the  lower  classes  of  the 
population.  This  saved  it  from  becoming  a  theoc- 
racy, while  it  lowered  the  social  dignity  of  the 
Church.  Deprived  partly  of  civil  rights,  this  levit- 
jcal  caste  increased  in  numbers  and  in  poverty  un- 
til it  became  the  chief  care  of  the  bishops  to  devise 


565 


the  means  of  feeding  the  clerical  proletai-iat,  which, 
to  some  extent,  stood  towards  them  in  the  same  re- 
lation as  the  serfs  once  did  to  their  lords.  The 
Church  became  simptya  means  of  providing  for  the 
wants  of  those  who  were  hereditarily  attached  to 
her  service.  Its  temples  at  last  came  to  form  part 
of  the  dowry  of  "  maidens  of  the  priestly  class."  I 
may  here  mention  that  no  priest  could  get  a  living 
until  he  had  married.  Indeed,  he  could  rarely  get 
a  parish  except  through  marriage  with  a  lady  pos- 
sessing'a  reversionary  interest  in  some  living,  or  edu- 
cated at  one  of  the  schools  for  poor  daughters  of  the 
clergy,  who  were  thus  worked  off  the  charity  list. 
Another  great  evil  of  this  arrangement  was  that  it 
prevented  the  recruitment  of  the  clergy  from  among 
the  better-educated  classrs. 

Seldom,  says  the  Moscow  Gazette,  has  any  great  re- 
form so  carefully  avoided  the  infringement  of  jus- 
tice in  respect  to  vested  Interests.  The  children  of 
the  clergy  lose  none  of  their  rights  with  the  aboli- 
tion of  the  hereditary  character  of  the  clerical  office. 
If  born  of  priests  or  deacons  they  will  in  future  have 
the  status  of  "  personal  nobility  "  (i.  e.,  the  social  po- 
sition of  gentry),  while  those  of  parents  who  are 
lower  in  the  hierarchy  are  now  placed  on  an  equal- 
ity with  the  upper  grade  of  the  mercantile  class. 
They  are  to  continue  to  have  the  benefit  of  the  char- 
itable and  educational  establishments  hitherto  main- 
tained for  the  clergy.  Another  important  feature 
in  the  new  ukase  is  the  better  provision  which  it 
makes  for  the  maintenance  of  the  priesthood.  Their 
poverty  has  been  principally  due  to  the  excessive 
number  both  of  parishes  and  priests,  the  former 
having  been  created  for  the  latter.  There  is  to  be  a 
new  distribution  of  cures,  on  the  basis  of  population, 
facility  of  communication  between  villages,  the  moral 
condition  of  parishioners,  &c.  Each  parish  will  be 
served  only  by  an  "incumbent"  and  "psalmist," 
the  office  of  the  deacon  being  abolished  except  in 
the  capitals  and  in  cathedrals,  where  a  great  num- 
ber of  priests  can  also  be  attached ;  and  no  priestly 
office  can  in  future  be  held  under  the  age  of  thirty- 
—  Westminster  Gazette. 


THE  religious  habit,  which  for  a  few  years  has 
been  proscribed  in  the  Subalpine  kingdom,  is  now 
again  permitted  to  appear  in  public,  and  every- 
where frati,  who  have  been  forced  to  disguise  them- 
selves as  priests,  are  hastening  to  clothe  themselves 
once  more  in  the  garb  which  identifies  them  with 
their  saintly  founders,  and  to  restore  one  of  the 
elements  of  picturesqueness,  no  less  than  of  Cath- 
olicity, to  the  face  of  Italy. 


MOST  REV.  ARCHBISHOP  MCCLOSKEY,  of  New 
York,  started  for  Rome  last  week. 


[Translated  from  Father  Huguet'g  "  La  Devotion  a  Marie."] 

The  Pleasure  the  ««  ATC  Maria"  affords  to 
the  Blessed  Virgin, 


Blessed  Gonsalve  of  Amaranta,  after 
having  spent  much  time  as  a  pilgrim 
in  visiting  the  Holy  Places,  returned  to 
his  own  country,  where  he  resolved  to 
live  as  a  solitary,  and  erected  a  chapel  ded- 
icated to  the  Mother  of  God  at  a  place 
called  Amaranta.  There  he  passed  his  life 
in  serving  the  Blessed  Virgin,  in  keeping 
the  chapel  in  a  proper  state,  in  decking 
its  altar  with  flowers,  and  in  preaching  to 
those  living  in  its  neighborhood.  How- 
ever, he  had  no  certainty  that  this  mode 
of  life  was  agreeable  to  God  and  to 
Mary. 

During  the  night  preceding  the  second 
feast  of  Easter,  while  he  was  praying  in 
front  of  the  altar  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
with  the  view  of  clearing  his  doubts  on 
this  subject,  he  perceived  himself  all  at 
once  to  be  surrounded  with  a  clear  light. 
The  Mother  whom  he  was  in  the  act  of  in- 
voking appeared  to  him  and  said  :f  "  Go, 
O  Gonsalve,  and  seek  for  that  Order  of  Re- 
ligious by  which  fervent  prayers  are  ad- 
dressed to  me,  beginning  and  closing  with 
the  Angelical  Salutation.  Such  is  the  Or- 
der most  agreeable  to  me,  and  the  one  in 
which  thou  must  devote  thyself  to  my 
service." 

After  having  for  a  long  time  sought 
this  Order,  which  was  unknown  to  him, 
Gonsalve  had  at  length  the  consolation 
of  discovering  it  at  Vilmarana.  On  his 
arrival  there  he  happened  to  enter  the 
church  of  the  Fathers  Preachers  at  the 
moment  they  were  reciting  the  Office  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  and  he  remarked  that 
they  commenced  and  concluded  it  with  the 
Ave  Maria. 

He  earnestly  demanded  admission  into 
this  Order,  and  in  it  he  constantly  served 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  who  conferred  upon 
him  the  favor  of  visiting  him  and  assist- 
ing him  in  his  last  moments. — 
Life  of  B.  Gonsalve,  Jan.  10. 
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HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One; 

—  OR, — 
THE  STOEY  OF  THE  THEEE  BAPTISMS. 

BY  THE  ATJTHOB  OF  "BLIND  AGNESE,"  "  GENE- 
VIEVE,"  ETC. 

CHAPTER  IV.— (Continued.) 

"  Why  do  you  not  go  and  play  with  the 
rest  of  the  children?"  she  said,  sitting 
down  beside  her  on '  the  grave.  "  You 
must  be  very  dull,  my  poor  little  Snow- 
drop, sitting  all  alone  in  this  sad  place." 

"No  indeed,  I  am  not  dull,"  said  the 
Snowdrop  quietly ;  "  for  I  am  thinking  how 
happy  my  Indian  father  is  now  in  ttfe  com- 
pany of  the  good  Jesus." 

"  Ah,  my  poor  little  Snowdrop,  I  fear 
you  will  miss  your  Indian  father  sadly, 
though  we  shall  all  be  as  kind  to  you  as 
we  can." 

"  No,  I  shall  not  miss  him  so  much  as  I 
should  formerly  h  ave  done.  But  your  good 
black-robe  says  that  the  white  Christ  will 
be  my  Father  now  that  I  have  no  other ; 
and  that  will  be  best  of  all,  for  I  love  Him 
even  better  than  I  do  my  dear  Indian 
father." 

"  And  do  you  know  that  this  good  white 
Christ  is  not  content  with  being  Himself 
your  Father:  He  has  also  given  you  a  little 
companion  to  take  care  of  you,  who  is  al- 
ways at  your  side,  and  never  leaves  you 
even  for  an  instant." 

"Who  is  that?  asked  the  little  Snow- 
drop, looking  curiously  around.  "  Are  you 
to  be  my  companion,  and  to  take  care  of 
me  always?" 

"  No  ;  I  am  not  speaking  of  myself,  but 
of  your  good  angel." 

"Who,  then,  is  my  good  angel?" 

"  It  is  one  of  the  spirits  who  always  be- 
hold the  face  of  our  good  Father  in  heaven. 
When  He  sends  little  children  upon  earth, 
He  sends  with  each  of  them  one  of  these 
angels  to  take  care  of  them.  This  angel 
is  always  at  your  side ;  he  never  leaves 


you  night  or  day,  and  he  sends  you  many 
good  and  holy  thoughts ;  he  smiles  when 
you  please  God,  and  grieves  over  you  when 
you  offend  Him." 

"  That  is  very  kind  of  him  indeed,"  said 
Snowdrop  earnestly;  "and  every  day  I 
will  thank  the  good  Jesus  for  sending  one 
of  His  pretty  angels  to  take  care  of  me." 

"  You  must  also  thank  your  good  angel, 
and  beg  of  him  to  pray  earnestly  to  God 
that  you  may  always  be  a  good  child.  And 
remember,  my  little  Snowdrop,  that  when 
you  are  naughty  you  offend  God,  and  give 
sorrow  to  the  beautiful  spirit  who  is  watch- 
ing over  you." 

"  Indeed  I  will  never  give  him  sorrow 
if  I  can  help  it.  And  I  would  wish  you 
would  tell  me,  kind  Indian  girl,  what  I 
could  do  that  would  give  him  pleasure." 

"  You  will  please  him  most,"  answered 
the  young  Indian,  struck  by  a  sudden 
plan  of  withdrawing  little  Snowdrop  from 
the  burial-ground,  "  by  being  obedient  to 
Father  Francis,  as  he  is  obedient  to  our 
good  God  in  heaven." 

"  Ah,  then,  it  will  not  be  very  difficult 
to  please  my  dear  little  angel ;  for  I  love 
Father  Francis  so  much  that  it  can  only 
be  a  pleasure  to  be  obedient  to  him." 

"/Well,  then,  you  must  come  with  me 
directly,  little  Snowdrop  ;  for  Father  Fran- 
cis desired  me  to  bring  you  with  me  to 
gather  flowers  for  the  altar  at  which  he 
says  Mass  to-morrow." 

"  Did  Father  Francis  really  desire  me  to 
do  this  ?"  the  little  Snowdrop  asked,  hes- 
itating a  little, — "  to  gather  flowers,  and 
leave  my  father's  grave?" 

"He  did  indeed,"  the  Indian  answered. 
And  she  spoke  truly,  for  the  Father  had 
desired  her  to  endeavor  to  engage  the  des- 
olate child  in  some  such  amusing  occu- 
pation. 

Snowdrop  instantly  rose,  and  gave  her 
hand  to  her  companion.  "  I  will  go  with 
you  this  moment;  though  I  am  grieved  to 
leave  my  Indian  father  all  alone." 

"  You  forget,  little  Snowdrop,  he  is  not 
alone  ;  for  his  soul  is  with  the  good  white 
Christ.  Only  his  dead  body  liesbeneath." 
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"Ah,  that  is  very  true,  kind  Indian; 
and  I  thank  you  for  reminding  me  of  it. 
Now  I  will  go  with  you  to  gather.flowers ; 
but  you  must  help  me,  for  I  never  gath- 
ered them  for  any  one  but  my  Indian  fath- 
er before,  and  I  do  not  know  which  will 
be  the  most  pleasing  to  Father  Francis." 

"  I  will  gladly  come  with  you,"  returned 
the  young  Indian.  And  under  her  guid- 
ance, the  little  Snowdrop  was  soon  busily 
engaged  collecting  flowers,  and  learning 
how  to  arrange  them  in  wreaths  and  gar- 
lands for  the  altar. 


CHAPTER  V. 

The  life  that  little  Snowdrop  now  led 
was  very  different  from  the  one  to  which 
she  had  hitherto  been  accustomed.  In- 
stead of  wandering  from  sunrise  to  sunset 
whithersoever  she  would,  she  had,  in  com- 
mon with  the  Indian  children,  different 
tasks  allotted  to  her;  and  every  hour 
brought  its  separate  employment  with  it. 
With  the  first  dawn  of  light,  she  and  the 
other  inhabitants  of  the  reduction  repaired 
to  the  church  to  hear  Mass,  and  receive  in- 
structions from  Father  Francis.  This  was 
always  the  happiest  hour  of  Angelina's 
life.  She  used  to  say,  in  her  childish  sim- 
plicity, that  she  loved  to  be -in  the  church 
with  Jesus ;  and  when  there,  she  was  al- 
ways so  attentive  to  His  divine  presence, 
that  she  seemed  scarcely  to  have  a  distrac- 
tion at  her  prayers.  Father  Francis  used 
to  say  that  he  loved  to  look  at  her,  as  she 
knelt  with  her  eyes  cast  down  and  her 
hands  crossed  devoutly  on  her  bosom ;  and 
that  she  always  then  appeared  to  him  like 
a  little  second  Mary  at  the  feet  of  her  Re- 
deemer. 

When  prayers  were  over  she  went  with 
the  other  Indian  children  to  work  in  a  piece 
of  ground  set  apart  for  this  purpose,  the 
produce  of  which  was  always  reserved  by 
the  missionaries  for  the  relief  of  the  poor 
Indians  and  wandering  strangers  who 
passed  by  the  reduction. 

When  the  sun  was  too  hot  to  admit  of 
labor  out  of  doors,  the  children  were  as- 


sembled in  the  school-room ;  and  now  be- 
gan the  weary  part  of  the  day  for  little 
Snowdrop.  She  learned  her  Catechism 
(which  was  taught  her  by  one  of  the  elder 
girls,  without  a  book,)  easily  and  well ;  she 
delighted  in  listening  to  stories  from  the 
life  of  Christ,  and  everything  concerning 
Him  seemed  to  impress  itself  at  once  upon 
her  memory ;  so  that  she  could  soon  repeat 
many  portions  of  the  Gospel  by  heart ;  but 
learning  to  read  and  write  was  a  sore  trial 
to  the  patience  of  the  little  untaught  crea- 
ture. Her  fingers  used  to  get  hot  and 
swelled  in  fruitless  attempts  to  form  the 
letters  of  the  alphabet  with  a  pen  ;  and  she 
often  sat  for  a  long  time  with  her  book  in 
her  hand,  while  her  thoughts  were  far 
away  in  the  green  forest,  where  she  had 
spent  so  many  hours  of  her  life.  When 
reminded  of  her  inattention  by  the  young 
Indian  who  instructed  her,  she  anxiously 
recommenced  her  attempts  ;  but  her  indus- 
try soon  flagged  again  ;  and,  quite  forget- 
ting the  place  where  she  really  was,  in  im- 
agination she  was  once  more  on  her  little 
island,  seated  at  the  feet  of  her  Indian  fa- 
ther, and  talking  to  him  of  the  good  "  white 
Christ." 

"  What  can  you  be  thinking  of,  you  idle 
little  Snowdrop  ?"  the  Indian  girl  one  day 
asked  her. 

"  I  am  thinking  of  the  white  Christ," 
said  Angelina  simply. 

"  And  I  will  tell  you  what  the  white 
Christ  is  thinking  about  you  just  now," 
said  her  companion  seriously;  "He is  not 
pleased  with  you,  Angelina." 

"  Does  He  not  like  me  to  think  of  Him  ?" 

"Yes,  at  proper  times;  but  not  when 
you  should  be  occupied  with  your  lessons. 
Tell  me,  if  you  wished  me  to  gather  you  a 
bunch  of  flowersv  would  you  like  me  to  sit 
down  and  think  aboutyou,  instead  of  bring- 
ing them  to  you  directly  ?" 

"  Certainly  I  should  prefer  your  doing 
as  I  wished." 

"Just  so  the  white  Christ  will  prefer 
your  ready  obedience  to  all  the  prayers  you 
can  say  in  His  honor.  When  you  think 
about  Him,  you  are  following  your  own 
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will ;  but  when  you  learn  your  lessons  well 
you  are  complying  with  His." 

"  But  He  did  not  tell  me  to  learn  this 
weary  lesson." 

"  No,  He  did  not ;  but  Father  Francis, 
in  whose  care  He  has  placed  you,  did.  In 
obeying  him  you  are  as  really  obedient  to 
Christ  as  if  He  had  come  and  desired  you 
to  do  so;  and  in  neglecting  your  lesson, 
you  are  disobedient  to  both." 

Angelina  shed  bitter  tears  at  the  thought 
that  she  had  displeased  the  good  Jesus; 
and  from  that  time,  whenever  she  felt  her 
attention  inclined  to  wander  from  her  les- 
son, she  used  to  go  of  her  own  accord  to 
her  mistress,  and,  kneeling  down,  beg  her 
to  pardon  her  and  give  her  a  penance  for  her 
fault.  Long  habits  of  idleness,  however, 
were  not  easily  overcome ;  but  though  she 
often  failed,  she  never  was  disheartened  ; 
the  hope  of  being  pleasing  to  God  was 
always  sufficient  to  incite  her  to  fresh  exer- 
tions, and  at  last  her  perseverance  was 
rewarded  by  success;  before  she  had 
been  six  months  at  the  reduction,  she  had 
learnt  to  read  tolerably  well,  and,  which 
was  of  far  greater  importance,  had  acquired 
habits  of  regular  application,  most  essen- 
tial to  her  future  happiness  and  welfare. 
During  this  long  struggle  with  her  natu- 
ral inclination  to  idleness,  the  little  Snow- 
drop became  a  model  of  every  virtue  which 
children  should  possess.  Every  day  she 
grew  more  devout,  more  gentle  to  her  com- 
panions, more  submissive  to  her  superiors; 
every  day  her  soul  thirsted  more  and 
more  for  the  waters  of  baptism,  which 
would  restore  to  it  the  white  robe  of  inno- 
cence, that,  except  by  the  stains  of  original 
sin,  it  never  appeared  to  have  lost.  Ex- 
cepting to  oblige  her  young  companions, 
she  seldom  joined  in  their  sports,  and 
when  they  all  appeared  too  much  occupied 
to  heed  her,  she  .used  to  steal  away  to  the 
grave  of  the  old  Indian,  where  she  em- 
ployed herself  in  wreathing  flowers  for  the 
altar,  or  in  working  for  the  poor,  an  occupa- 
tion in  which  she  particularly  delighted. 
But  little  Snowdrop  found  her  chief  pleas- 
ure in  the  care  of  the  infirm  and  sick;  there 


were  always  a  number  of  these  latter  at  the 
reduction,  and  she  often  spent  long  hours 
in  the  hospital,  which  the  Jesuit  fathers 
had  established  for  the  poor  Indians  af- 
flicted by  disease.  She  glided  from  bed 
to  bed  like  a  little  angel  of  consolation, 
bringing  flowers  to  one,  fruit  to  another, 
kind  words  and  affectionate  looks  to  all; 
and  to  all  she  used  to  speak  of  the  good 
Jesus  and  His  sweet  Mother,  Mary,  with 
so  much  love  and  tenderness,  that  at  last 
the  poor  Indians  began  to  regard  her  with 
veneration,  as  a  creature  sent  amongst  them 
to  lead  them  to  the  same  devotion  for  their 
divine  Redeemer  with  which  she  herself 
was  so  deeply  imbued.  As  the  season  of 
Christmas  approached,  she  could  think  and 
speak  of  nothing  but  the  sweet  infant  Je- 
sus and  His  Mother  in  the  stable  of  Beth- 
lehem ;  and  she  longed  for  the  midnight 
Mass,  at  which  she  had  been  present  the 
year  before  without  understanding  what  she 
witnessed  ;  but  at  which  she  would  now 
assist  with  full  consciousness  of  the  pres- 
ence of  the  divine  Jesus  on  the  altar,  where 
He  every  day  offered  Himself  to  His  heav- 
enly Father  (both  in  the  sorrows  of  His 
childhood  and  the  sufferings  of  His  death) 
for  the  salvation  of  mankind. 

^The  day  before  this  festival  so  dear  to 
every  Christian  heart,  almost  all  the  In- 
dians of  the  reduction  were  employed  both 
within  and  without  the  church  in  adorning 
it  for  the  midnight  Mass.  Many  were  aL?o 
engaged,  with  hearts  overflowing  with 
gratitude  and  love,  in  preparing  themselves 
to  receive  the  divine  Infant  in  the  ever- 
blessed  Sacrament  of  the  altar;  and  of  the 
rest,  some  were  busy  wreathing  flowers, 
others  in  cleaning  out  the  church,  and  oth- 
ers again  in  cutting  sweet  herbs  and 
branches  of  trees  to  strew  on  the  floor. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED.) 


As  by  studying  w'e  learn  how  to  study, 
and  speaking  teaches  us  how  to  speak, 
running  how  to  run,  working-  how  to 
work,  thus  does  loving  teach  us  how  to 
love  God  and  our  neighbor. — St.  F.  de  S. 
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The  Nativity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, 


Quae  est  ista  quae  progreditur  quasi  aurora  con- 
surgens  ?" — Cant,  vt 

It  is  always  with  a  new  transport  of  joy 
and  delight  that  we  hail  again  the  sweet 
birth-day  of  our  glorious  Queen.  For  the 
fourth  time  we  now  celebrate  it  in  the 
pages  of  the  AVE  MART  A;  some  among  a  cer- 
tain class  of  our  friends  might  begin  to. 
fear  that  we  have  already  exhausted  the 
subject.  No,  not  yet;  should  we  live  the 
years  of  the  Patriarchs  of  old,  we  could 
never  admit  that  such  a  subject  is  ex- 
hausted. Compared  to  what  the  saints 
have  left  us, — and  what  can  be  added  to 
their  astonishing  praises? — the  little  we 
say,  year  after  year,  week  after  week,  of  one 
above  all  praise,  is  like  a  drop  of  water  to 
the  ocean  ;  no,  not  even  so  much. 

St.  Bernardine  of  Sienna  tells  us  that 
on  the  day  the  precious  child  came  into 
this  world,  all  the  angels  descended  from 
heaven  to  present  their  homage  to  the 
new-born  babe  in  the  house  of  St.  Ann. 
Rapt  up  in  admiration  around  the  blessed 
cradle,  they  repeated  to  each  other  the 
words  of  the  Canticles:  Quce  est  ista  quce 
progreditur  quasi  aurora  consurgens  ?  St. 
Francis  de  Sales  supports  the  same  pious 
and  rich  idea;  we  thank  both  those  two 
bright  luminaries  of  the  Churoj^for  hav- 
ing opened  for  us  -such  a  luminous  path ; 
we  shall  certainly  make  an  effort  to  fol- 
low our  celestial  guides  to  the  house  of 
Blessed  Ann,  and  like  them  we  shall  also 
ask  the  question:  Quce  est- ista — "Who 
is  this  beautiful  child?" 

Did  the  angels  know  who  she  was,  and 


was  to  be  ?  Had  they  learned  from  a  spe- 
cial revelation  the  glorious  destinies  of 
the  wonderful  new-born  Virgin?  It  is 
more  than  probable.  By  these  questions 
they  encouraged  themselves  mutually  to 
venerate  and  love  her  the  more.  We  will 
do  the  same ;  we  will  fix  our  eyes  in  spirit 
on  the  sweet  babe  so  extraordinarily  priv- 
ileged that  the  whole  court  from  above 
hasten  to  do  her  homage. 

Is  it  not  a  little  surprising  that  the  same 
Gospel  in  .which  the  birth  of  the  Baptist 
is  so  minutely  recorded,  absolutely  passes 
under  silence  the  nativity  of  the  Mother 
of  God  ?  The  portion  of  the  Gospel  which 
is  read  on  this  occasion  relates  solely  to 
the  Incarnation  ;  it  contains  our  Saviour's 
genealogy, — not  through  Mary,  His  real 
Mother,  but  through  Joseph,  His  foster- 
father:  Jacob  autem  genuit  Joseph  virum 
Marice  de  qua  natus  est  Jesus  qui  vocatur 
Christus. 

This  astonishing  silence,  however,  has  a 
cause — and  a  profound  one  too;  one  which, 
if  properly  weighed,  will  singularly  re- 
dound to  the  glory  of  Mary. 

The  Gospel  indeed  relates  no  genealogy 
of  Mary's  ancestors,  because,  however,  no- 
ble they  were,  she  did  not  derive  from 
them  her  glory, — but  they  from  her;  it  is 
she  who  ennobles  not  only  her  own  pa- 
rents, but  all  the  family  of  David,  the 
whole  tribe  of  Juda,  the  whole  nation  of 
the  Jews,  and  all  mankind. 

But  from  what  source  does  she  herself 
derive  her  glory?  Our  Gospel  reveals  it 
plainly  :  Marice  de  qua  natus  est  Jesus  : 
"Mary  of  whom  Jesus  is  born."  She  is  the 
Mother  of  Jesus ;  htere  is  all  her  glory : 
de  qua  natus  est  Jesus.  Consider  not  her 
ancestry,  but  see  what  Son  she  brought 
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forth.  If  Mary  is  so  great,  it  comes  not 
from  David  or  Abraham,  but  from  Jesus 
and  Jesus  alone  :  Marice  de  qua  natus  est 
Jesus.  All  we  need  know  of  Mary's  gene- 
alogy,— and  we  know  it, — is  that  she  was, 
like  St.  Joseph,  of  the  family  of  David 
and  of  the  tribe  of  Juda;  this  much  was 
required  for  the  fulfilment  of  the  prophe- 
cies regarding  the  Messiah. 

Thus  we  barely  learn  the  names  of  her 
parents ;  as  to  the  circumstances  in  which 
they  lived,  and  the  place  where  she  was 
born,  or  the  particular  wonderful  signs 
that  marked  or  accompanied  it,  we  know 
absolutely  nothing  from  authentic  reve- 
lation. 

The  Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the  Church, 
however,  have  not  imitated  the  silence  of 
the  Evangelists.  St.  John  Damascene  in 
particular  has  eloquently  celebrated  the 
virtues  and  merits  of  St.  Joachim  and  St. 
Ann. 

They  indeed  belonged  to  the  family  of 
David,  the  most  illustrious  in  the  world  ; 
but  the  blood  of  David  coursed  no  longer 
in  the  veins  of  the  reigning  king  in  Sion : 
"The  sceptre  had  gone  out  of  Juda." 
This  decheance  itself  was  an  important 
prophecy  to  announce  the  coming  of  the 
Saviour.  It  was  now  Herod  the  Idumean 
who  held  the  sceptre  in  Jerusalem — im- 
posed on  Judea  by  the  Roman  emperor, 
Augustus,  twenty  years  previous. 

Where  was  Joachim's  residence  at  the 
time  of  the  precious  child's  birth?  Some 
locate  it  in  Jerusalem  ;  others,  in  greater 
number  and  on  better  evidence,  place  it 
at  Nazareth — in  that  same  house,  which, 
fifteen  years  later,  was  to  witness  the 
most  stupendous  and  august  mystery  ever 
known  among  men,  viz. :  the  Incarnation 
of  God's  Eternal  Son  in  the  womb  of  the 
same  wonderful  child  of  heaven  ;  we  mean 
the  same  house  ever  since  held  among 
Christians  as  the  most  venerable  temple 
in  the  world  ; — the  Santa  Casa;  which  a 
countless  multitude  of  faithful  souls  has 
continued  to  visit  for  the  last  six  centuries, 
on  the  Adriatic  shores,  atLoreto.  La  Santa 
Casa!  How  appropriately  popular  sense 


among  Christians  has  denominated  the 
Holy  House,  most  certainly  sanctified  by 
the  mystery  of  the  Incarnation  and  the 
thirty  years'  residence  of  Jesus,  and  prob- 
ably also  by  the  immaculate  conception 
and  the  nativity  of  the  Virgin  of  virgins. 
In  the  same  manner,  as  God  had  raised  Da- 
vid from  the  humble  hut  of  his  father  even 
upon  the  throne  of  Israel;  so  likewise 
did  He  bring  out  of  the  poor  cottage  of 
Nazareth,  the  stainless  maid,  the  Mother 
of  Him  whose  reign  in  the  House  of  David' 
would  know  no  end. 

"  Ages,"  beautifully  remarks  St.  John  Da- 
mascene," vied  with  each  other,  as  to  which 
should  give  birth  to  the  holy  Virgin  prom- 
ised from  the  beginning  of  the  world:  Cer- 
tabant  scecula  quodnam  ortu  Virginia  glo- 
riaretur.  Not  ages  alone,  but  all  families, 
and  every  mother;  for  the  supreme  ambition 
of  each  was  to  see  the  Messiah  ennoble 
her  blood  above  all  and  forever.  After 
the  divine  maternity,  no  maternity  can  be 
compared  to  that  of  the  Blessed  Ann, 
whose  daughter  was  to  be  the  Mother  of 
God,  and  as  such  to  stand  through  all  ages 
above  men  and  angels. 

It  was  on  the  8th  of  September  the  event 
took  place.  We  can  scarcely  doubt  but 
some  extraordinary  prodigies  announced 
^,nd  marked  it.  But  what  they  were,  God 
has  kept  from  us;  and  all  we  may  safely 
say  is  to  repeat  the  solemn  declaration  of 
St.  Anselm,  to  which  Benedict  XIV  gives 
his  full  approbation:  "I  conjecture  that 
the  birth  of  Mary  was  announced  by  mar- 
vellous and  divine  signs.  But  what  those 
mysterious  forerunners  were  He  alone 
knows  who  had  chosen  Mary  for  His  Moth- 
er ere  He  brought  her  into  existence.  It 
suffices  for  us  to  know  from  the  inspired 
pages  that  "  she  came  from  the  desert, 
inundated  with  delights ;" — ascendit  de  de- 
serto  deliciis  affluens.'  The  meaning  of 
these  words  is:  she  came  either  from  a 
barren  womb,  or  from  a  land  barren  and 
unfruitful,  desert-like,  since  it  was  con- 
demned to  produce  but  thorns  and  briars. 
Mary  was  born  of  a  mother  hitherto 
barren — nature,  says  St.  John  Damascene, 
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having  had  but  a  feeble  part  in  the  forma- 
tion of  a  being  full  of  grace,  and  well- 
nigh  absolutely  the  work  of  divine  grace: 
Natura  gratim  cedit  ac  tremula' stat,  non 
progredi  sustinens  :  "Nature  preceded  not 
divine  grace  but  yielded  it,  not  daring  to 
act  first,  but  timidly  following."  This  mir- 
acle was  intended  as  a  preparation  for  a 
greater  one,  viz. :  the  fecundity  of  Mary's 
virginity. 

The  Church  has  celebrated  the  Nativ- 
ity of  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God  for 
nearly  twelve  centuries.  Some  grave  au- 
thors relate  that  a  pious  solitary,  hearing 
every  year  on  the  8th  of  September  celes- 
tial hymns,  finally  suspected  they  meant 
some  hidden  mystery.  He  prayed  to  God 
for  an  explanation  of  the  same ;  and,  in 
answer  to  his  request,  it  was  revealed  to 
him  that  it  was  the  birthday  of  Mary 
the  Mother  of  God  ;  that,  as  the  festival 
was  kept  in  heaven,  and  that  Mary  was 
born-  more  for  men  than  for  angels,  it 
ought  to  be  celebrated  upon  the  earth. 
This  fact  was  brought  to  the  knowledge  of 
the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  and  the  feast  was 
immediately  instituted. 

Benedict  XIV,  after  seriously  examining 
the  circumstances  of  the  case,  declared  his 
unwillingness  either  to  approve  or  disap- 
prove the  statement. 

Be  it  as  it  may  concerning  the  origin  of  the 
feast,  the  meaning  of  it  is  obviously  in- 
structive and  beautiful. 

Bossuet  remarks,  in  one  of  his  sermons 
on  the  Nativity  of  Mary,  that  men's  equal- 
ity is  absolute  and  perfect  only  in  two 
points  of  their  existence,  at  the  two  ex- 
treme ends — when  they  come  into  this 
world  and  when  they  leave  it.  Through 
life,  industry  may  succeed  in  disturbing 
that  equality;  vanity,  ambition,  will  ob- 
tain distinctions — but,  after  all,,death  will 
restore  the  equality  with  which  life  had" 
commenced.  All  men  are  born  of  Adam, 
and  soon  will  return  into  the  dust  from 
which  they  were  made.  Job  spoke  for  all, 
when  he  said :  Nadus  egressus  sum  de 
utero  matris  mece  et  nudus  revertar  illuc. 

In  the  death  of  the  saints,  we  find  a  dif- 


ference. Death  visits  them  alike  with  sin- 
ners; but  the  consequences  are  not  the 
same.  Their  death  is  not  void  of  glory  ; 
it  is,  in  the  language  of  the  Church,  their 
real  birthday  :  natalis  dies.  Their  tomb  is 
in  fact  the  cradle  of  their  triumph. 

But,  however  glorious  their  death  may 
be,  we  cannot  honor  their  nativity  upon 
earth;  for  at  that  moment  they  were 
all  guilty  and  slaves  of  Satan.  Three 
births  are  to  be  excepted  from  this  univer- 
sal rule,  and  each  of  them  is  honored  by 
the  Church  with  a  particular  feast:  the 
first  and  most  holy  Birth  of  Jesus  Christ, 
which  makes  the  great  solemnity  of  Christ- 
mas ;  that  of  John  the  Baptist,  sanctified 
in  his  mother's  womb  three  months  be- 
fore his  nativity;  and,  finally,  that  of  the 
Holy  Mother  of  Jesus. 

Our  readers  will  easily  perceive  how 
much  St.  John's  nativity  differs  from  that 
of  our  Blessed  Lady.  The  Church  cele- 
brates both  the  birth  and  the  death  of  the 
Baptist;  but  his  conception  could  never 
be  the  object  of  a  feast ;  alone  entirely 
among  the  children  of  Adam,  and  by  a 
privilege  which  she  shares  with  Jesus  Him- 
self, Mary  is  holy  in  her  precious  death  on 
the  15th  of  August,  in  herjoy-spreadingNa- 
tivity  on  the  8th  of  September,  and  in  her  Im- 
maculate Conception  the  8th  of  December. 

Of  these  three  solemnities  that  of  her 
Nativity  is  particularly  ours. 

The  Immaculate  Conception  may  be 
termed  Mary's  own  festival;  she  enjoys  it 
alone,  in  her  mother's  womb,  while  she  is  by 
it  elevated  above  all  saints.  The  Assump- 
tion is  the  feast  of  the  angels  in  heaven, 
and  in  one  sense  brings  tears  to  our  eyes; 
for  on  that  day  we  lose  the  sensible  pres- 
ence of  a  most  beloved  Mother.  But  her 
nativity  is,  properly  speaking,  the  feast  of 
the  earth ;  for  then  it  is  she  was  given  us, 
a  sweet  babe,  destined  to  grow  and  live  in 
our  very  midst,  to  breathe  the  same  air  we 
breathe,  to  walk  on  the  same  earth  on 
which  we  walk,  to  be  enlightened  and 
warmed  by  the  same  rays  of  the  sun  which 
enlightens  and  warms  us  all.  Hence  the 
sublime  exclamation  of  the  Church  :  Na- 
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tivitas  tua,  Dei  genitrix  Virgo,  gaudium 
annuntiavit  universe  mundo.  "  Thy  Na- 
tivity, O  Holy  Mother  of  God,  brings  uni- 
versal joy  to  mankind  ;"  and  immediately 
the  Church  gives  the  reason  of  that  uni- 
versal joy :  "  for  out  of  thee  comes  forth  the 
Sun  of  Justice,  Christ  our  Lord,  who,  re- 
moving all  malediction  and  destroying 
death,  gives  us  life  everlasting. 

Before  the  Virgin  Mother's  nativity, 
the  world  was  literally  buried  in  the  dark- 
est night  of  ignorance  and  infidelity ; 
God's  own  people,  the  Jews  themselves, 
walked  through  the  shades  of  figures 
and  symbols  and  types.  Everywhere  sin 
reigned  unchecked,  and  by  it  Satan  held 
in  chains  men  created  after  the  image  and 
likeness  of  God.  . 

But  the  day  of  liberty  and  life/  is  ap- 
proaching. Look  to  the  East :  behold  the 
sweet  and  joyous  aurora  is  already  dawn- 
ing ;  it  is  the  Virgin  who  conies  forth  as 
a  soft  light :  Quasi  aurora  consurgens.  Do 
you  not  see  the  earth  thrilling  with  an  un- 
known joy,  and  adorning  herself  with  an 
apparel  of  gladness  totally  unknown  since 
the  original  transgression  had  covered  its 
face  with  a  shroud  of  sorrow  ?  All  this 
joy  and  glory  and  splendor,  all  this  new 
life  is  brought  back  by  the  nativity  of  the 
child  of  benediction.  N'ativitas  tua ,  gau- 
dium annuntiavit  universo  mundo. 

This  beautiful  type  of  the  aurora — as  we 
demonstrated  in  a  previous  article  last 
year — under  which  the  Church  loves  to  rep- 
resent our  Blessed  Mother  on  her  birth- 
day, justifies  itself  by  three  essential  prop- 
erties common  to  both  Mary  and  the  au- 
rora:  1st,  the  aurora  becomes  a  mother 
almost  as  soon  as  she  is  born ;  for  in  a 
very  little  while  after  her  own  appearance, 
she  brings  forth  from  her  bosom  the  full 
body  of  the  sun.  2d,  she  is  a  virgin- 
mother  ;  for  she  loses  nothing  of  her  pu- 
rity or  integrity  by  giving  birth  to  the 
king  of  light,  the  luminary  of  the  day. 
3d,  and  what  is  more  astonishing  yet — 
she  is  the  daughter  of  her  son  as  well  as 
she  is  his  mother;  or,  in  other  words,  the 
mother  of  her  own  father.  That  she  is 


really  the  daughter  of  her  own  son  must 
appear  obvious  to  a  reflecting  mind,  for 
she  visibly  owes  her  existence  to  the  sun, 
who,  when  approaching  our  hemisphere, 
projects  his  first  rays,  heralding  his  com- 
ing'and  sends  before  him  this  joyful  dawn- 
ing to  announce  his  immediate  presence; 
and  at  the  same  time  she  is  none  the  less 
his  mother, — for,  as  we  may  convince  our- 
selves every  day  with  our  own  eyes,  it  is 
from  her  own  bosom  we  see  the  sun  rise 
and  enter  upon  his  glorious  career. 


Nativity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 
B,  €,  15. 


The  earth  is  all  hushed  in  a  silence  of  force, 

Downtrodden  'neath  Roinans*rough  heel ; 
And  turbulence,  crushed  by  that  terrible  course, 

No  longer  can  make  its  appeal. 
The  earth,  it  is  calm :  all  its  warfare  is  hushed : 

It  slumbers  :  volcanic  its  gloom ; 
O'er  powered  are  its  thunders : — heavy  laden  and 
crushed 

Are  its  atoms :  what  bodes  it  ? — a  tomb  ? 

Ah  no !  the  mute  earth,  in  this  wonderful  calm, 

Unawares  is  preparing  for  bliss ; 
Unawares,  and  scarce  feeling  the  life-giving  balm 

Of  that  peace  which  it  construed  amiss, 
As  it  fell  unawares  on  the  blood-stained  earth — 

On  the  earth  ever  greedy  of  gore  ; 
Unawares  came  that  peace  thus  to  herald  a  birth, 

Where  angels  all  flocked  to  adore. 

That  calm  of  the  outward  was  tribute  to  her 

Who  was  born  to  bring  blessing  to  earth ; 
And  at  Nazareth  were  all  the  angels  astir 

To  hail  this  momentous  high  birth. 
All  hidden  from  men  were  their  harpings  of  bliss, 

With  which  they  saluted  their  Queen; 
Queen,  born  with  her  senses  well  tempered  to  this : 

Holy  rapture  enkindling  the  scene. 

The  bright  soul  of  Mary  awakes  to  earth's  light 

Amid  brilliancy — harmony  sweet ; 
Around  her  first  couch  hover  seraphs  all  bright, 

Her  first  lovely  smiling  to  greet. 
Yet  they  wonder — those  angels, — those  servants  of 
grace, 

To  view  the  sweet  babe  so  serene ;     . 
They  knew  but  too  truly  how  sin  doth  deface, 

With  its  foulness,  the  earth's  daily  scene. 
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Unconscious  the  harpings  are  mingled  with  tears, 

And  a  sadness  pervades  the  high  strain ; 
Prescient,  they  feel  that  the  charm  which  endears 

Is  on  earth  ever  tinctured  with  pain. 
Thus  the  hymns  they  were  singing,  those  seraphs 
so  high, 

In  homage  to  Mary's  high  worth 
Were  mingled  with  strains  of  a  sad  prophecy ; — 

Thus  sang  they, — those  angels  on  earth : 


THE  ANGELS'  HYMN. 
Oh !  beautous  one  1  we  welcome  thee  t 
Yet  to  a  world  of  misery, — 

Unto  a  world  of  sin. 
All  blotted  out  the  ancient  grace 
Adorning  erst  Man's  glorious  race 

O'erpowered  by  passion's  din. 

Shadows  on  earth  are  dark  and  drear ; 
The  Holy — men  no  more  revere  ; 

The  Truthful  is  too  high. 
Man's  mystic  sense  of  spirit  light 
Is  quenched  in  fearful  passion's  night, 

Man  chooses — thus  to  die. 

And  thou,  sweet  blossom  of  the  truth, 
Who,  more  than  Sarah,  more  than  Ruth, 

Shalt  bless  the  world  with  life  : 
Thou  com'st  to  stem  the  awful  tide 
On  which  foul  passions  rampant  ride, 

Waging  with  Truth  all  strife. 

How  will  thy  conscious  reason  reel 
When  crime  presents  the  piercing  steel, 

When  Truth  seems  overthrown! 
What  woes  await  thy  loving  .breast, 
When,  torn  from  peace,  by  sin  caressed, 

Man  does  his  God  disown ! 

Ah !  earthly  life  but  brings  thee  woe, 
Seeks  but  that  love  to  overthrow 

That  binds  thy  soul  to  grace ; 
But  unto  thee  the  triumph  high, 
The  love  that  pierces  earth  and  sky, 

Love  that  restores  man's  race. 

O  God !  it  is  not  sweet  to  fall ! 
Sin  may  the  bravest  heart  appal, 

May  fill  the  soul  with  gloom ; 
But  sweet  to  know  Thy  love  doth  raise 
The  contrite  heart,  to  songs  of  praise — 

Redeeming  from  the  tomb. 

What  Love  Creative  formed  from  dust 
Now  Love  Redemptive  clears  from  rust — 

Restores  to  life  of  grace ! 
'Tis  thine,  O  Blest !  the  gracious  part 
To  bear  for  man  earth's  tingling  smart — 

To  love  the  guilty  race ! 


O  blessed  part :  Oh,  trebly  blest ! 
To  work  with  Him  at  whose  behest 

All  worlds  to  being  sprang; 
With  Him  to  move  in  harmony 
Who  blessed  thy  sweet  humility 

When  first  the  morning  stars  together  sang. 

Thou  com'st !  thou  com'st  to  do  His  will, 
Thy  praise  the  seraph  strains  shall  fill, 

And  sorrow  'bove  all  joy  be  blest, 
Till  the  end  comes :  when — banished  pain — 
Thou  com'st  with  Him — sublime  to  reign 

In  brightest  glory  drest. 

M.  A.  S, 


THE  FLEftlMINGS. 

BY   MRS.    ANNA   H.    DOBSEY. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

MKS.  FLEMMING  is  GLAD  OF  SOMETHING 
AT  LAST. 

In  the  meanwhile  Hulda  Sneathen  be- 
gan to  exhibit  a  change  which  not  only 
kept  Nicholas  in  a  fever,  but  attracted  the 
serious  attention  of  her  father  and  aunt. 
She  grew  snappish  and  absent-minded,  re- 
versing the  order  of  things  as  is  the  way 
with  absent-minded  people,  and  very  often 
made  them  all  uncomfortable  by  putting 
salt  into  things  that  required  sugar,  and 
sugaring  things  that  should  have  been 
salted;  sometimes  she  was  very  gay — at 
others,  very  silent;  and  once  she  actually 
patched  the  knee  of  her  father's  black  pan- 
taloons with  yellow  cloth,  which  he  did 
notdiscover  until  he  had  gotinto  Plymouth 
the  next  morning, — having  dressed  by  can- 
dle-light,— when  his  attention  was  called 
to  the  fact  by  the  hootings  and  laughter  of 
the  gamins  of  that  godly  town.  Hulda 
laughed  when  her  father  scolded  her  about 
it,  and  said  she  was  sorry — then  asked  him 
if  he  had  a  letter  for  her,  which  he  shortly 
answered  in  the  negative.  Then  Hulda, 
who  had  all  her  life  been  blessed  with  a 
good  wholesome  appetite,  and  dearly  loved 
the  flesh-pots,  began  to  grow  dainty  about 
her  eating,  and  did  very  little  more  than 
peck  at  her  food  when  she  sat  down  to  the 
table — and  of  course  began  to  get  pale  and 
thin;  and  her  aunt  told  the  Deacon  in  con- 
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fidence  that  she  had  heard  her  crying  in 
the  night,  and  walking  about  the  floor 
when  she  should  have  been  in  bed  asleep. 
He  was  puzzled  and  uneasy,  for  he  remem- 
bered that  Hulda's  mother  had  gone  off 
with  a  strange,  slow  sort  of  complaint, 
that  nobody  thought  was  anything  worse 
than  indolence,  until  one  day  she  laid  her 
poor  head  quietly  back  in  her  chair  and  died. 

"  She's  fretting, — that's  all ;  fretting 
about  Nick  Flemming,"  said  the  Deacon, 
rubbing  his  head  violently  with  his  yellow 
silk  handkerchief. 

"  La  suz !"  exclaimed  Miss  Debby,  "  I'd 
like  to  know  neow!  But  'taint  that,  Dea- 
con ;  for  she  sees  Nick  Flemming  every 
day  or  so.  She's  clipper  enough  as  fur  as 
that  goes.  She's  going  to  turn  Papist, — 
that's  what  it  is."  /* 

"  Don't  be  a  fool,  Deborah  !  It's  no 
such  nonsense  as  that.  It's  Nicholas,  I 
tell  you ;  and  I  won't  have  her  worrit  into 
getting  sick,"  answered  the  Deacon,  grow- 
ing purple  in  the  face. 

"Lands  sakes!  Deacon ,"  began  the 

spinster. 

"I  don't  want  to  see  my  child's  prop- 
erty going  back  to  them  ungodly  people — 
her  mother's  relations.  They're  hunger- 
ing and  thirsting  for  it — them  Barkers  are. 
So  I  won't  have  her  worrit,  and  you  may 
let  Nick  Flemming  know  that  he  can  come 
whenever  he  wants  to,"  answered  the  Dea- 
con, looking  benign. 

"  Suz  !"  exclaimed  Miss  Debby,  with  an 
extra  sniff;  "  I  forgot  all  about  that  Barker 
will;  why,  if  Huldy  was  to  die  off  to-day, 
like  her  poor  mother  did,  all  the  property 
would  go  right  straight  to  the  Barkers ; 
and  you  couldn't  afford  that.  Yes,  I  guess 
mebbe  that  Nick  Flemming  has  got  some 
hand  in  it,  and  he'd  better  come  to  chirk 
her  up." 

So  Nicholas  was  duly  notified  that  he 
could  visit  the  house  again  ;  but  Nicholas 
had  been  snubbed  two  or  three  times  by 
Hulda  since  the  evening  they  met  under 
the  hemlock  trees,  when  she  sent  him  away 
and  had  behaved  altogether  so  strangely 
that  his  pride  was  up,  and  he  stood  off. 


So,  whatever  was  the  matter  with  Hulda, 
she  kept  it  to  herself  in  a  little  "ring  of 
fire"  that  scorched  her  sometimes  until  she 
was  half  beside  herself;  but  "  she  wouldn't 
tell ; — no,  not  if  it  killed  her," — she  de- 
clared to  herself  over  and  over  again. 
Nick's  coldness  was  almost  too  much  for 
her ;  for  she  "  knew  that  he  was  thinking 
meanly  of  her,  misconstruing  and  misun- 
derstanding her  ;  but  he  was  the  very  last 
one  she  could  tell  her  trouble  to;,  and  if 
he  chose  to  mount  his  high  horse  and  go 
putting  on  airs  to  her — -why,  let  him  do  so  to 
the  end  of  the  chapter ;"  then  Hulda  had  a 
good  cry  to  herself,  which  when  it  was 
over  seemed  to  do  her  good,  for  she 
bounced  up,  began  to  brush  her  curls  vig- 
orously, soused  her  face  in  a  basin  of  cold 
water  and  dressed  herself  prettily  in  a  new 
maroon  tabinet  which  she  had  bought  from 
a  peddler  with  the  dairy-money,  and  put  a 
frill  of  rich  yellow  lace  around  her  throat 
and  fastened  it  with  a  gay  ribbon  bow,  then 
stuck  another  among  her  curls,  singing 
snatches  of  song,  and  saying  now  and  then: 
"  It  will  come  to-morrow.  I  am  sure  it 
will.  I  shall  hear  from  him  to-morrow; 
then  I  shall  be  so  happy !  But  maybe  Nick 
will  be  here  this  evening.  I  don't  care, 
though,  if  he  don't."  Her  hope  that  Nich- 
olas Flemming  would  come,  was  the  secret 
ofhergrande  toilette, — but  who  was  it  she 
expected  to  hear  from  ?  Had  the  sly  puss 
got  another  lover  ? 

But  Nicholas  did  not  come.  He  had 
gone  down  to  Holderness  and  Plymouth 
with  a  great  wagon-load  of  farm  and  dairy 
produce,  arid  his  mother's  beautiful  carpet, 
just  finished  and  taken  out  of  the  loom  the 
day  before,  to  sell.  She  counted  on  get- 
ting a  good  round  sum  for  it,  for  it  was  al- 
most as  pretty  as  a  store  carpet ;  then  there 
was  a  good  lot  of  wool — the  wool  from  their 
sheep  was  always  considered  the  finest  and 
whitest  in  the  country — and  she  had  taken 
uncommon  pains  in  curing  it  for  market; 
besides  this,  were  two  barrels  of  maple 
syrup,  as  clear  as  amber,  and  a  keg  of  el- 
derberry wine  several  years  old,  equal  to 
any  foreign  wines  in  the  land.  And  the 
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thrifty  little  woman  watched  her  wheeled 
argosy  until  it  was  out  of  sight,  hoping  for 
quick  sales  and  high  prices ;  then  went 
back  to  her  sad  thoughts  and  her  spinning- 
wheel,  for  she  was  busy  making  her  fine 
yarn,  almost  as  fine  as  the  yarn  brought 
from  Shetland,  for  which  she  always  got  a 
high  price. 

Everything  was  going  on  as  usual  in 
the  Old  Homestead  and  around  it.  The 
golden  sun  of  September  shone  as  brightly 
as  ever  on  the  wide-spreading  beeches 
around  it ;  the  windows  glittered  like  dia- 
monds as  its  rays  darted  down  through  the 
dappled  foliage  upon  the  small  clear  panes, 
and  brought  out  with  rare  bright  touches 
the  patches  of  moss  and  lichen  upon  the 
old  black  roof.  There,  between  the  lichen- 
covered  elms  that  bordered  the  broad  grav- 
elled walk  running  through  the  middle  of 
their  garden  and  the  field  beyond,  shone  a 
glimpse  of  the  lake,  and  one  of  its  gem- 
like  islands;  farther,  in  the  distance,  the 
Belknap  Mountains  lay  like  a  purple  wave 
against  the  sky;  nearer  still  arose  Ossipee 
and  the  haughty  Chocorua,  with  stripes  of 
crimson  breaking  the  dark  monotony  of 
the  summer  foliage  upon  their  slopes, — 
with  here  and  there,  as  if  Indian  warriors 
were  in  ambush  on  their  heights,  flashes  of 
orange  and  scarlet,  like  flitting  plumes. 
All  around,  the  ledges  and  boulders  of 
the  solemn  picturesque  hills  stood  out 
bravely  in  blue  and  purple,  warmed  and 
glorified  by  clusters  of  yellow  and  crimson 
sumachs  that  waved  their  palm-like  leaves 
gaily  in  the  sun.  Down  along  the  edges 
of  the  rivulets,  pink  and  purple  blossoms 
lifted  their  heads  among  the  grapes;  and 
the  sweetbriar  clinging  about  everything 
was  full  of  fragrance  and  thickly  hung  with 
scarlet  berries,  while  blue  and  white  asters 
dappled  the  meadow  lands,  and  the  great 
ferns  began  to  wear  a  crimson  tinge  as  they 
waved  in  the  low  lush  dells  watered  by  sly 
little  brooks  that  only  whispered  in  soft  shy 
whispers  as  they  crept  along  through  the 
mosses  towards  the  beautiful  lake.  Noth- 
ing was  changed  outwardly.  The  old  house 
nestled  there  amidst  all  the  early  autum- 


nal beauty,  looking  as  it  did  a  century  be- 
fore,— looking  as  it  did  when  the  oldest 
man  and  woman  living  in  those  parts  first 
remembered  it ;  looking  as  it  did  one  short 
year  before,  when  the  very  name  of  Flem- 
ming  was  a  power  in  the  land,  and  every- 
one in  the  little  world  around  spoke  of  its 
inmates  and  pointed  it  out  with  pride. 
But  we  know  what  a  change  had  come 
upon  them,  and  why.  The  Flemmingshad 
found  out  that  the  "Kingdom  of  Heaven" 
is  not  of  this  world  ;  and,  knowing  this, 
had  entered  into  its  portals,  willing  to  be 
stripped  of  all  things  rather  than  relinquish 
the  right  to  abide  there.  They  had  taken 
up  the  cross  and  in  its  strength,  they  were 
ready  to  make  every  sacrifice  for  the  eter- 
nal good  they  had  found.  I  think  you 
know  all  this,  but  it  is  so  good  a  thing  that 
it  bears  repetition. 

One  day  Wolfert  Flemming  came  home 
from  a  journey  he  had  taken  to  see  a  man 
who  had  written  to  him  about  the  pur- 
chase of  "Mill  Farm;  " — came  home  dis- 
appointed, for  the  man  had  changed  his 
mind  and  bought  other  property.  After 
caring  for  his  tired  horse — for  he  had  a 
tender  heart  for  the  dumb  creatures  that 
served  him — he  entered  his  house  and  ex- 
perienced a  sort  of  relief  when  he  found 
the  old  s)tting-room  empty ;  he  felt  for  a 
moment  that  it  would  be  hard  to  meet  his 
wife's  anxious,  eager  eyes,  and  he  having 
nothing  better  to  tell  her  than  he  had. 
Indeed  there  seemed  to  be  no  one  in  the 
house— every  thing  was  so  silent ;  and  he 
thought  it  would  be  a  good  opportunity 
for  him  to  spend  a  half  hour  in  "Eva's  sanc- 
tuary, as  Hope  called  it,  to  confide  his 
thoughts  and  beg  the  assistance  of  the 
"Help  of  Christians." 

Laying  his  hat  down  in  the  passage,  he 
wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  forehead 
and  opened  the  door.  Eva  was  there, 
kneeling,  with  eyes  closed  and  lips  softly 
uttering  the  beautiful  devotion  of  the  Ro- 
sary as  she  slipped  bead  after  bead  through 
her  fingers.  The  last  crimson  rays  of  the 
setting  sun  shone  through  the  window 
upon  the  white  statue  of  MAKY  and  her 
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SOK,  clothing  them  as  with  a  garment, 
throwing  out  in  strong  relief  the  crucifix 
at  their  feet.  Eva  turned  at  the  sound  of 
her  father's  entrance,  and,  greeting  him 
with  a  sweet  smile  of  welcome,  moved  a 
little  to  make  room  for  him  as  he  knelt  be- 
side her.  Here,  in  this  spot  consecrated 
by  prayer  to  the  Mother  of  God,  the  clamor 
of  worldly  cares  and  the  angry  mutter- 
ings  of  the  storm  that  threatened  him  with 
shipwreck  and  ruin  ebbed  away  from  the 
man's  weary  heart ;  they  could  come  "  only 
so  far;"  and  as  a  sweet  calm  settled  on  his 
soul,  he  realized  the  full  significance  of 
that  peace  whfch  "  the  world  cannot  give, 
nor  take  away:"  and  grew  strong.  Com- 
pared with  this,  the  affairs  of  this  life  sunk 
into  nothingness;  and  he  realized,  perhaps 
more  than  he  had  yet  done,  the  duaj>  strug- 
gle and  warfare  of  his  being — the  struggle 
of  nature  for  perishable  goods,  the  war- 
fare of  his  soul  for  an  immortal  heritage; 
and  he  thought — full  of  faith — "  Be  not 
disquieted,  Oh  my  soul !  for  the  Lord  is 
thy  helper  in  the  day  of  thy  trouble.  His 
holy  will  be  done."  He  expected  no  mir- 
acle to  be  wrought  for  his  deliverance 
from  his  present  strait:  he  simply  referred 
all  things  to  the  divine  will,  while  doing 
all  that  justice  to  his  family  demanded 
and  human  prudence  required — assured  in 
the  depths  of  his  soul  that  if  the  worst 
that  he  dreaded  should  happen,  the  blow 
would  be  sanctified  to  the  good  of  him  and 
his  household  through  Him  who  had  suf- 
fered all  things  for  them.  Thus  reposing 
on  the  will  of  God,  without  a  single  vis- 
ionary thought  or  purpose,  he  felt  that  he 
could  bear  with  courage  whatever  befell ; 
what  could  he  not  bear,  sustained  by  the 
strength  of  his  newly-found  Faith  and  the 
peace  born  of  it?  He  felt  calmed,  re- 
freshed and  thankful. 

Their  devotions  over,  Eva  said  :  "  I  am 
glad  you  are  back,  father.  I  hope  you 
have  had  good  success?" 

"  No,"  he  answered,  as  he  drew  a  chair 
to  the  window  and  sat  down;  "Deacon 
Flynt  had  already  bought  a  place." 

"I  am  sorry,  father.     But  I  can't  de- 


spond. I  have  been  praying  constantly 
to  our  Blessed  Mother  to  help  you,  and 
somehow  I  feel  that  she  will  not  refuse 
me, "  said  Eva,  as  she  brought  a  low  bench 
and  sat  beside  him. 

"  I  hope  so,  daughter ;  I  hope  so.  I  have 
great  faith  in  her  intercession.  How 
strange! — how  strange!"  he  added. 

"What  is  strange,  father?" 

"  That  having  studied  the  Scriptures 
from  my  youth  up,  I  should  have  remained 
blind  so  long  to  the  claims  of  Christ's 
holy  Mother  ; "  he  answered.  "  It  is  true 
that  I  always  felt  a  certain  veneration  for 
her  above  the  other  holy  women  of  the 
Bible;  but  it  is  only  since  I  have  become 
in  faith  a  Catholic,  and  have  read  the  be- 
lief of  the  Church  concerning  her,  that  I 
understand  all  the  mysterious  allusions  to 
her,  and  the  wonderful  and  indissoluble 
connection  that  there  is  between  her  and 
our  redemption.  Men  may  try  to  argue  it 
away,  to  preach  and  write  it  down,  to  ig- 
nore it  with  scorn,  and  inveigh  against  it 
with  contempt;  but  the  fact  remains, — and, 
if  they  are  Christians,  they  half  reject 
Christ  if  they  reject  and  throw  discredit 
on  His  Mother  ! " 

"  Father,  do  you  know  that  I  sometimes 
ttynk  that  the  very  personality  of  Christ 
w'ould  have  faded  into  a  myth  if  the  Cath- 
olic Church  had  not  preserved  and  cher- 
ished through  past  ages  thistender  memory 
and  holy  devotion  to  His  holy  Mother. 
They  would  have  denied  the  Incarnation 
and  denied  His  Humanity — having  lost 
sight  of  her. 

"  It  might  have  been  so;  yes,  it  seems 
possible.  I  never  thought  of  that  before ;" 
answered  her  father,  looking  far  away  into 
the  glowing  depths  of  light  now  softly 
fading  in  the  west. 

"  And  I  can't  tell  you,  father,  how  much 
nearer  and  more  real  the  Saviour  became 
to  me  when  I  learned  to  know  His  holy 
Mother,"  said  Eva  in  low  fervid  tones. 

"And  no  wonder,"  he  replied;  "for  in 
thinking  of  the  Divine  Motherhood,  who 
can  forget  the  Divine  Humanity  ?  In  con- 
templating Him,  is  it  possible  to  divest  the 
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mind  of  her  who  was  chosen  by  almighty 
God  from  His  whole  creation  to  be  the 
Mother  of  His  Son?  Full  of  grace,  she  was 
both  prophet  and  apostle,  in  whom  met 
the  Old  Law  and  the  New,  who  fulfilled 
prophecy  and  interpi-eted  the  Scriptures. 
From  her  lips  man  learned  the  wonderful 
story  of  the  Incarnation,  which  was  con- 
firmed by  angel  messengers  and  sealed 
by  the  birth  of  her  Divine  Son.  Oh,  my 
heart  gets  very  full  when  I  think  and  talk 
of  Our  Lady  ! " 

"Talk  on,  dear  father,"  said  Eva,  fold- 
ing her  hands  together  on  her  knees,  while 
her  countenance  glowed  with  devotion; 
"talk  on;  it  does  me  good." 

"  It  does  me  good  too,  daughter,  to  think 
and  talk  of  this  Mother  of  the  Redemption. 
Eve  was  the  mother  of  creatures,  Mary 
of  souls.  Both  were  created  without 
sin:  Eve  fell,  entailing  sin  and  eternal 
death  on  her  offspring;  Mary  brought  life 
to  hers,  by  giving  birth  to  the  Saviour 
who  redeemed  them,  and  suffering  with 
Him  all  the  penalties  of  guilt,  that  the 
guilty  might  be  pardoned.  Oh,  it  is  won- 
derful !  From  the  time  she  was  promised 
to  our  first  parents,  to  the  hour  when 
she  gave  birth  to  her  Divine  Son,  the 
Scriptures  are  full  of  her.  Everything 
foreshadowed  her.  The  temple,  built  of 
the  purest  and  most  precious  materials  ; 
the  ark  of  the  covenant,  made  of  costly 
and  indestructible  wood,  which  none  but 
priestly  hands  might  touch  and  live,  typi- 
fied her  who  was  to  bear  in  her  sacred 
womb  the  Holy  One.  The  women  Sara, 
Rebecca,  Esther,  Deborah,  Judith,  Ruth, 
Jael,  Lea,  Anna,  Abigail,  Noemi,  Rachel 
and  the  Sunamite  woman,  were  imperfect 
types  of  her  who,  as  "  fair  as  the  moon, 
bright  as  the  sun,  and  terrible  as  an  army 
in  array,"  was  to  crush  the  serpent's  head. 
She  is  the  burning  bush  of  Moses  which 
was  yet  unconsumed  ;  she  is  the  "  garden 
enclosed,"  the  new  Eden  into  which  noth- 
ing defiled  could  enter  or  taint;  she  is  the 
"  sealed  fountain"  the  waters  of  which 
nothing  can  pollute;  she  is  the  "eastern 
gate"  through  which  the  true  Light  en- 


ters; she  is  the  "brilliant  dawn"  which 
precedes  the  rising  Sun ;  she  is  the  rain- 
bow, the  true  sign  of  the  new  Covenant 
and  man's  reconciliation  with  the  Most 
High ;  she  is  the  sacerdotal  rod  of  Aaron 
which  blossomed  in  the  tabernacle ;  she  is 
the  fleece  of  Gideon,  moistened  with  heavy 
dews  when  all  else  remained  dry  and  arid 
around  it ;  she  is  the  dove  always  spotless, 
the  lily  ever  pure,  the  rose  ever  fresh 
and  without  thorns."  And  what  sweet 
and  august  epithets  are  bestowed  on  her 
by  the  Book  of  books :  'Queen,'  'taberna- 
cle of  the  Most  High,'  '  house  of  God,' 
'  blessed  land  of  the  Lord,'  '  star  of  Jacob,' 
'  strong  woman,' '  the  most  beautiful  among 
women,'  '  the  most  happy  mother  of  beau- 
tiful love,  of  faith,  of  wisdom,  of  holy 
hope,  and  full  of  grace.'  She  is  compared 
in  the  holy  pages  to  the  pavilion  of  cedar, 
to  the  fount  in  the  garden,  to  the  light  of 
the  morning,  to  the  source  of  the  waters 
of  life  which  flows  from  Libanus,  to  the 
azure  of  the  heavens,  to  the  cypress  of  Zion 
to  odorous  and  precious  perfume,  to  storax, 
to  spikenard,  to  galbanum!  As  the  heav- 
ens are  filled  with  stars,  so  are  the  Scrip- 
tures gemmed  with  the  glories  of  Mary 
brightening  up  that  long  night  of  gloom 
from  the  fall  to  the  Birth  of  the  Messiah ! 
I  had  read  over  and  over  again  all  these 
names  and  titles  withoutknowing  to  whom 
they  applied  until  the  scales  fell  from  ray 
eyes  and  I  beheld  her  crowned  with  them 
as  with  a  precious  diadem  before  which 
the  lustre  of  all  other  crowns  is  eclipsed ! 
All  the  inspired  writers  delighted  to  speak 
of  her.  Inaias  exclaims :  '  Behold  !  a  Vir- 
gin shall  conceive  and  bring  forth  a  Son 
whose  name  shall  be  Emmanuel.'  In  an- 
other place  he  says :  '  And  there  shall  come 
forth  a  rod  out  of  the  root  of  Jesse,  and  a 
flower  shall  rise  up  out  of  his  root.'  Jere- 
mias  declares :  '  The  Lord  hath  created  a 
new  thing  on  earth,  a  woman  shall  compass 
a  man.'  And  here,"  said  WolfejU-Elera- 
ming,  taking  a  small  book  frc 
and  holding  it  close  to  a 
now  almost  faded  into 
Tertullian,  St.  Jerome,  an! 
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interpreting  these  words,  exclaim :  'This 
woman  is  Mary  !  The  root  of  Jesse  signi- 
fies the  race  of  David;  the  scion  of  this 
root  is  the  Virgin  of  Israel ;  and  the  flower 
born  of  this  scion  is  Jesus  Christ,  the  Son 
of  Mary.  Most  truly,'  "  he  went  on  read- 
ing, in  almost  exultant  tones,  "  '  a  creature 
promised  by  God  Himself  to  our  first  pa- 
rents at  the  beginning  of  the  world ;  a 
creature  who  was  to  have  part  in  the  de- 
signs of  the  Most  High  for  the  salvation 
of  the  world ;  a  creature  prefigured  by  so 
many  mysterious  types — represented  by  so 
many  illustrious  women  ;  a  creature  called 
by  such  beautiful  names,  and  on  whom 
was  bestowed  such  gracious  and  honor- 
able titles ;  a  creature  predicted  and  an- 
nounced by  the  prophets,  could  not  be 
an  ordinary  being.  She  must  hrfve  had 
prerogatives  above  those  of  common  hu- 
manity !  No  !  there  is  nothing  in  all  this 
to  surprise  us,  for  is  not  MAEY  the  mar- 
vel of  marvels,  an  abyss  of  miracles;  the 
greatest  wonder  the  heavens  or  the  earth 
ever  beheld?  From  these  considerations 
flowed  the  belief  that  she  was,  by  the 
power  of  the  Most  High,  conceived  with- 
out sin;  it  is  from  this  assemblage  of 
wonder s  that  the  faith  of  all  Christian  ages 
in  it  was  derived, — -a,  faith  which  is  in  it- 
self one  of  the  strongest  proofs  of  the  fact.' ' 
"  I  believe  it,  father.  How  could  I  doubt 
it?  I  could  not  believe  that  Eve,  who 
was  to  be  the  mother  of  mankind,  was 
created  without  sin,  and  that  Mary,  who 
was  to  be  the  Mother  of  Jesus  Christ  our 
Saviour,  was  not.  Oh,  I  am  sorry  it  is 
growing  so  dark  !  This  has  been  so  lovely, 
dear  father  !"  exclaimed  Eva.  Just  then 
there  came  a  sound  from  the  outside  of  the 
door,  like  a  smothered  sob,  and  there  was  a 
rustle  of  garments  retreating  down  the 
long  dark  passage ;  and  when  Eva  went 
out  she  could  discover  nothing,  and  thought 
it  might  have  been  the  rustling  of  the 
branches  of  the  huge  old  trees  against  the 
windows — for  she  remembered  how  often 
she  had  heard  that,  and  what  an  eerie 
sound  they  made,  scraping  and  tapping  on 
the  glass. 


An  Anonymous  Letter. 


SCURRILOUS,  AND  VERGING  ON  THE  PRO- 
PHETIC. 


Some  weeks  ago  we  mentioned  that  if 
we  could  find  room  we  would  publish  an 
anonymous  letter.  Here  it  is : 

VINCENNES,  IND. 

See  17th  chapter  Revelation  4th  and  5th  verse 
means  the  Church  of  Rome,  the  mother  of  har- 
lots and  abominations  of  the  earth.  "  Babylon  the 
great"  her  days  are  numbered.  She  cannot  used 
Her  inquisition  any  more.  "  Spain  "  is  getting  out 
of  the  darkness  of  Catholicism :  she  cannot  keep  the 
people  in  ignorance  much  longer. — She  has  de- 
ceived the  Poor  followers  too  long,  please  publish 
this  in  Youf  paper  and  give  up  publishing  such 
idolatrous  doctrine, 

Yours,  ONCE  A  CATHOLIC 

but  saw  the  blindness. 

What  think  you,  gentle  reader,  of  the 
epistle  ?  It  doubtless  makes  your  heart 
sad;  for  most  probably  you  know  of  some 
poor  unfortunate  Catholics  who  have  fallen 
away  from  the  grand  old  Church  of  Christ, 
and  your  heart  pities  the  writer  of  the 
above,  because  you  can  say  to  yourself, 
"That  letter  might  have  been  written  by 
poor  Tom,  or  Pat,  who  learned  his  Cate- 
chism with  me,  and  who  now  no  longer 
pretends  to  be  a  Cathojic;"  or,  if  you  are  of 
those  chosen  ones  who  in  a  convent  school 
loved  to  be  numbered  among  the  "  Children 
of  Mary,"  you  may  have  the  sorrow  of  now 
numbering  among  your  visiting  acquaint* 
ances  some  young  ladies— mayhap  some 
married  ladies,  mothers  of  children  grow- 
ing up — who  were  once  your  schoolmates, 
who  once  prayed  by  your  side,  but  who 
now  are  turned  away  from  their  loving 
mother  Church. 

We  confess,  however,  that  our  first  im- 
pulse was  to  throw  the  letter  into  the  waste- 
basket  ;  for  though  we  strive  to  think  char- 
itably of  all,  and  act  charitably  too,  still 
when  we  hear  our  mother  spoken  of — 
whether  the  good  mother  who  taught  us  to 
pray,  or  our  holy  mother  the  Church  who 
gives  us  the  Sacraments  and  other  spiritual 
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aid,  or  our  dear  mother  Mary  in  heaven — 
we  wish  the  words  to  be  at  least  respectful ; 
and  when  they  are  disrespectful,  the  old 
Adam  rises  up  strong  within  us:  But  in 
this  case  our  indignation  soon  gave  way  to 
pity.  Poor  weak  Catholic!  Most  likely 
he — it  must  have  been  a  stupid  young  man 
that  wrote  that  epistle — most  likely  he 
never  learned  his  Catechism ;  probably  his 
own  good  mother  died  when  he  was  quite 
young,  and  he  had  no  one  to  watch  over 
his  tender  years  and  to  give  him  the  various 
switchings  he  richly  deserved,  and  the  un- 
fortunate non-application  of  which  proved 
the  cause  of  his  ignorance — blindness,  as 
he  calls  it — being  so  great  that  even  he  could 
see  it.  The  want  of  a  mother's  care  and 
the  lack  of  instruction  in  Christian  doctrine 
may  account  for  his  glorying  in  his  shame  of 
being  a  renegade,  and  using  foul  language 
when  speaking  of  the  Church.  We  ha^e 
known  some  who  have  left  the  Church  for 
other  motives,  but  we  will  not  run  the  haz- 
ard of  being  uncharitable,  by  attributing 
any  of  them  to  him.  Ignorance — perhaps 
not  culpable,  at  least  with  extenuating  cir- 
cumstances— has  been  his  ruin.  This  ap- 
pears so  much  the  more  likely  from  the 
fact  that  his  profound  knowledge  of  the 
history  and  affairs  of  Spain  has  evidently 
been  acquired  from  the  deep  and  attentive 
perusal  of  some  village  newspaper;  his 
allusions  to  the  Inquisition  would  lead  us 
to  believe  that  he  had  got  hold  of  an  un- 
expurgated  edition  of  Peter  Parley ;  and 
the  polite  epithets  he  applies  to  the  Church 
of  which  most  probably  his  mother  was  a 
member,  seems  to  indicate  that  he  has  fol- 
lowed a  full  course  of  Lectures  on  Roman- 
ism and  Popery. 

Now,  put  all  these  causes  of  ignorance 
together,  gentle  reader,  and,  I  ask  you  seri- 
ously, can  you  be  surprised  at  the  wonder- 
ful display  he  has  made  in  his  letter? 
Lectures,  newspapers,  histories  a  la  Peter 
Parley,  and  all  the  modern  improvements 
of  this  ninteenth  century  to  keep  people 
in  ignorance,  have  been  brought  to  bear 
on  the  weak  brain  of  a  poor  lad  who  had 
no  mother  to  teach  him  his  prayers  and 


make  him  go  to  Catechism !  In  your  charity 
say  a  "  Hail  Mary"  for  him— for  him  and  for 
many  others  like  him,  who,  without  much 
fault  of  theirs,  have  lost  the  great  gift  of 
Faith.  For  many,  alas,  there  are  who  are 
lost  to  the  Church,  and  yet  if  they  had 
had  the  advantages  that  you  and  we  en- 
joyed, and  now  enjoy,  would  be  more  fer- 
vent Catholics,  more  charitable,  more  zeal- 
ous for  the  good  of  souls  than  you  and  we  are. 

We  have  published  the  letter  of  our 
anonymous  correspondent,  and  hope  he  is 
satisfied.  He  should  continue  to  read  the 
AVE  MARIA,  and  he  will  find  that  what  he 
calls  "  idolatrous  doctrine"  is  the  same  as 
is  contained  in  Saint  Luke,  chap,  i,  verses 
23,  42,  43.  It  would  be  well  for  him  to 
read  the  whole  chapter,  and  let  the  Reve- 
lations alone  for  awhile  until  his  judg- 
ment becomes  maturer.  (See  ii  Peter, 
chap,  iii,  16.)  The  latter  part  of  this  an- 
onymous epistle  verges  on  the  prophetic, — 
that  alone  indicates  clearly  enough  that 
even  a  hurried  perusal  of  the  Revelations 
has  been  rather  too  much  for  the  writer's 
brain.  As  a  preventive  to  any  further  ex- 
hibition of  his  prognostications  against 
the  Church,  he  should  read  St.  Matthew, 
xvi,  18;  xxviii,  20;  St.  John  xiv,  16,17; 
and  lest  he  should  again  blame  us  for 
honoring  in  this  age  the  ever  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  Mother  of  God,  let  him  read 
attentively  and  prayerfully  the  latter  part 
of  the  48th  verse  of  the  1st  chapter  of  St. 
Luke. 

Peace  be  with  him  ! 


The  following  has  been  issued  by  the  S. 
Congregation  of  Rites : — 

"De  Missa  Spiritas  Saudi  quam  Sanctissimus 
Dominus  Noster  Pius  Papa  IX.  Litteris  Apostolicis 
in  forma  Brevis  datis  die  11  Aprilis,  Anni  1869,  om- 
nibus Ecclesiis  Capitularibus  et  Conventualibus 
Urbis  et  Orbis  praeter  consuetam  Conventualem 
celebrandam  qualibet  Feria  V.  injunxit,  et  de  Col- 
lecta  de  eodem  Spiritu  Sancto  in  Missis  quotidie 
addenda,  sequentia  Dubia  Sacrorum  Rituum  Con- 
gregationi  exhibita  fuerunt,  nimirum : — 

"  Dubium  I. — An  prsedicta  Missa  votiva  de  Spiritu 
Sancto  debeat  esse  cantata  vel  lecta  ? 
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"  Dubiuin  II. — An  huic  Missae  addi  debeat  Gloria 
et  Credo? 

"Dubium  III. — An  haec  Missa  omittenda  sit  in 
octavis  privilegiatis  Paschatis  et  Epiphanies,  item- 
que  Nativitatis  et  Corporis  Cbristi,  praesertim  si  est 
lecta? 

"Dubium  IV. — Qua  hora  hac  Missa  celebrari 
debeat  ? 

"  Dubium  V.— An  in  hac  Missa  unica  Oratio  vel 
plures  ut  in  Missis  votivis  dici  debeant  ? 

"Dubium  VI. — An  sit  onus  impositum  Canonicis 
vel  potius  Ecclesise  ? 

"Dubium  VII. — In  Ecclesiis  prsesertim  Sancti- 
monialium,  in  quibus  attentis  temporum  circum- 
stantiis  una  Missa  vix  potest  celebrari,  quid  fieri 
debeat?  quaenam  omittenda? 

"Dubium  VIII. — An  collecta  de  Spiritu  Sancto 
debeat  omitti  in  diebus  primae  et  secundae  Classis  ? 

"  Haec  autem  dubia  quum  subscriptus  Secretarius 
retulisset  in  Ordinariis  Sacrorum  Rituum  Comitiis 
subsignata  die  ad  Vaticanum  habitis  Emi  ac  Rmi 
Patres  Sacris  tuendis  Ritibus  praepositi,  audttb  prius 
voto  alterius  ex  Apostolicarum  Caeremoniarium 
Magistris  scripto  exarato  typisque  evulgato  rescri- 
bendum  censlierunt : — 

"Adi. — In  omnibus  Cathedralibus  et  in  Colle- 
giatis  ubi  quotidie  canitur  Missa  Conventualis,  can- 
tari  debet  etiam  Missa  de  Spiritu  Sancto :  in  aliis 
Ecclesiis  in  Brevi  Apostolico  designatis,  haec  Missa 
debet  legi  vel  cani  prout  legitur  vel  canitur  Missa 
Conventualis. 

"  Ad  II. — In  casu  tarn  in  Missa  cum  cantu  quam 
in  Missa  sine  cantu  addatur  Gloria  et  Credo. 

"  Ad  III. — Standum  est  prescription!  Brevis,  ide- 
oque  singulis  Feriis  V.  in  quibus  non  occurrat  Du- 
plex primse  vel  secundse  Classis,  est  celebranda,  eti- 
amsi  celebretur  lecta. 

"  Ad  IV. — Cantetur,  aut  legatur  post  Nonam,  et 
etiam  post  omnes  Missas  a  Rubricis  eadem  die  prae- 
scriptas. 

"  Ad  V. — In  casu  dici  debet  una  tantum  Oratio 
tarn  in  Missa  cum  cantu,  quam  in  Missa  sine  cantu. 

"Ad  VI. — Est  onus  Ecclesiee,  et  haberi  debet  ut 
pars  servitii  choralis. 

"Ad  VII. — Moniales  non  comprehendi. 

"  Ad  VIII. — Negative  et  in  Festis  primae  Classis 
dici  debet  sub  unica  conclusione;  in  Festis  vero 
secundae  Classis  cum  propria  conclusione.  Atque 
ita  rescripserunt.  Die  3  Julii,  1869. 

"  Facta  autem  per  me  infrascriptum  Secretarium 
de  praemissis  Sanctissimo  Domino  Nostro  Pio  PAP^E 
IX.  relatione,  Sanctitas  Sua  Sacrae  Congregationis 
responsa  approbavit,  confirmavit  ac  servari  manda- 
vit.  Die  8  iisdem  Mense  et  Anno. 

"  C.  EPISCOPUS   PORTUEN.   ET   S.  RunN^E   CARD 

PATRIZI,  S.  R.  C.  PROSPECTUS." 


THE  MONTH  OF  SEPTEMBEE  ; 

—  OB  — 

The  Dolors  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 


INTRODUCTION. 

If  a  sincere  friend  truly  takes  part  in  the 
afflictions  of  his  friend,  if  a  grateful  child 
cannot  do  otherwise  than  feel  deeply  the 
sufferings  of  his  mother,  is  it  possible  for 
us  to  refuse  our  sympathy  and  our  tears  to 
those  of  the  most  holy  Virgin?  In  be- 
coming the  Mother  of  God  she  became  also 
the  mother  of  man;  but  what  has  it  not 
cost  her  to  fulfil  these  functions  !  St.  Ber- 
nardine  of  Sienna  does  not  fear  to  assert 
that  the  pains  and  sorrows  Mary  endured  on 
Calvary  exceed  those  endured  by  all  other 
mothers  together  in  giving  birth  to  their 
children  ;  and  can  we  coldly  witness  the 
anguish,  the  tears,  the  bitter  pains  this 
most  tender  of  mothers  bore*for  our  sakes, 
and  not  strive  by  our  compassion,  our  de- 
votion to  her  sufferings,  in  this  month 
dedicated  to  the  recollection  of  them,  to 
offer  her  some  solace  for  all  her  Dolors? 
If  it  be  true  that  every  devotion  practiced 
in  her  honor  is  a  joy  and  consolation  to 
the  Heart  of  our  Mother,  how  great  must 
be  the  delight  she  derives  from  a  devotion 
like  this,  which  undoubtedly  ranks  among 
the  highest  we  can  offer  to  her. 

St.  Alphonsus  gives  an  excellent  rea- 
son for  placing  devotion  to  the  Sorrows  of 
Mary  in  the  first  class,  when  he  remarks 
that  all  her  glories  Mary  owed  to  her 
Divine  Son;  she  was  indebted  to  Him  for 
the  magnificent  privilege  of  her  Immaculate 
Conception,  for  her  exalted  dignity  of  be- 
ing Mother  of  God,  for  the  splendor  of  her 
Assumption  ;  but  in  her  long  and  agonizing 
martyrdom  she  made  her  Son  as  it  were 
her  debtor.  St.  Methodius  has  the  same 
idea,  when  he  says,  addressing  the  Blessed 
Virgin:  "All  we  have,  we  owe  to  God; 
He  owes  nothing  but  to  thee  alone."  For 
this  reason  our  Lord  can  refuse  nothing  to 
His  Mother,  especially  if  asked  through 
her  Dolors. 


A  V  E     MARIA 


581 


Another  motive  for  meditating  on  the 
Sorrows  of  Mary  is  that  we  cannot  do  so 
without  also  recalling  the  Passion  of  our 
Lord,  and  more  vividly  realizing  all  He 
suffered  for  the  love  of  us.  Many  special 
graces  have  been  promised  by  Mary,  and 
recorded  in  the  revelations  of  the  saints 
to  whom  they  were  made,  to  those  who 
practice  this  devotion.  On  the  authority 
of  the  ancient  Fathers  it  is  even  said  that 
a  true  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  Sorrows  is 
one  of  the  most  unpuestionable  signs  of 
predestination. "  She  declared  to  St.  Bridget 
that  to  all  who  honored  her  Dolors  during 
life  she  came  to  assist  in  their  last  hours,  and 
made  gentle  and  sweet  to  them  the  agonies 
of  death,  and  conducted  them  to  a  happy 
eternity.  It  was  by  her  superhuman  con- 
stancy in  sharing  to  the  last  the  Passion 
of  her  Son  that  she  obtained  this  right  to 
assist  the  dying.  St.  Peter  of  Amiens 
says  she  exercised  this  power  on  Calvary 
itself,  and  her  prayers  procured  the  grace 
of  a  penitent  death  for  the  good  thief. 
We  are  told  by  St.  Bridget  that  Jesus 
Christ  once  said  to  her  this  devotion  was 
"The  short  way  to  salvation."  To  con- 
clude: in  the  revelations  of  St.  Elizabeth 
we  are  told  that  our  Lord  accords  four 
special  graces  to  those  who  practice  devo- 
tion to  the  Dolors  of  His  Holy  Mother. 
Firstly:  particular  assistance  of  grace  to 
enable  them  to  repent  of  all  their  sins  be- 
fore dying.  Secondly  :  particular  help  in 
bearing  all  their  pains  and  trials,  espe- 
cially at  the  hour  of  death.  Thirdly :  that 
they  shall  have  deeply  graved  in  their 
hearts  the  pious  recollection  of  His  Passion 
which  shall  be  to  them  the  pledge  of  eter- 
nal happiness.  Lastly  :  that  He  will  give 
them  in  a  special  manner  into  His  Mother's 
care,  for  her  to  dispose  of  them  as  she  will, 
and  that  He  will  give  them  every  grace  she 
desires  to  procure  for  them. 

Any  prayers  or  practices  that  honors  the 
Dolors  of  Mary  may  be  used  with  advan- 
tage, such  as  the  Chaplet  of  the  Seven  Do- 
lors, the  many  indulgenced  devotions,  etc. ; 
for  those  who  like  a  systematic  devotion 
for  the  whole  month  of  September,  this 


series  of  meditations  on  the  Sorrows  of 
Mary  is  given,  one  for  each  day. 


X>ay. 

SORROWS   OF   THK  HOLY  VIRGIN  AT  HER 
BIRTH. 

When  the  'fulness  of  time  was  come,  on 
the  dark  horizon  of  the  world  the  bright 
Morning  Star — the  predecessor  of  the  Sun 
of  Justice— arose.  The  Holy  Trinity  de- 
lighted in  the  birth  of  this  child  of  heav- 
en ;  the  angels  were  full  of  joy  to  behold 
her  through  whom  the  spaces  left  in  their 
ranks  by  the  fallen  spirits  should  be  filled, 
and  St.  Anne,  her  mother,  was  consoled 
for  her  long  childless  life.  Judea,  where 
she  was  born,  and  the  whole  world  to 
which  she  came  to  be  a  compassionate 
Queen,  a  tender  Mother,  and  a  powerful 
protectress,  might  well,  had  it  only  known 
its  happiness,  have  rejoiced  with  rapture 
at  her  coming;  but  Mary  herself,  from  the 
first  moment  of  her  life,  was  destined  to 
weep  bitter  tears.  Unlike  other  children, 
she  possessed  the  gift  of  reason  from  her 
birth,  and  understood  and  suffered  keenly 
all  the  miseries  and  pains  of  human  nature 
that  could  be  endured  by  a  sinless  being. 
She  knew  and  sorrowed  for  the  sins  and 
miseries  of  those  around  her,- she  mourned 
for  the  indifference  of  the  world  to  God, 
its  ingratitude  and  wickedness.  And  if 
in  addition  to  this  we  consider  that  with- 
out knowing  all  the  events  of  her  future 
life,  Mary  had  prescience  that  it  was  to 
be  a  life  of  the  bitterest  suffering,  we  may 
faintly  comprehend  what  were  the  dolors 
of  our  Lady's  infancy.  Father  Faber  says: 
"An  impassible  Incarnation  would  have 
brought  in  its  train  an  un suffering  Mother  ; 
but  the  passible  Babe  of  Bethlehem  has 
swathed  His  Mother  in  the  same  bands  of 
suffering  which  compass  Himself.  The 
keenness  of  her  martyrdom  is  the  perfec- 
tion of  His  filial  piety."  And  it  is  most 
probable  that  as  He  willed  at  the  end  of 
His  life  she  should  share  His  passion,  by 
her  compassion,  He  also  willed  that  the 
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beginning  of  her  life  should,  like  His,  be 
the  beginning  of  woes. 

How  often  in  sad  hours  we  say : 
"  Tis  darkest  just  before  the  day," 

And  watch  and  wait, 
And  hail  the  day-star's  first  faint  beam 

With  hope  elate! 

But  when  on  the  horizon  far, 
Thy  modest  light,  O  Morning  Star ! 

Pale,  pure  and  fair, 
Told  to  the  dark,  sin-shrouded  world 

Its  Saviour  near ; 

No  glorious  psalm,  no  glorious  hymn 
Rose  in  the  dawning  cool  and  dim  ; — 

Angels  alone 
Sang,  and  rejoiced  at  thy  clear  rays 

Around  God's  throne. 

Alas,  that  even  to  this  day 
So  many  from  thy  lustrous  ray 

So  coldly  turn,  * 

Sweet  Star  of  Hope ;  and  love  thee  not, 
And  thou  must  still  their  wretched  lot 

All  vainly  mourn.  R.  v.  R. 


Second.    I>ay. 

TROUBLE    OP    THE    HOLY   VIRGIN   IN  THE  AN- 
NUNCIATION. 

"When,  on  the  day  of  the  Annunciation, 
the  Archangel  Gabriel  announced  to  the 
Holy  Virgin  his  message,  it  is  written  in 
the  Gospel  "  she  was  troubled."  In  the 
first  place,  it  was  made  known  to  her  that 
she  was  to  become  a  mother,  without  her 
knowing  how  it  was  to  be  ;  to  her  who 
was  the  first  among  women  who  recog- 
nized the  glory  of  virginity,  and  who  had 
bound  herself  to  preserve  this  precious 
gift  by  vow.  In  the  second  place,  accord- 
ing to  St.  Laurence  Justinian,  Mary  was 
not  troubled  precisely  at  the  sight  of  an  an- 
gel, for  she  was  used  to  converse  with  the 
heavenly  spirits:  but  that  she  heard  she 
was  chosen  among  all  creatures  to  be  the 
Mother  of  her  God,  she  who  regarded  her- 
self as  the  last  and  least  of  all.  But  the 
principal  cause  of  her  trouble  was  the 
the  foresight  she  at  that  moment  had  of 
the  sufferings  and  death  of  this  God-man 
who  should  take  flesh  in  her  pure  womb. 
"  Behold  why,"  says  St.  Bernardino  of 


Sienna,  "  she  was  at  this  moment  cruci- 
fiedin  heart  f  and  to  prove  this  he  points 
out  that  the  Eternal  Wisdom  willed  to 
become  incarnate  on  the  same  day  of  the 
year  in  which  He  would  afterwards  lay 
down  His  life.  Now,  what  sorrow  must  it 
not  have  been  for  this  holy  creature  to 
see  clearly  that  she  would,  under  the  lowly 
guise  of  human  nature,  give  birth  to  a  God, 
who,  after  a  painful  and  toilsome  life, 
should  one  day  be  ignominously  crucified  ! 
Is  not  this  the  cause  that  she  replied  to  the 
angel :  "  Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord, 
be  it  done  unto  me  according  to  His  word," 
as  if  she  accepted  a  trial,  and  not  an  honor? 
If  she  had  only  seen  in  the  maternity  of- 
fered to  her  a  glorious  and  happy  preroga- 
tive, her  response  would  have  been  the  ex- 
pression of  ardent  gratitude ;  but  as  she 
foresaw  the  immensity  of  the  sorrows  con- 
sequent on  this  dignity,  she  responded  as 
submitting  herself  to  a  painful  and  difficult 
trial.  She  did  then  what  her  divine  Son 
was  afterwards  to  do  in  the  Garden  of 
Olives,  when  accepting  death  He  said  to 
His  Father,  "  not  what  I  will  but  what 
Thou  wilt." 

Behold,  O  God,  Thy  handmaid !     One  by  one 

I  see  arise 
The  shadowy  future  days,  with  all  their  woes, 

Before  mine  eyes. 

In  long  procession,  dark  and  darker  yet 

The  train  has  passed : — 
Half  veiled  by  mercy  from  my  trembling  gaze 

The  awful  last. 

Yet  be  it  unto  me  as  Thou  dost  say, 

Thy  handmaid  still, 
Earth  hath  no  sweetness  greater  than  to  do 

And  suffer  Thy  dear  will.        R.  v.  R. 


Religions  Reception  and  Profession, 

The  following  young  men  received  the  religious 
habit  of  the  Brothers  of  Holy  Cross,  from  the  hands 
of  Very  Rev.  E.  Sorin,  Superior  General, — viz. :  Mi- 
chael Burk,  Brother  Irenseus;  Patrick  Horigan, 
Brother  Christopher;  William  Welsh,  Brother 
Valerian;  Michael  Lawless,  Brother  Protasius; 
Joseph  Michel,  Brother  Gervasius;  Patrick  Gib- 
bony,  Brother  Hormisdas;  John  Felbner,  Brother 
Samuel;  J.  N.  Nacken,  Brother  Wolfgang ;  Henry 
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Lambotte,  Brother  Ivo;  Patrick  O'Neill,  Brother 
Cajetan;  Francis  Guthrie,  Brother  Athanasius;  Mi- 
chael Listen,  Brother  Bertrand. 

On  the  Feast  of  the  Assumption  the.  following 
novices  made  their  religious  profession  in  the  same 
Congregation,  viz :  Brother  Camillus  [John  Crow- 
ley],  Brother  Emmanuel  [Michael  Hocter],  Brother 
Arsene  [John  G.  Luther],  Brother  John  Climacus 
[Robert  Conway],  Brother  Polycarp  [Jas.  Whyte], 
Brother  Mary  Joseph  [Henry  Dillon],  Brother 
Pancratius  [James  Sinnott],  Brother  Norbert  Jos- 
eph [Lawrence  Hoyne],  Brother  Ubaldus  [Charles 
Brady]. 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One; 

—  OR, — 
THE  STORY  Of  THE  THEEE  BAPTISMS. 

CHAPTER  V.— (Continued.) 
The  whole  of  this  day  and  -a  great  part 
of  the  preceding  night  the  Jesuit  fathers 
had  been  employed  in  the  confessionals, 
giving  religious  instruction  and  consola- 
tion to  their  neophytes,  and  hearing  their 
confessions,  which  these  good  Indians  al- 
ways poured  forth  with  abundant  tears  and 
sighs  of  genuine  contrition.  Towards 
evening,  however,  Father  Francis  entered 
the  church  in  order  to  direct  the  final  prep- 
arations for  the  midnight  Mass.  In  one  of 
his  rounds  he  chanced  to  pass  by  a  group 
of  young  Indian  girls,  and  observing  that 
amongst  the  heaps  of  white,  pink,  and  lilac 
blossoms  which  the  baskets  contained,  they 
had  none  of  his  favorite,  the  passion-flower, 
he  desired  little  Snowdrop  to  go  and  seek 
it,  directing  her  to  one  of  the  avenues 
where  he  knew  it  grew  in  great  abundance. 
Angelina  was  very  anxious  to  return  to  the 
church,  and  she  ran  so  fast  down  the  ave- 
nue that  she  passed  many  of  the  plants  she 
was  seeking  without  perceiving  them.  At 
last,  however,  she  reached  the  end  of  the 
avenue,  and  there  she  saw  a  beautiful  plant 
of  the  passion-flower,  which  had  climbed 
up  a  tall  tree,  and  hung  in  graceful  festoons 
from  bough  to  bough.  Alas !  they  were 
far  too  high  for  Angelina's  utmost  exer- 


tions to  enable  her  to  reach  them;  and 
while  she  was  gazing  wistfully  upon  them, 
she  thought  she  heard  a  cry  of  distress 
from  the  woods  beyond.  Angelina  was 
dreadfully  frightened,  for  the  cries  of  many 
of  the  wild  beasts  bore  some  resemblance 
to  the  human  voice,  and  she  was  much  too 
far  from  the  reduction  to  hope  to  obtain 
assistance  from  it.  She  was  about  to  run 
back  as  fast  as  she  could,  but  the  sound 
was  repeated,  and  this  time  it  was  so  like 
the  groan  of  a  human  being,  she  could  no 
longer  doubt  that  some  one  was  dying  in 
the  thicket,  and  she  resolved  to  go  and  en- 
deavor to  assist  them.  Making  the  sign 
of  the  cross  with  one  hand,  and  putting 
aside  the  branches  of  the  trees  with  the 
other,  she  crept  beneath  the  bushes,  and 
had  not  proceeded  very  far  before  she  found 
a  human  figure  lying  at  the  foot  of  a  tree, 
and  moaning  piteously.  She  knelt  down 
beside  it,  and  by  the  dim  light  she  saw  it 
was  a  woman,  whose  face,  hands,  and  arms 
were  covered  by  a  loathsome  disease  which 
she  had  never  seen  before.  For  an  instant 
Angelina  recoiled  with  disgust ;  but  rec- 
ollecting the  conduct  of  Father  Francis 
towards  her  Indian  father,  she  bent  over 
her  again,  and  kissed  her  with  affectionate 
devotion  on  the  lips,  eyes  and  forehead, 
without  showing  the  slightest  symptom  of 
disgust. 

"Unhappy  child,"  said  the  woman,  in 
the  Indian  language,  which  Angelina  un- 
derstood, "  depart  from  here;  do  you  not 
know  there  is  death  in  the  very  air  that  is 
breathed  around  me  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  anything  about  it,"  said 
Angelina,  who  did  not  quite  understand 
what  the  Indian  meant ;  "  but  I  see  you  are 
very  ill,  and  I  want  to  know  what  I  can  do 
to  assist  and  console  you." 
.  "  Give  me  water  !"  groaned  the  woman  ; 
"  I  am  dying  for  want  of  water  !" 

Angelina  was  about  to  run  to  get  some, 
but  she  suddendy  stopped  short,  and  said 
with  her  usual  simplicity,  "  I  should  be 
very  glad  indeed  to  get  you  some  water, 
but  I  am  afraid  it  will  do  you  harm;  for  Fa- 
ther Francis  sometimes  does  not  allow 
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sick  Indians  to  have  any;  I  have  heard  him 
say  it  would  perhaps  kill  them." 

"  Then  take  this  child,"  said  the  woman, 
"  and  give  her  water,  that  she  may  die,  and 
that  I  may  no  longer  behold  her  suffer." 
And  as  she  spoke,  she  opened  the  blanket 
she  wore  round  her  shoulders,  and  dis- 
closed to  Angelina  a  child,  apparently 
about  four  years  old,  resting  on  her 
bosom,  but  so  covered  by  the  smallpox  that 
her  features  were  no  longer  discernible. 

Little  Snowdrop  shed  tears  at  this  terrible 
sight.  "  Poor  child  of  Christ  Jesus  cru- 
cified," said  she,  taking  it  from  the  moth- 
er, and  folding  it  affectionately  in  her 
arms,  "I  will  not  give  you  water  that 
you  may  die,  but  I  will  nurse  you  and 
cherish  you,  that  you  may  live  to  have  the 
waters  of  baptism  poured  on  your  head." 

The  woman  stared  at  her  with  aston- 
ishment. "  Who  are  you,"  she  asked, 
"  who  do  not  fear  this  terrible  disease, 
and  who  kiss  that  unhappy  child  as  if 
she  were  your  sister?" 

"  And  so  she  .is  my  sister,  and  so  are 
you,  poor  sick  Indian  woman  ;  for  you  are 
the  children  of  the  good  white  Christ, 
and  I  also  have  the  honor  to  be  His  child. 
But  why  are  you  alone  with  this  poor 
infant?  have  you  no  one  to  take  care  of 
you  for  God's  sake,  if  not  for  your  own?" 

"  I  was  attacked  by  the  disease  which 
has  destroyed  whole  villages  of  my  na- 
tion ;  and  when  they  saw  the  marks  upon 
me,  they  fled  from  me  in  terror.  And  tell 
me,  thou  good  white  child,  why  you  also 
do  not  abandon  me  to  my  fate  ?" 

"  Because,"  said  little  Snowdrop,  "I  am 
a  child  of  the  good  Jesus,  who  died  for 
us;  and  He  bade  us  love  one  another,  as 
He  had  loved  us.  And  now  try  and  hold 
this  poor  infant  for  a  little  while  longer 
in  your  arms,  and  I  will  run  and  ask 
Father  Francis  what  is  best  to  be  done  to 
make  you  well." 

Father  Francis  was  filled  with  dismay 
when  he  heard  little  Snowdrop's  account 
of  the  woman  she  had  met  with;  for  he 
could  not  doubt  that  she  was  dying  of 
the  smallpox,  a  disease  which  never  en- 


tered an  Indian  village  without  destroy- 
ing hundreds  of  its  inhabitants.  After  a 
little  reflection,  he  resolved  not  to  run 
the  risk  of  bringing  her  into  the  reduc- 
tion, but  to  send  some  Indians  who  had 
previously  had  the  disease  to  build  a  hut 
to  shelter  her,  and  then  to  procure  an 
old  Indian  woman  as  a  nurse,  who  should 
not  be  permitted  to  leave  her  until  all 
danger  of  infection  was  over. 

As  soon  as  Angelina  was  made  ac- 
quainted with  these  arrangements,  she  • 
begged  most  earnestly  to  be  permitted  to 
return  and  take  care  of  the  sick  child  ;  but 
at  first  Father  Francis  would  not  hear  of 
granting  this  request. 

"  You  are  so  young,"  he  said,  "  you  will 
certainly  catch  the  disease;  and  if  once 
brought  into  the  reduction,  the  loss  of  life 
will  be  frightful." 

"  But  if  this  woman  can  give  it  to  me," 
urged  Angelina,  "  I  have  not  a  chance  of 
escaping;  for  I  stayed  a  long  time  with  her, 
and  kissed  her  and  her  child  very  often." 

"  Imprudent  child,"  said  Father  Francis, 
"  what  could  prompt  you  to  such  an  act?" 

"  It  was  because  you  kissed  the  sores  of 
my  Indian  father,"  said  little  Snowdrop. 

"  But  they  were  not  infectious,"  sighed 
Father  Francis  ;  "  however,  it  is  too  late  to 
sp'eak  of  that  now  :  but  I  fear  I  must  send 
you  from  the  village,  for  you  have  little 
chance  of  escaping  the  disease,  and  I  must 
do  what  I  can  to  preserve  the  other  chil- 
dren from  it.  But,  my  poor  little  Snow- 
drop, it  will  grieve  you  to  lose  the  mid- 
night Mass,  will  it  not?" 

"  I  have  thought  of  that  already,  my  white 
father, "  said  Angelina,  mournfully;  "but 
will  not  the  good  Jesus  be  as  pleased  with 
me  for  taking  care  of  this  poor  child  as  if 
I  were  praying  in  the  church  to  Him?" 

"  Undoubtedly,  my  child ;  for  you  will 
be  doing  an  act  of  charity  towards  a  fellow- 
creature  ;  and  remember,  if  you  cannot 
visit  Jesus  this  night  in  the  church,  you 
can  at  least  serve  Him  in  the  manner 
He  loves  best  to  be  served  ;  that  is  to  say, 
in  the  persons  of  the  poor  and  sick." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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THE  MONTH  OF  SEPTEMBER: 

—  OR  — 

The  Dolors  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 

Third.  I>a/y. 

THE  SUFFERINGS  THE  HOLY  VIRGIN  ENDURED 
IN  THE  VISITATION. 

As  soon  as  Mary  was  apprized  by  the 
Archangel  Gabriel  that  her  cousin  Eliza- 
beth had  become  miraculoxisly  fruitful  af- 
ter her  long  sterility,  she  felt  called  on  to 
visit  her.  She  set  forth  then  on  this  weary 
journey  over  the  mountains  of  Judea,  and 
sought  the  town  of  Hebron,  in  the  portion 
of  the  country  where  the  priests  dwelt, 
and  where  was  Zachary's  abode,  which 
was  at  least  thirty  leagues  distant.  How 
long  and  toilsome  this  journey  ,must  have 
been,  can  be  imagined;  and  still  more  so  to 
one  like  Mary,  so  young,  so  timid  and  retir- 
ing in  disposition;  she  who  had  all  her 
life  lived  in  close  seclusion,  in  her  own 
home  or  in  the  temple,  in  fervor,  silence 
and  contemplation.  It  must  have  cost  her 
much  to  lay  aside  for  a  length  of  time  the 
holy  habit  in  which  she  was  used  to  pass 
her  days,  to  traverse  with  pain  and  fatigue 
the  desert  ways  and  rough  mountain  roads, 
and  to  do  it  "in  haste,"  because,  says  St. 
Ambrose,  "  her  virginal  modesty  could  not 
endure  to  remain  long  in  public^  or,  ac- 
cording to  Origen,  because  the  Infant 
Jesus,  whom  she  carried  in  lier  chaste 
womb,  urged  her  on  by  His  desire  to  sanc- 
tify Saint  John  the  Baptist.  But  when 
overcome  with  weariness,  she  turned  in 
spirit  to  the  angels  surrounding  her,  and 
adored  with  them  the  Divine  Babe  that 


rested  in  her  heart.  After  staying  three 
months  with  her  cousin,  Mary  retraced  the 
long  and  painful  way  that  she  had  come — 
the  return  made  more  difficult  by  the  burn- 
ing summer  sun  of  Palestine  and  her  more 
advanced  state  of  pregnancy. 

The  path  was  long,  dear  Mother,  long  and  weary, 
Thy  tired  feet  with  cheerful  patience  trod, 

Hasting  in  tender  charity  to  others, 
To  share  with  them  the  precious  gifts  of  God. 

Height  after  height  the  mountains  rose  before  thee, 
Yet  undismayed  thy  steps  still  hasted  on ; 

The  desert  path  still  lengthened,  far  and  farther, 
Ere  distant  Hebron's  quiet  home  was  won. 

Ah  me !  our  way  is  long  and  steep  and  stony, 

And  dreary  deserts  often  intervene ; 
Onr  feet  are  weary,  and  our  eyes  are  aching, 

And  yet  no  home  in  the  far  distance  seen. 

Oh,  by  thy  weariness,  thy  toil  and  patience, 
Help  us  this  straight  and  narrow  way  to  wend  ; 

Untempted  by  the  flowery  paths  around  us, — 
Help  us  to  persevere  until  the  end.        K.  v.  R. 


THE    SORROW    OF   THE    HOLT   VIRGIN  AT  THE 
DOUBTS  OF  ST.  JOSEPH. 

Mary,  having  become  Mother  of  the  In- 
carnate "Word  by  the  operation  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,  had  now  returned  to  the  dwelling 
of  St.  Joseph  in  Nazareth,  and  her  condition 
began  to  be  evidently  visible.  He  was  full 
of  surprise  ;  for  he  was  as  yet  ignorant  of 
the  divine  purposes,  and  knew  not  that  the 
condition  of  Mary  was  the  work  of  the 
Divine  Spirit,  and  consequently  his  per- 
plexity, inquietude  and  sorrow  were  very 
great.  A  prey  to  the  most  cruel  uncer- 
tainty, he  yet  could  not  venture  to  suspect 
the  most  holy  Virgin  of  a  crime.  He  knew 
too  well  her  purity  and  virtue,  and  the  sev- 
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erity  of  her  conduct,  not  to  be  reassured 
and  confident  of  her  fidelity.  According 
to  St.  Basil,  St.  Bernard,  and  other  fa- 
thers, Joseph  in  the  midst  of  his  inquie- 
tude attributed  the  condition  in  which  he 
beheld  Mary  to  a  supernatural  cause  ;  and, 
looking  at  it  thus,  he  esteemed  himself 
unworthy  to  be  the  companion  of  a  person 
so  privileged  and  so  holy,  and  thought  of 
putting  her  away  from  him  secretly  and 
without  noise.  Mary  perceived  plainly 
the  trouble  of  St.  Joseph,  and  at  the  same 
time  his  respect  for  her.  She  was  sorely 
grieved  that  she  could  not  console  him  by 
unveiling  to  him  the  mystery  of  the  Incar- 
nation of  the  Word,  for  humility  sealed 
her  lips,  and  hid  her  ineffable  dignity ;  she 
knew  well  that  the  great  gifts  and  graces 
of  God  must  never  be  made  knownximless 
God  Himself  wills  that  they  shall  1>e ;  thus 
her  own  humility  and  the  reverence  of  St. 
Joseph  were  as  two  swords  that  pierced 
her  heart.  Nevertheless  she  still  kept  si- 
lence in  her  suffering,  and  left  it  to  God  to 
bring  it  to  an  end  when  He  would. 

Sweet  are  the  silver  words,  when  reverent  lips 

Whisper  the  precious  secrets  of  God's  grace 

Because  He  wills  it  so;  yet  half  afraid 

To  tell  too  much,  clip  short  the  silver  thread, 

And  even  so  tell  more  than  many  words 

Could  utter.    But  more  sweet  and  eloquent 

In  God's  own  ears  is  golden  silence  found, 

The  silence  of  humility  and  trust 

In  Him.    And  He  will  send  His  angels  down 

Bven  to  earth,  to  justify  His  own. 

Words  good  men  speak  for  Him.  God  will  reward 

With  fitting  guerdon ;  but  the  silent  man, 

Who  listens  reverently  for  God  to  speak, 

In  his  own  heart,  chooseth  the  better  part. 

K,  V.  K. 


JFlftli  I>ay. 

SUFFERINGS  OF  THE  HOLY  VIRGIN  IN  THE 
JOURNEY  TO  BETHLEHEM. 

According  to  the  eternal  decrees  the  Sa- 
viour of  the  world  was  to  be  born  at  Beth- 
lehem. By  a  disposition  of  Providence, 
Ca3sar  August\is,  to  exalt  his  own  gran- 
deur and  also  to  insure  a  large  tribute, 


made  a  law  which  obliged  all  the  inhabit- 
ants of  the  Roman  Empire  to  proceed  to 
the  country  where  they  belonged,  there  to 
have  their  names  inscribed  and  to  pay  the 
tax  exacted.  This  compelled  the  Blessed 
Virgin  and  St.  Joseph  to  proceed  to  Beth- 
lehem, as  they  were  descendants  of  the 
family  of  David,  which  belonged  to  this 
place.  St.  Chrysostom,  St.  Bernard  and 
other  fathers  say  they  journeyed  on  foot, 
by  a  hilly  road,  and  were  three  days  on  the 
way.  How  great  their  sufferings  must  have, 
been !  The  season  was  so  very  cold,  the 
road  so  long  and  toilsome,  the  inns  where 
they  stopped  were  poor  and  inconvenient; 
added  to  these  sufferings,  Mary  was  deli- 
cate and  tender,  and  very  near  the  term  of 
her  pregnancy.  It  is  true  that  the  divine 
Infant  she  bore  was  no  burden  to  her  ;  on 
the  contrary,  says  St.  Bernard,  He  was  her 
best  comfort ;  yet  still,  the  thought  that  she 
caused  Him  pain  and  suffering,  filled  her 
with  fear  and  anxiety.  Yet  her  heroic  pa- 
tience in  this  long  and  painful  journey 
never  failed.  They  arrived  at  their  desti- 
nation at  last,  in  time  to  fulfil  the  behest 
of  the  emperor ;  but,  so  long  had  they  been 
in  coming,  every  house  in  the  town  was 
full  of  strangers,  and  for  them  there  was  no 
room  found  anywhere.  The  day  was  end- 
/Jng,  the  early  winter  night  drawing  on,  and 
there  they  stood  in  the  city  street  without 
shelter.  At  last,  after  long  search,  they 
found  a  grotto  on  the  outskirts  of  the  place, 
that  served  as  a  refuge  for  cattle,  and  took 
refuge  there.  Mary  resigned  herself  pro- 
foundly to  the  designs  of  Providence,  and 
submitted  with  her  whole  heart  to  the  suf- 
ferings of  her  painful  position ;  but  what 
words  can  tell  her  sorrow  to  see  her  God 
and  her  Son  reduced  to  be  born  in  this  ab- 
ject and  miserable  place ! 

"  No  room  for  ye, — go  hence  " — and  insolent  eyes 

With  proud  disdain 
Scanned  the  meek  couple  as  they  turned  away 

In  grief  and  pain. 

"     o  room  for  ye." — Door  after  door  was  closed 

And  the  bleak  night, 
Fell  drearily  around  the  weary  ones, — 

A  piteous  sight ! 
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"Within  was  feasting  high  and  revelry, 

And  clamor  rude, — 
Without,  beneath  the  silent  frosty  sky, 

They  patient  stood ! 

How  oft  our  churlish  hands  have  shut  our  doors 

Like  these  of  old, 
And  left  the  heavenly  guests  unto  us  sent 

In  piercing  cold. 

God  comes  Himself,  and  yet  we  shut  our  hearts, 

And  bid  Him  go, 
Because  He  comes  in  guise  of  earthly  grief, 

Of  pain  and  woe.  K,  v.  K. 


THE  ROMAN  CATACOMBS, 

And  the  Sacraments  of  the  Catholic  Church, 


FROM   THE   GERMAN    OP    REV.    M.  WOLTER,    O.  S.  B., 
BY  REV.  I.  A.  BERGRATH. 


SANCTORVM  QVICVJSQVE  LEG  is  VENERARE  SEPVL- 
CRVM> — Cemetery  ad  Catucumbas. 
ill. 

According  to  the  view  taken  of  the  mat- 
ter by  the  ancient  Church,  baptism  is  not 
only  "  a  mere  ceremony,"  or  "  an  external 
emblem  or  sign  of  grace,"  but  a  real  im- 
parting of  the  grace  of  regeneration.  This 
fact  is  proved  clearly  even  from  the  mys- 
tic formulas  that  were  made  use  of  in  se- 
pulchral inscriptions,  when  the  survivors 
wished  to  indicate  that  their  departed 
friend  or  relative  had  been  favored  with 
this  grace.  Thus  we  read  frequently:  "The 
departed  obtained,  received,  or  was  made 
partaker  of  the  grace.  GKATIAM.  But  this 
tenet  of  the  Church  is  shown  forth  still 
more  clearly  by  the  ark — the  most  common 
symbol  of  baptism.  According  to  the 
apostle  St.  Peter,*  the  ark  is  a  symbol  of 
that  salvation  from  eternal  loss  which  is 
effected  by  baptism,  just  as  the  dove  with 
the  olive-branch  is  used  as  a  figure  of  our 
entrance  into  the  peace  of  God  and  the 
Church  through  the  Holy  Ghost.  The 
same  idea  is  also  expressed  in  those  paint- 
ings Avhere  Peter — under  the  figure  of  Mo- 
ses— elicits  the  water  of  grace  from  Christ, 
the  rock,  and  directs  its  flow  across  the 


desert  (i.  <?.,  the  heathen  world).  In  sev- 
eral instances  even  this  figure  is  dispensed 
with,  and  the  water  is  seen  to  flow  directly 
over  the  head  of  a  human  being.  These 
scenes  are  intended  to  represent  ih&tcleans- 
ingjrom  sin,  and  that  sanctifying  refresh- 
ment which  the  soul  receives  through  the 
instrumentality  of  baptism.  Thus  the  open 
face  of  the  rock  is  a  symbol  of  the  opened 
side  of  Christ,  from  which  in  a  mysterious 
manner  there  flow  the  Eucharistic  Blood 
and  the  sanctifying  waters  of  baptism. 
According  to  the  expression  of  Holy  Writ, 
baptism  moreover  effects  the  death  of  the 
old  man  and  his  spiritual  regeneration  unto 
a  new  life  in  God,  in  addition  to  which  it 
gives  him  a  birthright  to  heaven.  This 
belief  of  the  ancient  Church  is  expressed 
repeatedly  in  the  manifold  paintings  and 
symbols  which  represent  the  glorious  res- 
urrection of  our  Lord.  Nay,  even  many  a 
tombstone  refers  us  to  the  same  point  in 
more  or  less  clear  and  unmistakable  terms. 
Thus,  for  instance,  does  the  beautiful 
inscription:  "  Here  resteth  Fortunatian, 
who,  haviijg  been  regenerated  in  the 
heavenly  waters,  now  liveth  forever  in 
peace."  OCKLESTI  KEXATVS  AQVA  VIVIT  IN 
(aevum).  This  spiritual  regeneration,  ef- 
fected in  baptism,  is  most  commonly  spoken 
of  by  the  ancient  Church  as  an  "  illumina- 
tion," or  infusion  of  heavenly  light.  In 
proof  of  this  assertion  we  select  and  give 
but  one  of  many  examples  that  are  at  hand: 
"  Here  sleepeth  Achillia,  who  had  but  late- 
ly been  illuminated  ;  *he  lived  one  year 
and  three  months."  NEOPHOTICTOC.* 


*  1  Petr.  iii,  20  et  seq. 


*  That  the  infusion  of  the  three  divine  virtues 
i  was  recognized  among  the  early  Christians  as  one 
of  the  affairs  of  baptism,  may  be  implicitly  gathered 
from  the  fact  that  it  was  u  pious  custom  with  them  to 
give  the  names  of  the  so  virtues  to  the  neophytes. 
Thus  in  two  different  catacombs — those  on  the  Via 
Aurelia  and  the  Via  Appia — there  were  deposited 
in  each  case  the  members  of  two  celebrated  fami- 
lies of  martyrs,  both  of  which  families  consisted  of 
the  mother  and  three  daughters.  The  mother  of 
one  of  these  families  is  designated  as  Sophia,  while 
her  daughters  are  commemorated  as  Pintis,  Elpis 
and  Agape;  the  mother  of  the  second  family  is 
known  as  Supientia,  while  her  daughters  are  re- 
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Even  at  the  risk  of  anticipating,  we  must 
here  make  mention  of  a  very  significant 
symbol  under  cover  of  which  the  baptized 
Christian  is  very  frequently  represented  in 
the  catacombs.  This  is  none  other  than 
the  hieroglyphic  figure  of  the  fish.  In 
many  instances  we  find  nothing  more  than 
the  representation  of  the  fish  alone  ;  then 
again  we  behold  one  of  the  apostles  draw- 
ing it  from  the  water,  or  else  holding  it 
fast  by  means  of  a  hook  or  net.  The  in- 
terpretation of  these  pictures  is  a  very  evi- 
dent one.  "As  the  fish  lives  only  by  and 
in  the  water,  so  the  Christian  lives  only 
through  the  instrumentality  of  baptism." 
For  this  reason  it  is  the  opinion  of  many 
fathers  of  the  Church,  that  Christ  chose 
Galilean  fishermen  to  become  His  apostles, 
i.  e.,  "fishers  of  men."  But  thergr  is  still 
a  deeper  meaning  hidden  underneath  this 
representation.  As  we  shall  see  hereafter, 
Christ  Himself  is  the  divine  fish,  with 
whom,  as  subordinate^sAes,  all  Christians 
are  united  in  baptism.  "  We  put  on  Christ ; 
we  are  all  made  one  in  Christ  Jesus  "  ac- 
cording to  the  plain  words  of  Scripture.* 
This  idea  is  expressed  by  the  fathers  under 
cover  of  their  secret  discipline  as  follows : 
"  We  are  little  fishes  after  the  pattern  of 
our  'fish'  Jesus  Christ."  ICHTHVS.  Or  as 
Tertullian  expresses  it :  "  We  are  little 
fishes  born  in  the  water,  and  saved  only  by 
means  of  His  saving  power."  St.  Optatus 
goes  on  to  say :  "  While  Christ,  the  fish, 
(piscis)  descends  into  the  fountain,  the 
latter  is  made  a  saving  fish-(i.  e.,  baptis- 
mal) -fountain  (piscina).  \  Again,  Severi- 
anus  of  Gabala  states :  "  The  Fish  sancti- 
fies the  fishes"  (Piscis  consecrat  pisces,)  by 
which  he  desires  to  say  that  Christ  sancti- 


*  Galat.  3. 

f  It  is  well  known  that  during  the  early  ages 
baptismal  fonts  were  designated  and  spoken  of  as 
fish-ponds  or  weUs,  piscince,  just  as  they  were  also 
known  as  baptiateria,  Jordanes,  illuminatoria,  &c. 

corded  as  Fides,  Spes  and  Charitas.  In  both  in- 
stances, therefore,  the  mother  was  symbolically 
and  most  ingeniously  named  "  Wisdom"  while  the 
children  were  called  respectively  "  Faith,  Hope,  and 
Charity." 


fies  those  who  are  baptized,  that  He  changes 
and  transforms  them>  so  to  speak,  into 
Himself,  makes  them  His  members  and 
His  children.  It  was  this  idea,  no  doubt, 
which  suggested  that  most  common  of  all 
designations  for  one  newly-baptized,  i.  e., 
neophytus,  which  means  in  our  vernacu- 
lar "newly -planted"  or  "implanted"  in 
Christ.  Thus  a  celebrated  sarcophagus 
bears  the  following  inscription  :  "  Junius 
Bassus  went  as  a  neoyhyte  to  God." 
NEOFITVS  IIT  AD  DEVM.  Yet  another  term- 
also  used  to  express  the  idea  of  baptism 
was  benedictus,  "  blessed, "  which,  as 
it  will  be  seen,  comprises  in  one  word 
all  the  effects  of  this  holy  sacrament. 
Thus:  "Leontius,  blessed  man,  mayest 
thou  live  forever  (in  God)."  "Benedicta 
was  a  holy  soul,  and  blessed,  as  her  name 
indicates."  ANIMA  &ANCTA  CATA  NOHEN 
BENEDICTA.  "  Thou,  who  wast  blessed  by 
Saecularis,  (the  bishop  or  priest),  mayest 
thou  live !"  The  following  words  may 
be  seen  on  a  gold  enamelled  glass,  where 
they  surmount  the  picture  of  a  neophyte 
who  is  dressedinhiswhitebaptismalrobes: 
"Pancratius,  thou  blessed  one!"  PANCKATI 
BENEDICTE.  At  the  end  of  this  inscription 
there  is  yet  added  the  representation  of  an 
anchor,  and  of  a  bird  carrying  a  grape  in  its 
'bill.  These  two  symbols,  standing  as  they 
do  in  connection  with  the  foregoing  words, 
evidently  are  designed  to  express  this  idea: 
"  Thy  soul,  0  Pancratius,  has  obtained  the 
hope  of  salvation  through  the  holy  sacra- 
ments of  baptism  and  the  Eucharist." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


St.  Joseph's  Convent,  Wheeling,  W.  Va., 
August  23d,  1869. 

VERY  REV.  FATHER  IN  CHRIST  :  I  beg  leave  to 
recommend  to  the  charity  of  your  prayers,  and 
those  of  the  readers  of  the  AVE  MARIA,  the  soul  of 
our  dear  Sister  Mary  Angela,  who  departed  on  the 
18th  inst.  for  a  better  world,  having  made  her  vows 
on  her  death-bed  after  receiving  the  last  Sacraments. 
Her  life  in  religion  was  as  edifying  as  it  was  brief, 
and  those  that  had  the  happiness  of  being  associated 
with  her  in  the  novitiate  can  never  forget  the  per- 
fect example  of  fidelity  to  every  duty  which  they 
constantly  beheld  in  her. 
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The  Assumption  of  Our  Lady. 


She  laid  her  down  by  Cayster's  spring, 

In  the  green  Ionian  sward, 
The  Maiden  who  bore  the  wondrous  King, 

The  Mother  of  Christ  the  Lord. 

n. 
The  message  sped  from  her  dying  bed, 

"Was  carried  by  angel  hands ; 
And  to  see  her  face,  who  is  full  of  grace, 

Throng  Apostles  from  distant  lands. 

in. 
There  Peter  hath  come  from  his  chair  in  Rome, 

And  Paul  with  his  kingly  brow, 
And  he  who  stood  beside  her  at  the  Rood 

Is  standing  beside  her  now. 

IV. 

She  in  whose  maiden  features 

Her  Offspring  we  may  trace, 
The  fairest  of  all  God's  creatures, 

Goes  to  God's  fairest  place. 

v. 
On  earth  there  is  low  soft  crying 

Of  women  who  shiver  and  wail 
In  heaven  is  joy  undying 

Within  the  holiest  veil. 

VI. 

On  earth  there  is  weeping  and  wringing 

Of  hands,  in  severing  pain ; 
In  Heaven  is  gladsome  singing 
For  the  Queen  who  is  coming  to  reign. 

vn. 
They  laid  her  down,  all  womanhodd's  crown,  with 

holy  Mass  and  prayer, 
And  they  carved  the  sign  of  the  Cross  divine  above 

her  with  loving  care ; 
They  deemed  she  would  lie  till  the  trumpet  cry 

should  waken  the  dead  from  gloom ; 
But  He  who  in  fight  hath  quelled  death's  might, 
hath  opened  His  Mother's  tomb. 

vni. 
From  the  dwelling  of  Obededom, 

Midst  those  who  serve  below, 
Unto  David's  city  of  freedom 
The  Ark  of  God  must  go : 

IX. 

Must  go  with  shouting  and  gladness, 

With  the  King  Himself  before, 
Till  it  pass  from  the  land  of  sadness 

Through  the  open  heavenly  door. 

x. 
Three  days  of  longing  and  mournful  cheer, 

Wait  the  Apostles  who  linger  here ; 


Then  they  move  the  stone  from  her  grave  above, 
To  look  once  more  on  the  face  they  love. 

XI. 

"The  body  fair  hath  passed  away  from  out  that 

hallowed  ground, 
And  roses  bloom  where  Mary  lay,  and  lilies  spring 

around ; 
The  winding  sheet  which  wrapped  her  feet  no  longer 

holds  the  dead, 
And  useless  lies  the  wimple  white  which  bound  the 

Virgin's  head. 

TTT, 

She  cometh  from  the  wilderness 

By  paths  that  cannot  err, 
The  legions  of  angels  around  her  press, 
And  breathes  from  her  hair  the  perfume  rare 
Of  frankincense  and  myrrh. 

XIIL 
The  heavens  are  ringing 

With  musical  tones 
Of  Archangels'  singing, 

Of  Virtues  and  Thrones  : 
More  intense  grows  the  hymn 
Of  the  rapt  Seraphin, 

For  she  on  whose  bosom  their  Monarch  lay 
Is  welcomed  home  by  her  Son  to-day, 

xrv. 
Unto  the  King  she  whom  He  sought 

In  His  most  low  estate, 
In  golden  vesture  now  is  brought 
Within  His  palace  gate. 

xv. 
The  Virgins  upon  her  attending 

Behind  their  Lady  throng, 
Aud  their  voices  in  praise  are  blending 
With  the  clear  angelic  song. 

XVI. 

She,  pure  from  spot  of  earthly  soil, 

Pure  from  all  human  sin, 
In  raiment  clad  of  curious  toil, 
Is  glorious  within. 

XVIL 
Yet  not  for  her  a  robe  of  gold  with  broidered  art  is 

meet ; 
Christ  clothes  her  with  the  radiant  sun,  the  moon 

is  at  her  feet ; 
A  crown  of  beamy  stars  is  set  upon  her  maiden 

brow — 

Her  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord,  high  is  the  lowly 
now. 

XV  111. 

He  rises  up  to  meet  her 

He  names  for  His  own  ; 
He  bows,  her  Son,  to  greet  her, 

He  sits  upon  His  throne, 
And  He  places  her  seat  at  His  own  right  hand, 
The  Lady  and  Queen  of  that  happy  land. 
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XIX. 

Daughters  of  sorrow, 
Mourners  of  earth, 
Cometh  the  morrow 
Comes  for  you  mirth  .- 

xx. 
After  the  sword  hath  pierced  your  soul, 

After  the  Cross  hath  your  dearest  slain, 
Ye  shall  go  where  the  sick  are  whole, 
Where  the  dead  beloved  are  alive  again. 
Where,  beside  her  Eternal  Child, 
Sitteth  in  glory  His  Mother  mild, 
Touching  the  top  of  His  sceptre  bright 
When  she  prayeth  for  sinners  her  prayer  of 
might. 

XXI. 

Praise  and  bless  Him  this  festal  day, 
Whose  is  the  kingdom,  and  laud,  and  sway, 
Who  abaseth  the  haughty  and  raiseth  tfoe  meek, 
Who  breaketh  the  mighty  and  helpeth  the-  weak, 
And  when  to  Jesus  ye  bow  the  knee, 
Cry  Ace  Maria,  Ora  pro  me.  B.  F.  L. 


BY    MKS.    ANffA    II .    DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

MBS.  FLEMMING  is  GLAD  OF  SOMETHING 
AT  LAST. 

"  I  forgot  to  tell  you,  father,"  she  said, 
as  they  walked  together  along  the  pass- 
age, "  that  poor  Ruby  is  quite  ill.  He 
fainted  dead  away  this  morning." 

"  My  poor  lad  !  Where  is  he ;  I'll  go 
straight  to  him,"  he  answered. 

There  was  no  light  in  the  boy's  room. 
He  saw  the  dim  outline  of  his  wife,  stand- 
ing against  the  window,  looking  drearily 
out  on  the  gathering  shadows — and  he 
spoke  cheerily,  saying : 

"  You  see  I  am  back,  mother.  How  is 
the  lad?" 

"  He's  a  little  weak — that's  all,"  she  re- 
plied without  turning  her  head.  She  would 
never  admit  that  it  was  anything  but 
weakness  when  Reuben  had  one  of  his  at- 
tacks. "  He  has  not  been  out  to  exercise 
in  the  open  air  for  several  days,  but  has 
been  moping  around,  doing  nothing,  and 
it  don't  agree  with  him." 


Wolfert  Flemming  groped  his  way  to 
to  the  bed,  and  stooping  down  to  kiss  the 
boy,  found  that  his  face  was  drenched 
with  tears  ;  then  he  gathered  him  up  in  his 
strong  arms  and  held  the  beautiful  head, 
with  its  golden  tangles  of  hair,  upon  his 
breast,  and  leaned  his  cheek  upon  it  as 
tenderly  as  a  woman.  Mrs.  Flemming 
was  watching ;  accustomed  to  the  gloom 
of  the  room,  she  saw  it  all,  and  her  eyes 
overflowed  with  tears  ;  she  longed  to  go 
and  lay  her  head  beside  Reuben,  on  her 
husband's  shoulder;  her  heart  was  full  al- 
most to  bursting  with  tenderness  and 
pity ; — but  her  Puritan  pride  held  her 
back  silent  and  motionless. 

"  Father,"  whispered  Reuben,  "I'll  be 
a  man  yet !" 

"  Get  well,  my  lad ;  get  well  and  strong 
again;  that  is  all  I  ask,"  answered  his 
father.  "  I'll  sit  here,  mother,  if  you  wish 
to  go  down." 

"  Yes,  I  have  something  to  attend  to.  But 
tell  me,  before  I  go,  if  you  made  any  bar- 
gain with  Deacon  Flynt  about  the  farm?" 
she  said,  turning  to  go. 

"  None,  I  am  sorry  to  say  !"  he  replied. 
"  He  had  bought  one  nearer  home." 

"  I  thought  nothing  would  come  of  it," 
she  said  with  a  sigh. 

7  "  I  shall  be  well  enough  to  churn  for 
you,  '  little  mammy,'  in  the  morning,"  said 
Reuben,  while  he  folded  his  father's  great 
hand  close  to  his  breast. 

"  I  hope  so,  Ruby.  I'm  sure  I  shall  be 
glad  to  have  you,  notwithstanding  you 
make  '  ducks  and  drakes'  of  my  cream," 
she  replied  as  she  left  the  room. 

"  It  is  so  good  to  be  resting  here  on  your 
breast,"  said  Reuben.  "Did  you  bring 
me  a  letter,  father?" 

"No,  my  lad;  do  you  expect  a  letter?" 

"Yes,  sir;  and  I  think  I  shall  be  better 
when  it  comes." 

"  Whom  do  you  expect  a  letter  from?" 

"  I  would  rather  not  tell  you  now,  sir. 
I  will  show  it  to  you  when  it  comes." 

"  Very  well.  It  can  be  nothing  wrong, 
if  you  are  willing  that  I  should  see  it." 

"  No,  father,  I  don't  think  it  is  wrong — 
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what  I  have  been  doing.  Maybe  it  is 
foolish,"  answered  Reuben  thoughtfully. 

"  I  guess  this  letter  will  explain  some 
of  your  little  mysteries,  my  lad?"- 

"  Yes,  sir — all  of  them.  Oh,  I  wish  it 
would  come  ! — I  do  wish  it  would  come! 
Father,  if  that  letter  comes,  and  is  what  I 
expect,  I  shall  be  as  well  and  as  chipper 
as  a  robin." 

"  Perhaps  it  may  come  to-morrow.  Al- 
ways hope  for  the  best." 

"  I  never  hope  for  anything  else,  father. 
Why,  I  feel  better  already — just  thinking 
about  it.  These  sugs  that  I  have  are  noth- 
ing. I  just  run  down  like  a  Connecticut 
clock — and  get  wound  up  again,  ready  for 
anything;  and  it  has  done  me  lots  of  good 
to  see  you."  And  Reuben  put  his  arms 
about  his  father's  neck,  and,  clinging  close 
to  him,  fell  into  a  deep  refreshing  sleep, 
with  a  pleasant  smile  parting  his  lips. 
Wolfert  Flemming  laid  him  gently  down 
upon  the  pillows,  shaded  the  candle — 
which  some  one  had  come  in  and  lit, — and 
stood  looking  down  at  the  rarely  chiselled 
features  of  this  the  Benjamin  of  his  flock — 
at  the  wild  curling  hair  that  shone  like  a 
golden  aureole  around  his  forehead,  and 
at  the  long  tapering  hand,  so  small  and 
shapely,  for  all  the  world  like  the  hands 
of  his  ancestress,  Lady  Pendarvis ;  then, 
laying  his  hand  lightly  upon  his  head, 
blessed  him  from  the  depths  of  his  heart,  and 
went  down  stairs  to  join  his  family  at 
tea. 

The  next  afternoon  Hope  and  Eva  thought 
they  would  go  down  to  "  Mill  Farm,"  to 
find  out  how  the  Wilburs  were  getting  on. 
They  had  not  been  there  for  several  days — 
there  being  no  need, — for  Wilbur  had  got 
work,  and  his  wife  was  up  and  about 
again,  thanks  to  their  assistance  and  help. 
But  they  did  not  like  to  give  the  poor 
family  up  altogether ;  so,  putting  a  fresh 
loaf  of  brown  bread  from  the  morning 
baking,  some  doughnuts  and  a  pound  of 
sweet  butter  into  a  basket,  they  started  on 
their  errand  of  Christian  kindness.  But 
when  they  got  in  sight  of  the  house,  they 
saw  to  their  amazement  that  all  the  doors 


and  windows  were  closed,  and  no  sign  of 
life  about  it. 

"  What  in  the  world  can  be  the  matter?" 
exclaimed  Eva. 

"  It  looks  as  if  they  had  flitted  ;  "  said 
Hope,  laughing ;  "  only  I  am  sure  they 
would  not  do  such  a  thing  without  letting 
us  know." 

"  No,  I  guess  not.  They  are  too  grate- 
ful for  the  little  we  have  done  for  them 
to  behave  like  that." 

"  Well  now,  Eva,  I  don't  think  it  is  a 
very  '  little  '  that  we  have  done.  It  was 
the  best  we  could  do,  and  it  proved  '  much' 
for  them,  poor  souls ;  and  if  they  have 
gone  off — "  said  Hope,  whose  eyes  began 
to  sparkle — 

"  Why,  even  the  cow's  gone ! "  ex- 
claimed Eva. 

Just  then  they  heard  a  rustling  in  the 
myrtle  bushes  near  them,  and  looking  round 
they  saw  little  Ned  Wilbur's  white  head 
sticking  up  from  among  the  purple  furze 
that  grew  knee-high  thereabouts. 

"  Why,  Neddy,  is  that  you?"  said  Hope, 
laugjiing. 

"Yes'm;  it  be." 

"  How  are  all  your  folks  to-day  ?" 

"  They's  right  well,  'm." 

"Here's  a  dough-nut  for  you, Neddy." 
The  boy  sprang  out  from  his  covert,  and 
snatching  the  dough-nut  from  her  hand, 
began  to  eat,  winking  his  eyes  and  smack- 
ing his  lips  .with  delight,  while  his  wild 
little  heart  grew  mellow  with  the  flavor  of 
the  delicious  morsel.  The  sisters  laughed, 
and  Eva  said :  "  Neddy,  what  in  the  world 
are  you  all  shut  up  so  tight  down  there  for?" 

"  I'm  'fraid  to  tell !"  he  replied  munching. 

"  Tell  me  this  minute,  Ned,  and  I'll  give 
you  another  dough-nut,"  said  Hope.  The 
bait  was  too  inviting,  and  Neddy  began  to 
nibble. 

"  Daddy  shut  the  house  up  to  keep  the 
Papishers  out.  Father  Ray  bid  him  to. 
Daddy's  goin'  away — he  is, — and  all  of  us," 
said  Neddy  with  his  glistening  eyes  fixed 
on  the  dough-nut  in  Hope's  hand. 

"  For  what  ?  Where  ever  in  the  world 
are  you  all  going?" 
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"  Why,  you  see,  'm,  Father  Ray  got  my 
daddy  some  work,  and  be  told  him  if  he 
didn't  stop  lettin'  you  all  come  round  us 
he'd  have  it  tuk  away  from  him  and  have 
us  all  sent  to  jail  for  beggars.  I  'dare  he 
did,  'm ;  so  mammy  toult  me  to  tell  you, 
when  I  see  you,  please  not  to  come  no 
more.  Gimme  my  dough-nut  now  !" 

"  I  won't  give  you  a  crumb  of  it  until 
you  go  and  ask  your  mother  if  we  may 
come  in ;  I  want  to  see  her,"  said  Hope. 

"  I'll  go,  'm,"  answered  Neddy,  upon 
whose  palate  lingered  enough  of  the  deli- 
cious taste  of  the  dough-nut  to  make  him 
ravenous  for  more.  He  crept  into  the 
house,  through  some  loophole  Hope  and 
Eva  could  not  discover,  and  presently  they 
heard  alternate  whacks  and  yells  sounding 
from  within,  and  while  they  were  wonder- 
ing what  the  hnbbub  meant,  Neday  came 
rushing  towards  them  rubbing  his  shoulders 
and  legs,  his  face  looking  like  a  harlequin's, 
it  was  so  besmirched  with  dirt  and  tears — 
the  redness  of  his  freckled  skin  showing  in 
bars  across  his  cheeks, — while  he  screamed 
between  his  sobs :  "  Go  'way;  mammy  says 
go  'long — away.  She  don't  want  you  to 
come  anighst  her.  Father  Ray's  going  to 
send  us  to  school,  and  give  us  a  house  to 
live  in;  an'  it'll  ruin  us,  mammy  says,  if 
you  don't  go  right  away.  Now  gimme 
my  dough-nut." 

"  Well — I  declare  !"  exclaimed  Hope. 
"  Eva,  I  have  a  good  mind  to  march  right 
in  and  give  that  ungrateful  woman  a  blow- 
ing-up." 

"No,  don't,"  answered  Eva;  "don't. 
It's  all  the  same,  darling,  if  you  will  only 
remember  for  whose  dear  sake  we  helped 
them." 

"  After  our  self-denial,  and  working  for 
them  like  negroes  !  I  declare  I  can't  stand 
it —  I  must  go  and  tell  her  what  I  think 
of  it!" 

"  And  lose  the  merit  of  your  good  works, 
and  the  sweet  aproval  of  Him  for  whose  sake 
you  worked !"  remonstrated  Eva.  "  Come  ! 
let  us  go  back."  |fc  ' 

"No.  I  intend  to  whip  Neddy.  Let 
him  suffer  vicariously  for  his  ungrateful 


family,"  answered  Hope  grasping  Neddy's 
ragged  sleeve. 

"  No  !  no  ! — dont'ee,  dont'ee — Miss  Hope. 
I  smarts  all  over  now,  mammy  dinged  at 
me  so,"  cried  the  boy,  dancing  with  fright. 

"  I  have  a  good  mind  to,"  said  Hope, 
laughing.  "  Here — here's  your  dough-nut, 
Neddy,  and  go  take  this  loaf  of  bread  and 
pot  of  fresh  butter  to  your  mammy,  and 
tell  her  not  to  put  them  on  her  head, — there 
might  be  coals  of  fire  in  them.  Tell  her 
that's  the  way  that  Papishers  punish  their, 
enemies.  Clear  out  with  you."  The  ur- 
chin needed  no  second  bidding,  but  scam- 
pered off  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry 
him. 

"  It's  as  funny  as  exasperating !"  ex- 
claimed Hope. 

"  I'm  glad  we  had  a  chance  to  help  them 
in  their  need  ?"  said  Eva. 

"  I  suppose  I  ought  to  be,  too,  but  I  really 
am  not.  I  should  like  to  shake  them  all ! 
such  fanaticism  !  Why,  they  would  have 
starved,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  help  they 
got.  Why  didn't  Parson  Ray  help  them 
then?  It  is  true  that  the  ways  of  men 
are  past  finding  out." 

"  You  don't  mean  half  that  you  say,  dar- 
ling ?" 

"Yes,  I  do  ;  every  word." 

"What  did  you  send  those  things  for, 
then  ?  Ah,  I've  caught  yoii  there  !" 

"  No,  you  haven't.  I  sent  them  just  for 
the  satisfaction  of  sending  that  message 
about  the  coals  of  fire  with  them.  The  un- 
grateful creatures  !"  replied  Hope. 

Then  they  turned  and  walked  away, 
strolling  on  until  they  reached  the  lake 
shore,  where  they  sat  down  to  watch  the 
lights  and  shadows  ever  flitting  from  the 
clouds  above  over  the  summer  ripples  as 
they  flowed  around  the  fair  islands  and 
laved  the  giant  feet  of  the  Ossipee.  While 
they  sat  there  talking,  and  drinking  in  the 
loveliness  of  the  scene,  their  attention 
was  attracted  by  a  gentleman  evidently  a 
stranger  in  the  neighborhood,  who  had  a 
small  pouch  hung  over  his  shoulder  which 
they  thought  at  the  first  glimpse  was  a 
bird-bag ;  but  as  he  had  no  gun,  only  a 
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queerly  constructed  hammer  in  his  hand, 
with  which  he  went  about  cracking  pieces 
of  rock  off  the  boulders  that  projected  here 
and  there  from  the  earth,  they  took  it  for 
granted  that  he  was  no  hunter ;  but  what 
he  was  so  idly  busy  about,  they  could  not 
imagine,  and  thought  he  might  be  just  a 
little  flighty.  This  idea  and  the  lengthen- 
ing shadows  together,  warned  them  that  it 
was  time  to  turn  their  faces  homeward. 

It  was  almost  dark  when  they  got  back, 
and  their  father  and  mother — and  Reuben, 
who  was  better — were  about  sitting  down 
to  tea.  Hope  gave  a  spirited  account  of 
the  Mill  Farm  adventure — at  which  Reuben 
laughed,  and  his  father  with  a  grave  smile 
said : 

"  It  will  always  be  a  pleasant  thought, 
daughters,  that  we  were  able  to  help  them 
a  little  in  their  extreme  want.  I  am  glad 
Wilbur  has  found  work." 

"  It  is  nothing  more  than  I  expected," 
said  Mrs.  Flemming  drily,  while  herhand- 
someeyes  snapped  sparkles  of  their  oldfires. 

"  Well !  well ! — it  was  only  human  nature 
for  them  to  follow  their  worldly  interests 
— having  no  higher  aim,  and  knowing 
nothing  better,"  said  Wolfert  Flemming. 
"  The  fanaticism  of  their  friends  and  ad- 
visers is  more  to  be  deplored  than  the  little 
mortification  it  may  occasion  us  to  feel." 

"  I'd  like  to  know  why  Father  Ray  did 
not  do  something  for  them  when  they  were 
sick  and  starving ;  and  so  I  shall  tell  him," 
said  Mrs.  Flemming. 

"  Let  it  rest,  mother ;  discussion  will  do 
no  good,  and  may  provoke  angry  feelings," 
said  her  husband. 

"  I  can't  help  it.  I  shall  speak  my  mind," 
she  answered. 

"Hark!"  exclaimed  Reuben;  I  think  I 
hear  the  wagon  bells!  Yes!  yes!  I  know 
the  sound  of  the  bells !  Just  listen,  all  of 
you!" 

And,  listening,  true  enough  they  heard 
the  musical  jingle  of  the  horses'  bells  com- 
ing nearer  and  nearer,  then  uprose  a  cheery 
halloo,  and  they  knew  that  Nicholas  was 
almost  there.  Wolfert  Flemming  arose 
from  the  table  and  went  out,  followed  by 


Reuben,  to  meet  him,  and  the  little  mother 
bestirred  herself  to  get  ready  a  substantial 
supper  for  the  hungry  traveller,  well  know- 
ing that  Nick  always  came  home  from  a 
journey  with  the  appetite  of  a  kite: — won- 
dering all  the  while  if  he  had  returned  with 
an  empty  wagon  and  a  full  wallet, — half 
fearing  (she  was  always  expecting  the  worst 
now)  that  he  had  found  a  poor  market  for 
his  wares  and  brought  them  back.  Before 
long  he  came  in,  hugged  and  blessed  her 
as  he  always  did,  shook  hands  and  kissed 
his  sisters,  then  sat  down  to  his  supper, 
saying:  "I'm  awfully  hungry.  Mother, 
I'll  tell  you  all  about  business  presently. 
It's  all  right,  you  know.  Hope,  have  you 
seen  Hulda  since  I  went  away?" 

"  Yes,  she  was  here  yesterday.  You 
know  she  is  to  come  whenever  she  pleases 
now,  and  you  are  to  go  there  as  you  used 
to,"  answered  Hope. 

"  Whew  !"  said  Nicholas,  cutting  into  a 
cranberry  pie,  "  I  don't  know  when  I  shall 
go  though  !  I  don't  like  being  played  fast- 
and-loose  with." 

"  Pshaw,  Nick  !  where's  the  use  in  mind- 
ing Deacon  Sneathen?"  said  Hope. 

"  I  don't,"  answered  Nick,  while  he 
thought  of  Hulda  and  her  secret;  "I  don't 
mind  him  any  more  than  I  do  an  old  turkey- 
cock." 

"  Then  don't  hurt  Hulda's  feelings  by  not 
going—" 

Reuben  and  his  father  now  came  in,  and 
drew  up  around  the  table  with  the  rest. 

"  I  was  glad  to  find  that  wagon  empty, 
Nick,"  said  his  father. 

"  Yes,  sir !  I  had  splendid  luck ;  sold 
everything  I  took  along,  and  could  have 
sold  more  if  I  had  had  it.  Mother,  Dea- 
con Green,  at  Plymouth,  bought  your  car- 
pet ;  and  what  do  you  think  he  said?" 

"  What  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  Flemming 
sharply.  "  There's  nothing  the  matter 
with  the  carpet;  there's  not  an  uneve"n 
thread  in  it." 

"  He  said  he'd  buy  the  carpet,  not  only 
because  it  was  a  very  handsome  one  and 
a  good  strong  piece  of  work,  but  because 
it  was  made  by  one  of  the  best  women " 
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"  Hush,  Nick  1"  said  Mrs.  Flemraing, 
"  I  don't  want  to  hear  what  the  Deacon 
said.  What  did  he  give  for  it?" 

"  One  of  the  best  women,"  continued 
Nick,  heedless  of  the  interruption, "  one  of 
the  best  mothers,  and  one  of  the  best  wives 
in  the  world." 

"  That  is  so ;  that  is  all  true,"  they  all 
exclaimed,  delighted  to  hear  their  mother's 
praises  from  so  good  and  honorable  a 
man  as  Beacon  Green,  while  her  husband 
looked  at  her  with  a  flush  of  pleasure  on 
his  calm  handsome  face.  Then  Nick  added, 
as  he  took  out  his  wallet  and  handed  it  to 
her,  "  He  paid  cash  for  it,  mother ;  it's  all 
there  with  the  rest;  about  two  hundred 
dollars  in  all.  The  Deacon  paid  one  dol- 
lar a  yard  for  the  carpet." 

"  Hand  it  over  to  your  father,  Nicholas," 
said  Mrs.  Flemming,  a  bright  light  in  her 
eyesand aflushuponhercheeks.  "Itishis." 

"  Keep  it,  mother,  until  the  time  comes 
to  use  it,"  said  Wolfert  Flemming,  lifting 
his  heavy  brows  and  looking  at  her  with 
a  heavenly  tenderness  in  his  clear  truth- 
ful eyes — for  the  man's  heart  was  pro- 
foundly touched. 

"  Veiy  well,"  she  answered  coldly. 

Then  they  laughed  and  talked  together, 
Nicholas  telling  them  all  that  he  had  seen 
in  Plymouth  and  Holderness,  and  what 
sharp  bargains  he  had  driven  with  people 
who  wanted  to  take  advantage  of  him  be- 
cause they  thought  him  inexperienced  in 
business ;  then  they  told  him  about  the 
Wilburs,  and  after  he  had  laughed  over 
the  comical  way  that  Hope  related  their 
adventure  at  Mill  Farm,  he  declared  that 
he  would  go  there  betimes  the  next  morn- 
ing and  thrash  the  whole  family, — which 
of  course  he  had  no  idea  of  doing,  but  it 
did  the  young  fellow  good  to  say  it  and 
think  that  he  should  like  to  do  it. 

Wolfert  Flemming  sat  up  late  that  night 
talking  over  his  plans  with  Nicholas.  "If 
he  could  not  raise  the  money  to  meet  the 
note  due  on  the  first  of  December  he  should 
sell  the  Homestead  farm,  rent  the  house 
and  garden — he  could  not  bear  even  to 
think  of  selling  his  house, — and  move  his 


family  to  Ohio,  where  he  would  begin  the 
world  anew." 

"  But,  father,  how  do  you  expect  to  raise 
the  money — a  thousand  dollars?  asked 
Nicholas,  gravely  and  sorrowfully. 

"  I  hope  to  sell  "Mill  "Farm,"  my  lad; 
and  there's  a  balance  due  me  from  Sueathen 
Flemming — a  balance  of  three  hundred 
dollars.  I  hope  to  raise  the  money,"  said 
the  man,  lifting  up  his  head  and  drawing  a 
long  breath ;  and  his  upward  look  and 
deeply-drawn  sigh  seemed  like  a  prayer,  it 
was  so  full  of  trust  and  pathos. 

"And  I  want  you  to  go  up  to  'The 
Pines,' "  he  said  presently,  "  as  soon  as 
you  get  rested,  my  lad." 

"  I'm  not  tired,  sir.  I'd  like  nothing 
better  than  to  start  to-morrow,"  said  Nick, 
glad  of  an  excuse  not  to  go  near  Hulda — 
while  he  was  longing  in  his  very  heart  to 
see  her ;  but  she  had  a  secret  which  she 
kept  from  him,  and  as  long  as  she  with- 
held her  confidence  he  didn't  care  to  meet 
her,  for  that  secret  had  made  a  coldness 
between  them  which  rendered  their  inter- 
views anything  but  pleasant. 

"Very  well ;  thank  you,  my  lad.  Be  ready 
to  start  early  in  the  morning.  Good  n  ight." 

"  Good  night,  father,"  said  the  young 
man.  Then,  instead  of  going  to  bed  as 
he/should  have  done,  he  put  on  his  hat  and 
went  out  into  the  clear  frosty  night,  and 
walked  about  a  mile  up  to  the  turn  in  the 
road,  whence  he  could  see  afar  off  the  light 
shining  from  Hulda's  window;  and  there 
he  stood — foolish  fellow — watching  it,  and 
imagining  he  saw  her  shadow  flitting  back 
and  forth,  when  it  was  suddenly  extin- 
guished ;  then  he  went  home  and  tumbled 
into  bed,  and  had  no  sooner  stretched  him- 
self upon  it  than  he  was  sound  asleep — 
for  Nick  was  no  Romeo. 

He  was  away  two  or  three  days,  and 
came  back  without  the  money.  "Deacon 
Sneathen" —  he  told  his  father — "  was  up 
to  'The  Pines,'"  and  seemed  to  be  in  a 
dreadful  fuss.  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  father — 
if  there's  not  trouble  brewing  there,  my 
name's  not  Nicholas.  The  Deacon  told 
me,  when  I  let  him  know  what  I  had  come 
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after,  that  it  was  one  of  the  things  that 
had  brought  him  up  there,  to  examine  the 
books  and  settle  your  claim ;  '  but,'  says 
he,  '  I  can't  do  it  now,  Nick.  I.  can't  do 
it  until  the  middle  of  October,  no  how. 
My  pardner  hesn't  put  nothing  into  the 
business,  and  he's  drawed  five  thousand 
dollars  out  of  it  to  build  that  dratted 
steam  saw-mill  with ; '  and  if  you'll  be- 
lieve me,  sir,"  continued  Nicholas,  "  they 
haven't  got  above  the  foundation  yet. 
Jones,  the  foreman — you  remember  Jones, 
father — he  told  me  up  and  down  that  he 
believed  things  were  all  going  to  smash ; 
and  said  it  was  awful,  the  prayer-meetings 
that  the  new  partner  keeps  up.  The  fel- 
lows up  there  don't  care  much  about 
prayer-meetings,  you  know,  sir ;  they  like, 
when  their  day's  work  is  over,  to  go  to 
each  other's  huts  and  smoke  their  pipes, 
and  drink  a  little,  and  tell  yarns  ;  but  the 
new  man  wants  to  break  up  all  their  old 
habits,  and  make  them  come  to  prayer- 
meeting  ;  and  those  who  won't  come,  he 
dismisses.  There'll  be  a  row  up  there  be- 
fore long.  The  Deacon's  at  his  wits'  end. 

"  I'm  glad  of  it ;  I  am  heartily  glad  he 
is,"  snapped  Mrs.  Flemming  from  her  cor- 
ner, where  she  sat  reeling  her  fine  yarn 
into  hanks. 

"  Mother  ! "  said  Wolfert  Flemming,  look- 
ing up  in  surprise. 

"  I  am  heartily  glad  of  it,"  she  repeated; 
"  and  it  serves  him  right." 

"  And,  father," — Nicholas  continued,  af- 
ter a  quiet  little  laugh  in  his  sleeve  at  his 
mother's  outbreak, — "  what  do  you  think 
the  Deacon  said?" 

"What,  my  lad?" 

"  He  said,  sir,  that  he  had  never  had  any 
trouble  about  his  accounts  or  his  affairs 
while  you  managed  them ;  that  everything 
went  on  fair  and  square,  and  there  was  no 
muss  of  any  sort ;  but  everything  was  in 
a  'dratted  tangle  and  confusion. — '" 

"Serves  him  right!"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Flemming. 

"  And  he  didn't  know  at  which  end  to 
begin  putting  things  to  rights,"  continued 
Nicholas. 


"  I'm  glad  of  it,"  repeated  Mrs.  Flem- 
ming, making  her  reel  fly  round  ;  I  never 
was  so  glad  of  anything  in  my  life." 

"  Let  us  pray  for  our  enemies,  and  bless 
those  who  despitefully  use  us,"  said  Wol- 
fert Flemming  in  his  grave  sonorous 
tones — for  his  great  forgiving  heart  was 
really  pained  to  learn  how  his  old  associ- 
ate's affairs  were  going  to  the  bad. 

"  You  can  do  it,  father ;  I  can't.  I 
should  be  a  hypocrite  to  say  I  could.  Td 
throw  you  over  like  he  did,  for  a  'man 
gifted  in  prayer  ! '  But  I  think  the  gifted 
creature  will  be  a  little  more  than  he  bar- 
gained for.  I  am  honestly  glad  to  hear  it 
all,"  replied  Mrs.  Flemming. 


Concerning  the  City  of  Saint  Lonis  and 
other  Places. 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  ORIGINAL  MANUSCRIPTS. 


[LETTER  nx] 

November  16th. 

BELOVED  BROTHER  : — I  have  just  received  your 
letter  containing  the  extracts  of  your  friend,  whose 
name  I  should  be  very  happy  to  learn  ;  that  of  Au- 
gustus does  not  satisfy  me.  The  letter  was  handed 
to  me  by  Mr.  Chabrat,  who  had  taken  it  out  of  the 
post  office.  I  read  it  for  him,  and  at  the  details  of 
our  Holy  Father's  entry  into  Rome  we  had  to  shed 
tears,  and  more  than  once  mine  interrupted  me 
while  I  read.  What  a  consolation  it  is  to  hear  such 
news !  Some  fear  another  revolution !  But  would 
God  have  wrought  so  many  miracles  to  let  His 
Church  fall  back  into  confusion  once  more.  Let 
us  hope  that — "  qui  ccepit  opus  bonum  perficiet  con- 
firmabit  solidabitque."  The  invitation  he  gives  you 
to  return  to  France  makes  me  tremble ;  but  your 
firm  determination  to  remain  with  us  until  death 
has  reassured  me.  Surely  if  Augustus  was  aware 
of  the  state  of  this  country  he  would  not  invite  the 
few  priests  we  have  to  abandon  their  flocks.  I 
have  now  given  you  the  sequel  to  his  lordship's 
correspondence,  but  I  must  confess  that  I  am  a  little 
embarrassed.  I  hoped  to  be  able  to  remember 
where  I  left  off,  and  here  I  am  in  doubt  again. 

"RocK  PRAIRIE,  August  24th,  1814.— I  have  al- 
ready conferred  Confirmation  oa  more  than  six 
hundred  persons,  and  I  have  hardly  gone  through 
half  of  my  trip  yet.  You  must  know  that  many 
of  the  Canadians  who  inhabit  this  part  of  the 
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country,  had  already  received  that  Sacrament; 
so  I  confer  it  myself  only  on  those  who  receive 
Holy  Communion.  The  town  of  St.  Louis,  which 
I  had  given  up  as  lost  on  account  of  its  wealth,  has 
satisfied  me  beyond  my  expectations.  I  firmly  be- 
lieve that  all  the  ladies,  without  exception,  have 
been  to  confession  with  the  best  of  dispositions.  I 
might  say  the  same  of  several  young  married  men 
of  the  same  condition.  Last  Sunday  a  number  of 
those  ladies,  who  had  not  been  confirmed  during 
my  stay  at  St.  Louis,  crossed  the  Mississippi,  in  or- 
der to  receive  this  sacrament  at  Kahokias.  Doubt- 
less, much  yet  remains  to  be  done  in  this  part  of 
the  country;  but  already  the  fruits  of  my  visit 
have  been  tenfold  what  I  expected.  I  am  now  at 
rest  in  the  bosom  of  piety  and  of  the  most  frater- 
nal love ;  for  the  kindness  of  Mr.  Olivier  affords  all 
that  can  be  desired  in  that  way.  I  shall  now  re- 
cruit my  health,  impaired  more  or  less  by  the  ex- 
ertions of  my  ministry  [he  was  then  suffering  from 
attacks  of  intermittent  fever],  and  still  more  by 
the  many  storms  we  have  had  during  the  month  of 
July — storms  which  invariably  ran  through  my 
poor  head  five  or  six  hours  before,  they  appeared 
on  the  horizon.  Your  calculations  as  to  my  re- 
turn differ  much  from  my  own.  You  expect  me 
during  the  month  of  September,  and  my  heart 
yearns  for  this  meeting  at  least  as  much  as  yours, 
but  circumstances  are  so  imperious,  and  such  is  the 
difficulty  attending  journeys  like  these,  that  it  is 
impossible  for  me  to  abandon  the  enterprise  with- 
out witnessing  its  results.  St.  Genevieve,  a  town 
more  extensive  and  more  opulent  than  St.  Louis,  is 
without  a  priest  since  the  Rev.  Mr.  Maxwell's  death. 
This  poor  man  had  exercised  the  ministry  a  long 
time,  and  God  alone  knows  how  he  acquitted  him- 
self of  its  duties.  I  am  expected  there  as  an  angel 
of  reparation  and  consolation.  Three  weeks'  steady 
work  with  M.  Olivier  will  but  open  the  field  of  our 
labor.  About  thirty  miles  from  this  place  stands  a 
French  village  of  about  fifty  families  who  have  never 
had  a  priest  among  them ;  the  only  spiritual  assistance 
they  could  procure  was  that  of  Mr.  Maxwell,  at  St. 
Genevieve.  Finally,  thirty-six  miles  in  another  di- 
rection stands  an  American  village  which  has  long 
begged  of  me  to  pay  it  a  visit.  The  parishioners 
are  at  present  finishing  their  church  in  order  to  re- 
ceive me  with  episcopal  Tionors.  I  shall  be  very 
happy  if  all  my  labor  is  over  by  the  end  of  Novem- 
ber. Let  us  then  take  courage,  dear  Father ;  the 
blessings  of  one  country  benefit  the  whole  Church, 
and  especially  seminaries.  I  speak  not  only  of 
spiritual  but  also  of  temporal  benediction.  Rest 
assured  that  my  visit  will  turn  to  your  advantage 
in  this  respect.  In  future,  direct  your  letters  to 
St.  Genevieve.  Send  me  a  minute  account  of  all 


the  seminarians ;  nothing  can  interest  me  more.  Tell 
me  especially  of  their  progress  in  meditation.  That 
alone  is  the  great  arsenal  of  priests  and  bishops. 
I  am  more  than  ever  convinced  that  with  ordinary 
talent  and  a  special  grace  for  meditation,  one  can 
accomplish  all.  Dear  Father,  beg  of  God  to  grant 
me  that  grace ;  it  will  be  more  precious  to  me 
than  the  gift  of  miracles;  or  should  I  not  say  that 
then  we  shall  accomplish  miracles  without  end? 
Peace  and  charity  to  our  dear  Mr.  B. ;  constancy 
and  perseverance  to  Mr.  Er.,  and  progress  in  sci- 
ence and  piety  to  all.  B.  J." 

"  ROCK  PRAIRIE,  September  10th,  1814. 

"  Very  dear  friend  : — I  write  once  more  from  this 
place ;  I  was  detained  here  eight  or  ten  days  more 
than  I  expected,  in  order  to  recruit  my  strength, 
(that  is,  to  recover  from  the  fever,)  and  finish  my 
visit  with  more  courage  and  with  less  danger  of 
being  taken  ill.  Think  not  that  it  is  through  pleas- 
ure I  remain  in  this  distant  place.  I  have  no  other 
pleasure  in  this  world  than  that  of  being  near  you ; 
the  proof  of  it  is  my  remaining  here  longer  than 
I  had  determined,  so  that,  after  having  visited  and 
consoled  them  as  much  as  possible,  I  may  not  be 
obliged  to  leave  again  for  several  years  to  come. 
Therefore  do  not  expect  me  before  the  end  of  No- 
vember, or  the  beginning  of  December.  But  then 
we  shall  be  united  for  several  years,  and  heaven 
only  knows  all  the  great  works  we  shall  accomplish 
during  that  time. 

"  KAHOKIAS,  September  19th,  1814 — God  still  con- 
tinues to  shower  His  blessings  on  my  feeble  efforts, 
and;  to  touch  the  hearts  of  the  most  hardened  sin- 
ners. At  Rock  Prairie  everything  is  as  regular  as 
in  a  seminary ;  and  how  could  it  be  otherwise,  with 
such  a  priest  as  Mr.  Olivier  for  guide.  Notwith- 
standing its  piety,  however,  I  found  in  the  parish 
two  houses,  kept  by  colored  women,  that  caused 
great  scandal.  The  good  Mr.  Olivier  had  in  vain 
endeavored  to  eradicate  them.  He  begged  of  me 
to  make  an  appeal  to  the  public  on  the  subject.  I 
did  so,  and  God  blessed  my  demand  ;  for  that  very 
week  the  owners  of  the  houses  emptied  them,  and 
sent  those  families  to  carry  their  shame  and  con- 
fusion elsewhere.  All  those  who  were  ready  for  Con- 
firmation here  have  received  it.  I  am  afraid  Kahokias 
will  not  have  such  luck.  However,  there  will  be  more 
than  I  expected.  Yesterday  I  confirmed  seventy- 
seven,  and  to-morrow  about  forty  more  will  re- 
ceive the  same  sacrament.  After  having  explained 
in  French  the  nature  of  the  sacrament  I  was  about 
to  confer,  I  repeated  the  same  thing  in  English  for 
the  Americans,  who  seemed  so  highly  satisfied, 
that,  the  ceremony  over,  they  begged  of  me  to  de- 
liver them  an  oration  in  English.  I  politely  de- 
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clined,  owing  to  the  fatigues  of  the  day's  work,  but 
assured  them  that  on  my  return  from  St.  Gene- 
vieve  I  should  comply  with  their  wishes.  The 
Chief  Justice  of  this  country,  an  ex-Protestant  minis- 
ter, accompanied  by  one  of  the  richest  ladies  of  the 
place,  invited  me  this  morning  to  dine  with  him 
to-morrow,  and  both  renewed  their  wish  to  hear 
me  preach.  I  am  agreeably  astonished  at  the  gen- 
eral request  for  an  English  sermon.  Those  good 
Americans  must  be  well  disposed  to  receive  the 
word  of  God.  Very  dear  Father,  why  are  you  not 
with  me  ?  Oh,  what  results  would  have  attended 
our  visit !  .  .  .  Next  Wednesday  I  shall  go  to  St. 
Genevieve.  The  preparations  made  for  my  recep- 
tion there  are  extraordinary.  I  have  every  reason 
to  believe  that  God  will  also  prepare  their  hearts 
to  profit  by  my  visit.  Thence  I  shall  visit  the 
Americans  who  live  about  thirty  miles  from  this 
town,  when  I  shall  take  my  way  back  to  you,  and 
embrace  you  as  lovingly  as  if  I  had  not  seen  you 
for  twenty  years. 

"  Yours  in  God,  B.  J." 


A.  NW  A.3L.S 

OF  OUR  LiDY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 


The  Very  Rev.  Director  of  the  Associa- 
tion has  given  us  the  pleasure  of  reading 
some  letters  received  from  associates,  and 
we  opine  they  will  be  as  interesting  to  the 
readers  of  AVE  MARIA  as  they  have  been  to 
us.  The  first  one  we  present  is  from  a 
convent  in  California,  dated  August  10th, 
1869: 

"  REV.  FATHER  GRANGER  : 

"Rev.  Father:  During  the  past  school  term  the 
smallpox  was  raging  around  us,  and  we  were  much 
exposed,  owing  to  the  constant  intercourse  with  the 
infected  towns.  Our  dear  Sister  Superior  invoked 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  promised  her  if 
we  were  preserved  from  it  to  send  an  offering  to 
aid  in  the  erection  of  a  shrine  in  honor  of  her,  our 
powerful  Protectress.  Sister  Superior  now  hastens 
to  fulfil  her  promise,  and  forwards  you  the  sum  of 
$29.65  for  that  purpose.  You  will  find  the  sum  in- 
closed ;  it  would  not  be  so  small  if  we  had  not  very 
heavy  demands  to  meet  at  present.  If  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  will  be  pleased  to  grant  her 
special  protection  to  our  temporal  affairs  during 
the  coming  term  we  shall  prove  "ourselves  grateful. 

"I  fear  we  shall  be  obliged  to  forego  the  happi- 
ness of  possessing  a  statue,  at  least  for  the  present, 


as  the  freight  by  rail  is  so  high.    If  you  could  send 
us  a  larger  picture  than  the  one  we  received  from 
the  Sisters  we  would  be  very  glad. 
"  Begging  to  be  remembered  in  your  pious  prayers, 
"lam,  Rev.  Father, 

"  Respectfully,  eta, 

"  SR.  M.  ST.  G ." 

The  next  is  of  the  same  date,  from  St. 
Louis : 

DEAR  FATHER  : — I  inclose  fifteen  dollars,  and  am 
sorry  that  my  poverty  will  not  allow  me  to  do  more 
to  aid  in  the  erection  of  the  Church  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart.  Hoping  to  partake  of  the 
daily  Masses,  Mrs. , ,  and  myself,  have  de- 
termined to  spare  from  our  small  means  the  above- 
named  sum. 

Please  allow  me  to  recommend  to  your  charity, 
as  partakers  of  the  daily  Mass,  my  departed  friends 

and  relatives,  particularly  my  dear  father,  ; 

,  who  died  very  suddently  two  years  ago ;  and 

;  ,  and .  I  also  most  earnestly  recom- 
mend to  your  charity, ,who  is  living  as  an  in- 
fidel ;  no  one  can  prevail  on  him  to  go  to  his  duty 
since  he  was  in  the  army. 

Yours  respectfully,  M H . 

P.  S.  Please  do  not  consider  me  as  intruding 
too  much  by  begging  a  memento  for  several  of  my 
good  friends  who  gladly  would  aid  in  your  good 
work.  M.  H. 

A  third,  from  a  zealous  priest  and  fervent 
child  of  Mary,  whose  first  letter  appeared 

some  weeks  ago : 

"August  18th,  1869. 

"VERY  REV.  FATHER:  As  I  stated  in  my  com- 
munication of  the  1st  inst.,  which  I  perceive  has 
reached  you,  the  excellent  mother  I  alluded  to  has 
brought  me  the  fifty  dollars  she  promised,  and  I 
hasten  to  forward  the  same,  with  this  letter. 

"  She  wishes  to  remain  unknown,  and  therefore 
you  may  inscribe  the  offering  as  coming  from  a  pious 
mother,  to  secure  for  herself  and  numerous  family 
a  participation  in  the  benefit  of  a  daily  Mass  to  be 
said  for  fifty  years,  in  the  Church  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart,  at  Notre  Dame. 

"I  transfer  you,  Very  Rev.  Father,  the  money  of 
one  of  my  best  parishioners ;  but  I  could  not  convey 
you  the  expression"  of  her  happiness  in  the  perform- 
ance of  a  deed  which  she  knew  would  please  the 
Mother  of  God,  and  probably  better  than  anything 
else  draw  her  protection  upon  .her  house  for  every 
day  of  the  fifty  years  to  come. 

"I  thank  God  with  all  my  heart  for  giving  me 
such  an  example  in  my  own  flock. 

"  I  know  she  is  not  rich ;  and  yet  in  a  few  weeks 
her  faith,  her  right  love  of  her  most  interesting 
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family,  has  enabled  her  to  put  up  together  the  fifty 
dollars  I  send  you  here  with  a  sort  of  religious  res- 
pect,— for  I  clearly  see  it  is  the  widow's  mite,  on  which 
God  Himself  looks  with  complacency. 

"  She  may  not  live  long  to  witness  the  working 
of  her  deed  among  her  dear  children,  but  she  feel 
that  when  she  dies  she  will  have  the  consolation  of 
having  put  up  over  her  family  a  better  rod  than  those 
in  which  people  trust  sometimes  so  unreservedly 
that  they  would  feel  quite  unsecured  without  them. 

"Were  all  our  Catholics  animated  with  the  same 
faith,  you  would  soon  see  at  your  dear  Notre  Dame 
a  monument  which  would  be  indeed  the  pride  as 
well  as  the  protection  of  the  country.  You  may 
rest  assured  that  many  pious  eyes  already  look  upon 
the  present  monument  as  the  opening,  or  rather  the 
maturing,  of  the  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Mother  of 
God,  viz. :  the  opening  of  those  pilgrimages  which 
mark  every  Catholic  country  with  such  wonderful 
blessings. 

"  A  PRIEST." 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One; 

—  OR, — 
THE  STOEY  OF  THE  THREE  BAPTISMS. 


BY  THE  AUTHOR  OP   "  BLIND  AGNESE, 
VIEVE,"  ETC. 


1  GENE- 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Little  Snowdrop  with  great  earnestness 
assured  Father  Francis  that  she  should 
never  look  on  the  Indian  babe  without 
thinking  of  the  Divine  Infant  in  the  stable 
of  Bethlehem;  and  then  she  accompanied 
Father  Francis  to  the  place  where  she  had 
left  the  poor  woman.  Under  his  direc- 
tions, the  Indians  soon  built  a  shed  which 
afforded  sufficient  shelter  from  the  weath- 
er in  that  mild  climate,  and  furnished  it 
with  as  many  comforts  as  circumstances 
would  admit  of;  and,  after  seeing  her 
placed  comfortably  in  it,  he  left  her  and 
Angelina  under  the  care  of  the  woman 
who  had  undertaken  to  nurse  them,  and  to 
whom  he  had  given  particular  directions 
to  baptize  the  sick  child,  should  there  ap- 
pear any  danger  of  death,  which  at  pres- 
ent certainly  was  not  the  case. 


Little  Snowdrop  spent  her  second  Christ- 
mas night  at  the  reduction  of  Loretto  by 
the  sick  bed  of  the  Indian  woman,  with 
the  young  child  (who  refused  to  go  to  any- 
one else)  nestled  closely  in  her  arms ;  and 
whenever  she  thought  of  the  Mass  which 
was  being  said  in  the  church,  she  pressed 
it  more  tenderly  to  her  bosom,  as  she 
whispered,  "  Sweet  Infant  Jesus,  love  it 
and  me,  I  pray  of  Thee." 

Angelina  did  not  take  the  smallpox,  as 
leather  Francis  had  anticipated,  though 
she  was  many  weeks  in  close  attendance 
on  the  Indian  woman  and  her  child,  both  of 
whom  suffered  sadly  from  it.  The  latter 
in  particular  was  sometimes  so  ill  that  the 
priest  more  than  once  resolved  to  baptize 
it;  but  the  fear  that,  in  the  event  of  the 
mother's  recovery,  it  would  be  carried 
away  to  live  among  the  wild  Indians,  un- 
conscious of  the  grace  it  had  received,  al- 
ways made  him  defer  it  until  death  should 
have  become  inevitable.  This,  however, 
never  was  the  case  ;  for  they  both  at  last 
passed  in  safety  the  crisis  of  the  disorder; 
from  that  time  Angelina  had  as  much  to 
suffer  from  the  woman's  bad  temper,  as 
she  had  before  endured  from  anxiety  on 
her  account. 

The  unhappy  creature  had  in  her  youth 
been  unkindly  treated  by  the  Spaniards, 
and  had  conceived,  in  consequence,  a  vio- 
lent hatred  for  the  Christian  religion ;  the 
very  mention  of  the  holy  name  of  God  was 
sufficient  to  drive  her  into  a  frenzy  of  an- 
ger ;  and  as  it  was  frequently  on  Angel- 
ina's lips,  she  soon  became  the  chief  ob- 
ject of  her  resentment.  The  moment  she 
found  that  Father  Francis  was  a  Christian 
priest,  she  positively  refused  to  allow  him 
to  enter  the  hut  ;  and  she  was  so  much 
afraid  of  his  baptizing  her  child,  that  she 
never  suffered  it  a  moment  out  of  her 
sight.  Poor  little  Snowdrop  had  never 
heard  an  angry  word  from  anyone  before  ; 
and  the  first  time  the  woman  indulged  in 
one  of  her  violent  fits  of  passion,  she  was 
so  terrified  that  she  would  have  fled  from 
the  spot,  had  she  not  been  detaine'd  by  her 
compassion  for  the  poor  Indian  child,  who 
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did  not  as  yet  know  and  love  the  sweet 
Jesus,  as  she  hoped  to  be  able  to  teach  it 
to  do.  She  therefore  met  the  woman's  ill- 
treatment  with  the  uncomplaining  gentle- 
ness which  seemed  part  of  her  nature. 
She  received  all  discontent,  harsh  words, 
and  even  blows,  in  smiling  patience  ;  and 
when  the  mother  refused  her  kind  offices, 
she  lavished  them  yet  more  fondly  on  the 
child.  This  poor  little  creature,  who  had 
been  blind  from  its  birth,  and  whose  very 
helplessness  endeared  it  to  her  the  more, 
was  never  happy  when  out  of  her  arms. 

It  used  to  lie  on  her  knee  for  hours,  list- 
ening earnestly  to  her  sweet  low  voice 
wlule  she  told  it  long  stories  of  the  little 
Infant  of  Bethlehem,  and  His  dear  Mother 
Mary,  for  whom  it  soon  began  to  feel  all  the 
affection  with  which  Angelina  had  hoped 
to  inspire  it.  Sometimes  the  little  crea- 
ture used  to  say,  "  Angelina,  when  shall 
we  become  the  children  of  the  good  white 
Christ?"  And  when  she  found  that  this 
question  always  made  her  mother  angry, 
she  learned  to  put  her  little  arms  round 
Angelina's  neck,  and  to  whisper  it  so  softly 
that  no  one  else  could  hear  it.  Angelina 
always  made  the  same  answer :  "  When  Fa- 
ther Francis  pours  the  waters  of  baptism 
on  our  heads,  then  we  shall  be.  the  children 
of  the  good  white  Christ." 

"  Oh,  do  tell  him  to  come  -to  us  to-day," 
the  child  would  then  whisper  earnestly  to 
her. 

Though  she  did  not  die  in  the  smallpox, 
the  poor  little  thing  never  recovered  from 
the  effects  of  the  disease ;  and  during  the 
next  two  or  three  months  it  visibly  de- 
clined from  day  to  day.  The  mother,  who 
loved  her  child  with  a  passionate  devotion, 
very  unusual  among  the  uneducated  In- 
dians, watched  her  gradual  decay  with 
bursts  of  unbridled  sorrow  which  were  ter- 
rible to  behold.  It  now  became  her  chief 
care  to  prevent  her  child  receiving  the  Sa- 
crament of  Baptism  before  its  death.  She 
kept  it  in  her  arms  during  the  night ;  and 
though  in  the  daytime  it  preferred  remain- 
ing with  Angelina,  she  always  sat  within 
a  few  yards  of  them,  and  never  suffered 


them  for  a  moment  out  of  her  sight.  If 
she  saw  Father  Francis  coming  near  them, 
she  used  to  snatch  it  from  Angelina  to  shel- 
ter it  in  her  own  bosom;  and  once,  when 
she  saw  little  Snowdrop  giving  it  a  cup  of 
water,  she  dashed  it  from  her  hands,  declar- 
ing, with  frightful  imprecations,  that  if  her 
child  must  die,  it  should  not  receive  the 
waters  of  baptism  first,  for  then  it  would 
go  to  the  place  where  the  souls  bf  the 
bad  white  men  lived.  Father  Francis  was 
miich  grieved  at  the  obstinate  prejudices  of 
this  poor  woman ;  but,  as  he  hoped  by  kind- 
ness and  forbearance  to  win  her  to  become 
a  Christian,  he  resolved  for  the  present  not 
irritate  her  temper  by  intruding  himself 
upon  her.  He  knew  the  child  to  be  in  no 
immediate  danger  of  death,  and  he  could 
perfectly  depend  on  the  vigilance  of  the 
woman  he  had  placed  about  her  to  give  it 
baptism  in  case^of  sudden  need;  he  therefore 
contented  himself  by  offering  up  many 
Masses  for  the  conversion  of  the  mother, 
and  recommending  her  frequently  to  the 
prayers  of  his  dear  neophytes,  who  were  so 
anxious  for  the  salvation  of  their  country- 
men, that  history  tells  us  they  often  left 
their  happy  homes,  and  wandered  about 
with  the  Jesuit  missionaries  to  serve  as 
their  interpreters  among  their  several  na- 
tions. Months,  however,  passed  away,  and 
nothing  seemed  to  soften  the  woman's  dis- 
posi  tion ;  she  would  have  left  the  reduction, 
but  for  a  terrible  sore  in  her  leg,  which  dis- 
abled her  from  walking,  and  increased  the 
violence  of  her  temper  by  the  pain  that  it 
caused  her.  This  sore  Angelina  made  it 
her  daily  business  to  dress ;  and  she  often 
used  to  kiss  it  with  the  tenderness  and  de- 
votion of  a  little  saint.  When  her  care  of 
the  mother  was  over,  she  devoted  the  rest 
of  the  day  to  the  instruction  and  amuse- 
ment of  the  child.  She  used  to  carry  it  out 
into  the  open  air,  and  sit  with  it  beneath  a 
tall  tree,  which  grew  near  the  cabin.  A 
little  fountain  bubbled  up  close  to  their 
feet;  and  some  beautiful  passion-flowers 
twining  amongst  the  branches  over  their 
head,  fell  down  in  long  festoons,  and  formed 
a  kind  of  arbor  to  shelter  them  from  the 


600 


A  V  E      MARIA. 


sun.  This  was  their  favorite  spot;  and 
while  the  mother,  who  always  crept  after 
them  with  the  assistance  of  the  nurse, 
watched  them  at  a  little  distance,  they  used 
to  sit  together  for  hours,  talking  of  the  good 
Jesus  and  His  Mother  Mary;  and  many  a 
thought,  holy  and  beautiful  to  God  and  His 
angels,  found  utterance  from  the  lips  oi 
these  young  creatures,  so  closely  united  by 
their  fervent  desire  to  receive  the  waters  oi 
baptism. 

Angelina  used  first  to  instruct  the  little 
thing  in  her  catechism,  and  afterwards 
teach  her  to  arrange  flowers  for  the  altar; 
and  though  she  was  completely  blind,  she 
soon  learned  to  distinguish  the  different 
blossoms  by  their  touch  and  scent,  and 
wreathe  them  into  garlands  as  nicely  as  the 
Snowdrop  herself  could  do. 

"  "What  do  you  call  this  flower?"  she  said 
one  day,  holding  up  a  beautiful  passion- 
flower to  Angelina;  "  it  has  no  sweet  scent, 
but  is  it  more  beautiful  than  all  the  others, 
that  you  always  have  so  many  of  it  in  your 
wreaths?" 

'  "  No,  my  little  Christine,  "  said  Angel- 
ina, who  had  called  her  by  this  name,  in  her 
affectionate  love  for  the  name  of  Christ ;  "  it 
is  not  near  so  beautiful  as  many  of  the 
others,  but  it  is  more  lovely  to  me  than  all 
the  rest ;  for  among  its  leaves  it  bears  a  re- 
semblance to  a  crown  of  thorns,  a  spear, 
a  hammer,  and  three  nails." 

"  Oh  !"  said  the  blind  child,  seriously; 
"  a  crown  of  thorns  bound  the  head  of  the 
sweet  Jesus,  a  spear  pierced  His  side,  and 
a  hammer  beat  three  nails  into  His  hands 
and  feet." 

"  Just  so,  Christine  ;  some  holy  person 
once  looked  into  this  flower,  and  saw  there 
this  resemblance  to  the  instruments  of  the 
torture  which  the  Jews  inflicted  upon  Jesus; 
and  in  love  and  veneration  for  the  sufferings 
of  Christ,  he  called  it  the  passion-flower. 
Father  Francis  told  me  this;  and  ever  since 
it  has  been  dearer  than  any  of  the  others 
to  me." 

"  So  shall  it  be  to  me  also, "  answered 
the  child.  "  We  will  have  no  other  for  our 
wreaths,  Snowdrop." 


"  Very  well,"  answered  Snowdrop ;  we 
will  twine  the  passion-flower,  and  think  of 
the  sufferings  of  Jesus  all  the  time." 

"  Snowdrop,  sing  to  me  the  little  Song 
of  the  Passion-flower,  that  I  used  to  like  so 
much  when  I  was  very  sick." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 

— •» » •»  *•»• 

WHILE  preparing  for  the  (Ecumenical) 
Council,  the  Pope  ordered  from  his  archi- 
tect certain  embellishments,  the  plan  of 
which  was  brought  for  his  inspection  by 
that  gentleman's  little  boy.  Charmed  by 
the  plan,  the  Pope  opened  a  drawer  full 
of  gold,  and  said  to  the  child,  "  Take  a 
handful  of  coin  as  a  reward  for  the  beauty 
of  your  father's  work."  "Holy  Father," 
replied  the  child,  "  take  it  out  for  me ; 
your  hand  is  bigger  than  mine."  Pius 
IX  could  not  help  smiling,  and  obeyed  the 
child. 


Origin  of  the  name  Boston. 

Are  the  good  people  of  this  famous  Puritan  city 
aware  that  it  derives  its  name  from  one  of  the  old 
English  Saints  of  the  Catholic  Church?  Such  is 
the  fact.  The  old  town  of  Boston,  in  Lincolnshire, 
England,  from  which  we  took  our  name,  was 
originally  called  Botolphstown,  from  St.  Botolph, 
one  of  the  great  English  saints  who  flourished  in 
the  7th*cent*ury,  and  who  built  a  splendid  monas- 
y  on  the  site  which  afterwards  took  "his  name. 
We  can  imagine  the  gradual  contraction  of  the 
name,  Botolphstown,  Botol'ston,  Botston,  Boston. 
Few  saints  in  the  English  Calendar  have  been  more, 
highly  honored  than  the  Abbot  St.  Botolph.  Four 
parishes  in  London,  and  innumerable  others  through- 
out England,  bear  his  name.  "  He  was  beloved  by 
verybody,"  says  the  Chronicle,  "  being  humble, 
mild,  and  affable ;  all  his  discourses  were  on  things 
which  tend  to  edification,  and  his  example  was  still 
more  efficacious  to  instil  the  true  spirit  of  every 
virtue."  Here  then  we  have  a  patron  saint  worthy 
of  our  noble  city,  and  it  is  an  interesting  coincidence 
;hat  his  commemoration  in  the  Roman  Calendar 
occurs  on  the  17th  of  June,  the  Anniversary  of  the 
3attle  of  Bunker  Hill,  a  holiday  of  no  ordinary  in- 
,erest  to  every  true  Bostonian.  If  we  were  allowed 
;o  make  a  suggestion  to  our  Catholic  friends,  it 
would  be  that  the  next  church  which  their  prover- 
bial generosity  shall  prompt  them  to  build,  should 
be  dedicated  under  the  patronage  of  the*great  Saint 
and  holy  Abbot,  St.  Botolph. — Boston  Pilot. 
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Tbc  Dolors  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 


(Sixth  I>ay. 

SORROWS  OF  MARY  ON  BEHOLDING    THE  SUF- 
FERINGS OF  JESUS  AT  HIS  BIKTH. 

The  Saviour  of  the  world  was  at  length 
born  in  this  miserable  retreat,  during  the 
stillness  of  the  night.  This  blessed  na- 
tivity alone  might  be  supposed  to  insure  to 
Mary  ineffable  joy ;  it  would  seem  that  her 
heart  would  hardly  suffice  to  contain  her 
happiness  on  beholding  the  Son  whose 
coming  she  had  so  ardently  desired,  on 
touching  His  adorable  limbs,  caressing 
His  divine  face,  and  clasping  Him  to  her 
bosom;  and  not  only  thus  to  possess  Him, 
but  that  she  had  brought  Him  forth  with- 
out pain  or  sorrow.  But  while  she  was 
happy  to  see  Him  in  all  His  divine  beauty, 
and  to  witness  the  worship  offered  to  Him 
by  'St.  Joseph  and  the  shepherds,  how  sad 
and  grievous  it  must  have  been  for  her  to 
behold  Him  whom  she  knew  was  the  Al- 
mighty One,  whom  heaven  and  earth  can- 
notcontain,  resting  in  a  wretched  crib — on 
a  little  straw,  His  head  pillowed  on  a  stone, 
which  were  scarcely  softened  by  the  few 
poor  garments  she  could  arrange  for  a 
couch.  What  a  sight  for  the  heart  of  the 
most  loving  of  all  mothers,  to  see  her  Son 
and  her  God  in  the  poor  swathing  bands 
which  were  all  she  could  provide  for  Him, 
between  two  beasts  of  the  field,  in  this  sor- 
did cave  that  was  exposed  to  the  midnight 
sky  and  to  the  bitter  blast  of  winter !  At 
sight  of  all  this  poverty  and  desolation, 


and  the  tears  of  our  newly-born  Saviour, 
the  helpless  Mother  could  only  cry  out  (as 
she  revealed  to  St.  Bridget),  "Alas  !  my 
Son,  you  rather  suffer  pain  for  me,  than  I 
for  you !"  Another  source  of  her  affliction 
at  this  time  was  the  prophetic  light  she 
had  of  the  future  of  her  Jesus.  This  fore- 
shadowing of  His  after  life  mingled  bitter- 
ness with  all  the  extatic  delight  she  had  in 
pressing  Him  to  her  breast.  Often,  accord- 
ing to  St.  Bridget,  she  would  say  to  Him: 
"  Oh,  my  dearest  Son  !  now  you  repose  in 
the  arms  of  tenderness  and  love,  but  the 
time  is  coming  when  you  will  be  nailed  to 
the  cruel  cross ;  now  I  give  you  kisses  full 
of  adoring  tenderness,  but  the  day  will 
come  when  Judas  will  offer  you  his  trait- 
orous kiss ;  now  I  nourish  you  with  my 
milk,  but  at  your  death  cruel  men  will 
drench  you  with  vinegar  and  gall ;  now  I 
clothe  you  with  garments,  poor  indeed, 
but  clean  and  pure,  but  the  time  will  be 
when  they  will  clothe  you  in  derision  with 
a  purple  robe,  and  bind  you  with  cords  and 
chains;  and  while  you  thus  sleep  sweetly 
in  my  arms,  I  think  of  the  coming  time 
when  from  the  height  of  the  cross  I  shall 
receive  into  these  same  arms  your  bruised 
and  mangled  body !"  Thus  Mary  wept 
many  bitter  tears  over  Jesus,  even  while  re- 
joicing that  at  last  she  held  Him  in  her 
arms,  and  could  gaze  as  she  would  on  His 
divine  beauty. 

• 

Christ  loveth  all  the  little  ones :  the  rich  man's  dar- 
lings fair, 

And  the  poor  man's  babes,  not  welcomed  less  amid 
His  toil  and  care  ; 

But  I  think  some  tenderer,  gentler  love  the  poor 
man's  children  know 

Who  with  their  Infant  Saviour  share  want,  poverty, 
and  woe. 
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And  surely  Mary  must  look  down  with  pity  mor 

divine 
Upon  the  little  ones  who  gather  round  the  Christ 

mas  shrine, 
With  thin-clad  forms,  and  faces  pinched  and  pal 

with  want  and  cold, 
Yet  smiling  with  such  joyous  smiles  when  Jesu 

they  behold. 

And,  for  her  little  Jesus'  sake,  still  closer  to  her  side 
She  draws  the  children  of  the  poor — and  'neath    er 

mantle  wide 
She  shelters  them  with  tenderer  care ; — Oh,  much 

must  they  endure, 
But  blest  with  twofold  blessedness  are  children  o 

the  poor.  R.  v.  R. 


Seventh  I>ay. 

SORROWS  OF  THE    BLESSED  VIRGIN  MARY    AT 
THE  CIRCUMCISION  OF   HER  DIVn*E*SON. 

The  eighth  day  after  the  miraculous 
birth  of  the  Son  of  God  came ;  when,  ac- 
cording to  the  old  law,  the  ceremony  of 
circumcision  should  be  performed.  The 
Holy  of  holies,  the  King  of  kings,  the  In- 
finite God — who  was  purity  itself — could 
not  be  held  in  bondage  to  this  law.  The 
most  holy  Virgin  realized  this  more  than 
anyone  else  possibly  could  do,  but  she 
knew  also  that  the  eternal  Father  in. send- 
ing His  Son  on  earth  willed  that  He  should 
submit  Himself  to  the  law  even  though  He 
was  not  obliged  to  do  so.  For  this  rea- 
son Mary  decided  that  the  Infant  Jesus 
should  be  circumcised,  whatever  suffering 
it  would  cost  her  to  witness  the  pain  He 
must  endure.  The  tears  and  sobs  of  her 
divine  Child,  the  sight  of  the  drops  of  the 
Precious  Blood,  which  was  to  procure  the 
salvation  of  the  world,  pierced  her  heart 
with  grief.  St.  Bonaveuture  observes  that 
"  Mary  wept  more  because  she  knew  her 
Son  felt  more  than  other  children  could,  by 
reason  of  His  full  intelligence  and  super- 
human knowledge."  Mary  also  consid- 
ered that  the  Creator  of  the  angels,  who 
had  already  descended  into  the  depths  of 
humiliation  by  taking  our  nature,  humbled 
Himself  yet  more  by  putting,  on  the  appear- 
ance of  a  sinner;  and,  as  if  in  divine  im- 
patience to  shed  His  Precious  Blood  even 


before  the  time,  for  men,  suffered  this  pain- 
ful ceremony  in  anticipation  of  the  time 
when  the  last  drops  should  be  drained 
from  His  sacred  body. 

All  griefs  that  mothers  ever  know, 
— All  sinless  griefs  and  pure — 

Thou,  Mother  of  the  Babe  Divine, 
Didst  once  endure, 

Thou  too  hast  known  the  bitter  pang 

Felt  for  an  infant's  pain, 
By  helpless  love — thy  pitying  tears 

Poured  forth  like  rain. 

Thou  too  hast  kissed  soft  quivering  lips 

Mutely  to  thine  upraised, — 
And  in  the  depth  of  piteous  eyes 

With  anguish  gazed. 

Oh,  mothers'  love ! — no  earthly  love 
So  strong  and  pure  as  thine ! 

Oh,  mothers'  grief! — no  earthly  grief 
Is  so  divine  f 

For  Mary,  by  her  love  and  grief, 

The  crib,  the  cross  beside, 
All  other  mothers'  love  and  grief 


Has  sanctified. 


R.   V.  R. 


Eighth  I>ay. 

HUMILIATION  OF  THE  MOST  HOLT  VIRGIN 
IN  HER  PURIFICATION. 

/  As  the  most  holy  Virgin  was  the  Mother 
of  God — whom  she  had  conceived,  not  as 
other  women  conceive  their  children,  but 
by  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost  alone — it 
is  evident  that  she  was  not  bound  by 
the  law  of  purification  and  the  obligation 
of  ransoming  her  child,  that  God  had  given 
in  Exodus  and  Leviticus.  But  Mary,  dis- 
regarding the  reasons  that  would  dispense 
her,  willed  to  appear  merely  as  an  ordinary 
mother — and  let  it  be  supposed,  by  submit- 
ting to  the  ceremony  of  purification,  that 
she  needed  it ;  and  to  ransom  her  Son  and 
God — as  if,  like  any  other  child  of  the  Jew- 
sh  nation,  He  was  bound  by  the  obliga- 
tion. This  most  humble  of  all  women  ful- 
illed  thus  the  will  of  the  Eternal  Father, 
who  had  ordained  the  abasement  of  the 
Vtother  of  God  and  the  humiliation  of  her 
Son,  that  hum  an  pride  might  be  confounded 
it,  this  unparalleled  act  of  humility.  This 


AVE     MARIA. 


603 


Virgin,  whose  heart  had  never  known 
aught  but  the  most  stainless  purity  ;  who 
rather  than  lose  it  had  wished  to  renounce 
the  glory  of  the  Divine  Maternity ;  who 
guarded  this  virtue  with  more  jealous  care 
than  all  others — so  that  it  may  be  said  by  it 
she  attracted  God  Himself  from  heaven, 
by  conceiving  in  the  womb  the  Eternal 
Word,  according  to  the  saying  of  one  of 
the  Fathers  :  "  She  pleased  Him  by  her 
humility,  but  she  conceived  Him  by  her 
virginity;  this  Virgin,  all  pure  and  spot- 
less as  she  was,  shrank  not  from  appearing 
merely  as  a  common  mother  in  the  eyes  of 
men — though  she  was  in  reality,  in  the 
midst  of  all  women  in  the  world,  as  a  lily 
among  thorns.  She  was  perfectly  aware 
that  her  purity  surpassed  that  of  all  earthly 
beings;  nay,  as  St.  Antony  says,  she  knew 
she  was  purer  than  the  angels  themselves; 
how  great  then  must  have  been  her  humili- 
ation at  this  time,  how  must  the  blush  of 
modesty  have  crimsoned  her  face,  and 
how  keenly  she  must  have  felt  the  appear- 
ance she  made  before  the  world !  And,  not 
content  with  this  heroic  humility,  Mary 
joined  to  it  the  most  admirable  patience. 
It  was  the  custom  of  Jewish  mothers,  in 
ransoming  their  first-born  sons,  to  oifer  a 
lamb  for  a  burnt  offering,  and  a  dove  or 
pigeon  as  an  expiatory  sacrifice.  The 
poor  could  substitute  another  dove  or 
pigeon  for  the  lamb.  Mary,  who  had  with 
the  greatest  charity  bestowed  on  the  poor 
the  rich  gifts  given  by  the  three  kings, 
had  no  means  left  to  provide  a  lamb;  and, 
as  a  new  act  of  humility,  brought  only  the 
offering  of  the  poor — two  turtledoves. 

They  stand  within  the  Temple's  court, — 

Veiled  'iieath  the  humblest  guise, 
And  hide  God's  might  and  majesty 

From  careless  human  eyes. 

But  down  from  heaven  the  angels  gaze  in  tremu- 
lous love  and  awe 
For  statelier  Presence  in  its  gates  the  Temple  never 


They  stand  within  the  Temple's  court, — 

The  mighty  King  of  kings, 
The  Virgin  Mother  to  her  God, 

In  meekest  homage  brings ; 


And  never  human  eyes  beheld,  in  gorgeous  days  of 
old, 

Such  pageantry  of  worship  as  the  angels  now  be- 
hold, 

Strange,  that  no  earthly  eyes  can  see 

The  glory  now  revealed ; 
But  only  to  the  meek  of  heart 

The  mystery  is  unsealed — 

Humility  and  love  alone  true  worship  can  afford, 
Or  make  a  fitting  off  ring  in  the  temple  of  the  Lord. 

R.  V.  R. 


THE     PROPHECY     OF     HOLY    SIMEON    TO    THE 
MOST   HOLY    VIRGIN. 

There  lived  at  Jerusalem  at  this  time  a 
holy  man  named  Simeon,  who  was  fuller  of 
merits  than  of  years,  though  he  was  very 
aged.  At  the  moment  that  Mary  and  Jo- 
seph entered  the  temple,  bringing  the  new- 
born Messiah,  this  old  man  also  came  in. 
Enlightened  by  light  from  on  high,  Simeon 
looked  on  the  Mother  and  her  Child,  and 
recognized  the  Redeemer  of  Israel  for 
whose  coming  he  had  long  waited.  Tak- 
ing the  Child  in  his  arms,  in  an  ecstasy 
of  thanksgiving  he  praised  God  for  this 
mighty  favor  in  permitting  him  to  behold 
the  Messiah.  Then,  addressing  Mary,  in- 
spired by  the  Holy  Spirit,  he  said:  "Be- 
hold this  Child  is  set  for  the  fall,  and  for 
the  resurrection  of  many  in  Israel ;  and  for 
a  sign  which  shall  be  contradicted.  And 
thy  own  soul  a  sword  shall  pierce,  that  out 
of  many  hearts  thoughts  may  be  revealed." 
What  words  can  express  the  sorrowful  im- 
pression this  sad  prophecy  made  on  Mary's 
maternal  heart  ?  Notwithstanding  the  light 
she  had  already  received,  the  mournful  fu- 
ture was  now  brought  before  her  with  more 
startling  clearness,  and  the  vision  of  the 
sufferings  of  her  Son  became  as  it  were  a 
present  reality.  Now,  as  never  before,  she 
realized  that  she  ransomed  her  Divine  Son 
— her  first  and  only  born — for  but  a  few  short 
years;  and  that  He  was  destined  yet  to  be  % 
a  sacrifice,  to  endure  sorrows,  opprobrium 
and  torments.  St.  Jerome  says  that  at  this 
instant  the  soul  of  Mary  endured  a  martyr- 
dom more  agonizing  than  the  sufferings  of 
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all  martyrs  together ;  and  this  martyrdom, 
St.  Bernard  tells  us,  endured  for  thirty- 
three  years,  during  which  Mary  lived  as  if 
in  the  agonies  of  death,  because  her  heart 
suffered  dolor  worse  than  death  itself — with- 
out cessation,  without  remedy,  and  without 
alleviation.  Even  the  sight  of  the  adora- 
ble Humanity  of  her  Son  was  henceforth  a 
cause  of  bitterness  to  her,  for  she  could 
not  behold  it  without  thinking  of  the  in- 
sults, the  tortures,  and  the  cross  which 
awaited  it.  Already  she  saw  in  imagina- 
tion the  wounds  in  the  feet,  the  hands,  the 
Sacred  Heart,  from  which  the  Precious 
Blood  flowed  out.  Nor  was  it  only  during 
the  life  of  her  Divine  Son  that  she  suffered 
the  bitter  martyrdom  inflicted  on  her  by 
the  prophecy  of  Simeon  ;  the  wound  never 
closed  during  her  own  life,  as  she  jevealed 
to  St.  Bridget,  to  whom  she  said  :  "  This 
dolor  never  ended  until  that  moment  when 
I  was  carried,  body  and  soul,  into  heaven." 

0  dimpled  feet,  so  small  and  fair, 
Whereon  I  press  my  kisses  soft, 

1  see  ye  torn  and  pierced  and  rent 
Upon  the  cross  aloft ! 

0  little  hands,  whose  fond  caress 

I  feel  upon  my  cheek  and  hair, — 

1  see  the  marks  of  cruel  nails 
Even  now  imprinted  there ! 

0  baby  brow,  so  calm  and  pure, 

So  meekly  pillowed  on  my  breast, 

1  see  a  crown  of  piercing  thorns, 
Upon  thy  whiteness  rest  ! 

0  loving  Heart,  that  to  my  own, 
I  feel  respond  in  cadence  low, 

1  see  the  lance-thrust,  deep  and  wide, 
I  see  the  crimson  flow  ! 

x  All  mother-love  within  my  heart, 

"What  is  it  now  but  anguish  deep? — 
I  see  Thee  dead  upon  the  cross, 
Watching  thy  placid  sleep  ! 

Yet  sweeter  thus  for  Thee  to  bear 
This  martyrdom  of  love  and  woe 

Than  feel  the  tranquil,  painless  joys 
All  other  mothers  know.          R.  v.  B. 


HOPE  which  has  for  its  object  visible 
things,  merits  not  the  name. — St.  Bernard. 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BY   MKS.    ANNA   H.    DORSET. 


CHAPTEK  XXII. 

THE  MAN  WITH  THE  HAMMER.    THE  LAST  BIT- 
TER  DROP. 

Golden  September  had  melted  into  crisp, 
ruddy  October.  Ihe  autumnal  fruits  and 
the  poor  harvests  of  the  summer  were 
gathered  in,  made  the  most  of,  and  stored' 
away  in  granaries  and  barns.  People 
were  thankful  when  they  found  there  would 
be  enough  to  subsist  their  own  families 
and  stock  on  during  the  corning  winter  ;  it 
was  more  than  they  had  expected.  Look- 
ing down  from  one  of  the  peaks  of  Pros- 
pect Hill,  the  beautiful  valley  of  the  Perni- 
gewasset  appeared  like  a  kaleidoscope  ;  it 
was  so  dappled  and  checkered  and  striped 
with  crimson,  russet,  orange,  scarlet  and 
rich  winter-green  ;  it  was  so  gay  with  flash- 
ing waters,  so  spangled  with  peaks  of  glit- 
tering quartz,  so  beautified  by  mountain 
ranges,  melting  off  into  the  distance  in 
exquisite  shades  of  blue  and  purple  ! 

Apple-parings,  singing-classes  and  quilt- 
ing bees,  with  all  the  other  gatherings  in 
which  these  thrifty  people  blended  the 
utile  and  dulce  at  this  season  of  the  year, 
began  to  make  the  neighborhood  lively; 
but  our  friends  at  the  Old  Homestead — who 
were,  you  know,  morally  outlawed — re- 
mained quietly  at  home,  receiving  no  in- 
vitations, and  too  busy  over  their  own 
domestic  affairs  to  take  the  slight  much 
to  heart.  There  were  moments  when  they 
all  felt  the  mortification  of  being  so  utterly 
neglected ;  they  would  have  been  more 
than  human  had  they  not;  but  thinking 
over  the  cause,  they  were  straightway  con- 
soled, and  offered  themselves  anew  to  Him 
who  said :  "  Blessed  are  they  that  suffer 
persecution  for  justice  sake,  for  theirs  is  the 
kingdom  of  heaven.  Blessed  are  ye  when 
men  shall  revile  you  ....  and  speak  all 
manner  of  evil  against  you,  iujtruly,  for 
MY  sake;  be  glad  and  rejoice,  for  your 
reward  is  very  great  in  heaven." 
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And  what  did  all  they  had  suffered,  and 
still  expected  to  suffer,  weigh  against  this 
magnificent  promise?  Nothing;  and  in 
their  souls  they  were  glad  and  rejoiced, 
even  as  the  sun  shines  behind  the  cloud, 
even  as  the  rainbow  crowns  the  brow  of 
the  storm ! 

Deacon  Sneathen  had  sent  TVolfert 
Flemming  a  check  for  the  three  hundred 
dollars,  and  Nicholas  had  been  down  to 
Plymouth  again  with  his  loaded  wagon, 
and  came  back  with  a  hundred  more ;  this, 
with  the  two  hundred  on  hand,  left  a  bal- 
ance of  four  hundred  to  make  up  the  needed 
amount ;  but  where  or  how  it  was  to  be 
raised  none  of  them  could  imagine.  The 
outlook  was  discouraging.  No  one  seemed 
to  want  to  buy  "  Mill  Farm  ;"  this  was 
the  last  resource,  except  selling  out  alto- 
gether. But  they  did  not  make  each  other 
miserable  by  desponding  and  worrying 
over  the  situation,  and  went  on  exactly 
as  if  nothing  had  happened — full  of  grave 
thoughts,  it  is  true,  and  often  wondering 
how  it  would  end,  but  trying  cheerfully  to 
bear  each  other's  burdens.  Nicholas  was  the 
most  gloomy  and  unhappy  of  them  all,  ex- 
cept his  mother.  Coldness  had  grown  up 
between  him  and  Hulda:  he  was  too  proud 
to  ask,  she  too  proud  to  offer  an  explana- 
tion— consequently  he  had  not  availed  him- 
self of  the  Deacon's  permission  to  visit 
the  house  again.  Poor  Hulda !  her  secret 
had  been  productive  of  nothing  but  trou- 
ble to  her.  If  her  little  mystery  had  turned 
out  as  she  had  hoped,  it  would  have  ex- 
plained itself  and  exonerated  her  fully; 
but  the  letter  she  had  been  so  long  expect- 
ing had  not  come  yet,  and  "  never  would," 
she  thought.  Neither  had  Reuben's  let- 
ter come.  But  the  two  letters  had  noth- 
ing to  do  with  each  other. 

Things  were  in  this  way,  when  one 
bright  morning  as  Reuben  was  creeping 
slowly  along  in  the  sunshine  towards  the 
Old  Mill,  everything  looked  so  lovely  that 
he  sat  down  on  a  moss-covered  rock  to  en- 
joy the  scene  of  which  his  poet's  heart 
never  grew  weary.  The  little  rivulet — all 
that  was  left  of  the  big  brawling  stream 


that  used  to  turn  the  great  mill-wheel — was 
dancing  and  flashing  over  the  pebbles  at 
his  feet,  making  a  low  murmur  as  sweet  as 
the  tinkling  of  silver  bells.  Reuben  was 
soothed  by  the  sound  into  a  reverie  half 
pleasant,  half  sad ;  a  dreamy  mist  arose 
out  of  his  mental  life,  through  which  he 
caught  glimpses  of  a  promised  land.  He 
abandoned  himself  to  his  dreams,  and  be- 
lieving that  he  was  alone  with  nature 
yielded  himself  entirely  to  their  sweet  en- 
trancement. 

"  A  fine  day  !"  said  a  loud,  harsh  voice 
somewhere  over  him ;  and  starting  round, 
Reuben  saw  the  man  with  the  hammer. 
"A  very  fine,  wholesome  day." 

"  Yes  sir,"  replied  the  lad,  touching  his 
hat.  The  blood  had  all  gone  in  an  instant 
from  his  delicate  face  at  the  sudden  ad- 
dress and  sight  of  the  stranger,  and  as 
swiftly  returned,  flushing  his  cheeks  like 
roses. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  startled  you  con- 
siderably, I  reckon :  but  I'm  a  rough  sort  of 
a  fellow,"  he  said  good-naturedly.  "  The 
truth  is,  I  live  so  much  alone  among  the 
woods  and  rocks  that  I'm  afraid  I  some- 
times forget  the  customs  of  civilization." 

"  I'm  glad  to  see  you,  sir,"  replied  Reu- 
ben, at  a  loss  what  else  to  say.  "  I've 
been  sick,  you  see,  and  any  little  thing 
makes  me  jump.  Are  you  a  stranger  up 
here  ?" 

"  I  was,  a  month  or  so  ago,"  but  I  have 
trudged  over  every  inch  of  ground,  moun- 
tain and  valley,  within  ten  miles  round, 
and  know  them  all  like  old  friends.  In  fact 
I  shall  hate  to  go  away,  for  the  scenery  is 
the  grandest  I  ever  saw." 

"  Hadn't  you  better  stay,  sir  ?  You'll 
lose  a  great  deal  if  you  miss  seeing  the 
winter  up  here." 

"  No  ;  I  can't  stay.  I'm  writing  a  book, 
a  history  of  New  Hampshire,  and  shall 
have  to  hurry  home  in  a  week  or  two  to 
get  the  first  part  of  it  in  type  !"  Reuben's 
heart  began  to  go  out  to  the  man ;  and 
when  he  found  out  that  he  was  an  author, 
he  felt  as  if  he  had  met  one  of  the  genii 
of  his  dreams,  and  regarded  him  with 
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a  strange  mixture  of  awe  and  delight. 
"  How  grand  that  mountain  bluff,  with 
the  scarlet. sumachs  waving  from  its  crev- 
ices, looks  with  the  sunlight  shining  upon 
its  bald  brow  1"  What  do  you  call  that  ?" 

"  That  is  Chocorua,  sir  1" 

"An  Indian  name?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  I  hope  it  has  a  legend?" 

"  It  has  a  true,  veritable  history,  sir,"  re- 
plied Reuben,  whose  eyes  kindled  and 
whose  interest  in  the  man  increased. 

"  I  should  be  very  glad  to  hear  it,  if  it 
is  not  too  long.  I  dote  on  these  Indian 
legends." 

"  It  is  not  very  long,"  replied  Reuben, 
now  in  his  glory ;  "  and  I  shall  be  glad  to  re- 
late it.  Many  years  ago,"  he  began, "  a  col- 
ony of  hardy,  intelligent  pioneer^settled 
at  the  foot  of  the  mountain,  and  the  chief 
man  among  them  was  named  Cornelius 
Campbell,  whose  gigantic  stature  im- 
pressed the  Indians  with  awe,  and  whose 
superior  intellect  threw  a  spell  over  his 
companions,  who  felt  that  although  he 
was  among  them  he  was  not  of  them.  He 
had  the  bold,  quick  tread  of  one  who  had 
often  wandered  fearlessly  among  the  ter- 
rible hiding-places  of  nature ;  and  while 
his  voice  was  harsh,  his  countenance 
sometimes  under  the  gentle  influences  of 
his  home  unveiled  a  deep  tenderness  of 
expression  which  lit  up  his  hard  features 
like  the  sunlight  on  a  rugged  headland. 
His  Avife  was  a  beautiful,  high-born  lady, 
who  had  displeased  her  father  by  rejecting 
some  splendid  offers  of  marriage  for  the 
sake  of  Cornelius  Campbell,  who  had  been 
a  zealous  and  active  enemy  of  the  Stuarts, 
and  whose  hopes  were  finally  crushed  by 
the  restoration  of  Charles  II.  He  and  his 
beautiful  bride  fled  to  America,  and  ac- 
companied the  party  who  formed  the  little 
colony  which  settled  in  this  place,  which  was 
so  remote  from  all  intercourse  with  civiliz- 
ation that  they  endured  great  hardships 
and  sufferings.  From  the  Indians  they 
received  neither  injury  nor  insult.  No  cause 
of  offence  had  ever  arisen ;  and  although 
their  visits  were  frequent  and  troublesome 


to  the  white  settlers,  they  never  exhibited 
the  least  jealousy  or  malice. 

"  In  the  tribe  there  was  a  prophet  named 
Chocorua,  who  was  to  his  people  an  ob- 
ject of  peculiar  veneration.  He  had  a 
mind  which  education  and  motive  would 
have  nerved  with  giant  strength;  but 
growing  up  in  savage  freedom,  it  wasted 
itself  in  dark,  fierce,  ungovernable  pas- 
sions. There  was  something  fearful  in  the 
quiet  haughtiness  of  his  lips ;  it  seemed 
so  like  slumbering  power, — too  proud  to  be ' 
lightly  roused,  too  implacable  to  sleep 
again.  In  his  small,  black,  fiery  eye,  ex- 
pression lay  coiled  up  like  a  beautiful 
snake.  The  whites  knew  that  his  hatred 
would  be  terrible ;  but  they  never  pro- 
voked it ;  and  even  the  children  became 
too  much  accustomed  to  him  to  fear  him. 

"  Chocorua  had  a  son  ten  years  old,  to 
whom  Caroline  Campbell  had  occasionally 
made  such  gaudy  presents  as  were  likely 
to  attract  his  savage  fancy.  This  won  the 
boy's  affections  and  he  became  almost  an 
inmate  of  their  dwelling ;  and  being  unre- 
strained by  the  courtesies  of  civilized  life, 
he  would  inspect  everything  and  taste 
everything  which  came  in  his  way.  One 
day  he  discovered  some  poison  which  had 
been  prepared  for  a  mischievous  fox  which 
had  long  troubled  the  little  settlement, 
and  drank  it,  then  went  home  to  his  father 
to  sicken  and  die.  From  that  moment 
hatred  and  vengeance  took  possession  of 
Chocorua's  soul.  He  did  not  speak  of  his 
suspicions,  but  brooded  over  them  in  se- 
cret, to  nourish  the  deadly  revenge  he 
contemplated  against  Cornelius  Campbell. 
One  bright,  balmy  morning  in  June,  Camp- 
bell left  his  dwelling  for  the  fields.  Still 
a  lover,  though  ten  years  a  husband,  his 
last  look  was  towards  his  wife,  answering 
her  parting  smile ;  his  last  act  a  kiss  for 
each  of  his  children.  When  he  returned 
to  dinner  they  were  all  dead,  and  their  dis- 
figured bodies  too  cruelly  showed  that  an 
Indian's  hand  had  done  the  work. 

"  In  such  a  mind,  grief,  like  every  other 
emotion,  was  stormy.  His  home  had  been 
to  him  the  only  green  spot  in  life.  In  his 
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The  first  time,  about  three  years  ago,  it 
was  at  the  gates  of  Chateauroux,  in  a 
splendid  sanctuary  erected  as  a  memorial 
of  a  great  sorrow  consoled  by  faith",  which  a 
fresh  bereavement,  alas  !  has  just  renewed 

There,  in  the  midst  of  all  the  magni- 
ficence which  religion  can  display  when 
faith  places  at  her  disposal  all  the  wealth 
of  this  world,  in  the  presence  of  several 
of  our  venerable  colleagues  in  the  episco- 
pacy, surrounded  by  a  numerous  body  of 
clergy  and  a  vast  multitude,  we  crowned 
Our  Lady  of  Touvent ;  and  that  daughter 
of  Our  Lady  of  Victories  took  her  place 
among  the  most  celebrated  Madonnas  of 
Berry. 

This  time  we  are  on  the  point  of  crown- 
ing the  Blessed  Virgin  under  a  new  title. 
But  yesterday  unknown,  this  title  is  to- 
day on  the  lips  of  all.  To-day  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  is  known,  invoked — 
glorified  we  may  even  dare  to  say, — in 
the  four  quarters  of  the  globe. 

What  then  must  we  think  of  this  new 
title  ?  This  is  precisely  what  it  is  our  wish 
to  explain  to  you  in  this  pastoral  instruc- 
tion— establishing,  in  the  first  place,  the 
legitimacy  of  the  devotion  to  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  afterwards  speak- 
ing to  you  of  its  marvellous  extension. 
I. 

In  order  to  establish  the  legitimacy  of 
the  devotion  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  we  might,  assuredly,  confine  our- 
selves merely  to  this  simple  observation : 

A  devotion  which  has  received  the  ap- 
probation of  more  than  forty  bishops;  a 
devotion  which  has  merited  the  encour- 
agement and  benediction  of  the  Holy 
Father ;  a  devotion  which  has  given  rise 
to  a  pious  and  immense  Association,  estab- 
lished in  a  number  of  parishes,  enriched 
with  numerous  indulgences,  erected  fur- 
ther into  an  Archconfraternity  for  the 
diocese  of  Bourges,  and  which  will  shortly, 
in  consequence  of  the  coronation  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  receive  a  fresh 
and  final  consecration, — a  devotion  of  such 
a  nature  cannot  but  be  legitimate.  It  may, 
assuredly,  present  itself  with  confidence  to 


all, — both  to  those  who  have  deemed  its 
adoption  their  greatest  happiness,  and  to 
those  who  from  some  motive  or  other  were 
less  disposed  to  offer  it  a  cordial  welcome. 

Can  this  title  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  substantiate  the  claims  it  makes  to 
our  acceptance  ?  Yes ;  we  fearlessly  affirm 
so. 

In  the  language  of  the  Church,  Lady 
(Dame)  means  Sovereign,  Mistress,  Queen. 
It  is  the  Latin  word  Domina,  which  our 
fathers  have  rendered. by  this  popular  and 
simple  expression.  To  call  Mary  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  is  to  give  her, 
then,  a  title  of  the  most  rigorous  exacti- 
tude. In  fine,  this  title  signifies  Mistress, 
Queen  of  the  Heart  of  Jesus. 

Assuredly,  when  we  employ  this  expres- 
sion we  would  not  be  understood  to  at- 
tribute to  Mary  an  absolute,  irresistible, 
necessary  power  over  the  Heart  of  the  Son 
of  God, — as  this  would  be  irreconcilable 
with  her  condition  as  a  created  being, 
with  the  dignity  of  her  divine  Son,  and 
consequently  with  the  teachings  of  tsound 
theology.  We  mean  simply  to  speak  of 
that  omnipotence  of  supplication,  as  it  is 
termed  by  the  holy  Doctors, — omnipotentia 
supplex, — to  which  our  Lord  does  not  refuse 
anything;  which,  consequently,  gives  to 
Mary  an  incontestable  influence  over  the 
Heart  of  Jesus, — a  real  and  positive  power, 
the  existence  of  which  it  is  as  impossible 
to  deny  as  it  is  to  ignore  its  extent  or 
foundation. 

On  what  foundation,  in  fact,  does  this 
power  rest? 

On  the  Divine  Maternity. 

By  the  simple  fact  that  Mary,  on  the 
ever-blessed  day  of  the  Incarnation,  be- 
came the  Mother  of  the  Son  of  God,  she 
attained  over  His  person  a  veritable  do- 
minion, a  sacred  and  incontestable  right: 
the  maternal  right,— jus  maternum,  as  it  is 
so  eloquently  styled  by  one  of  the  most 
learned  commentators  on  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures,— a  maternal  right,  greater  than  that 
of  other  mothers,  for  it  was  from  her 
alone  that  her  divine  Son  derived  all  His 
substance  !  a  maternal  right,  in  virtue  of 
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which  she  is  able  to  command,  to  order 
Him :  Jus  quo  ei,  quasi  filio,  potest  proeci- 
pere  et  imperare ;  a  maternal  right  which 
elicited  from  Saint  Bernardine  of  Sienna 
thatmaguificentassertion:  "Everything  is 
obedient  to  the  empire  of  the  Virgin — 
even  God  Himself;  thou  hast  but  to  will 
anything,  O  Virgin,  and  it  will  be  done  ! " 
a  maternal  right,  in  fine,  which  our  Saviour 
Himself  has  recognized,  and  to  which  He 
voluntarily  submitted, — not  through  any 
natural  necessity,  but  from  humility  and 
love.  The  thirty  years  of  Nazareth  suffice 
to  attest  it!  Et  erat  subditus  illis  :  And 
He  was  subject  to  them. 

Sublime  and  admirable  obedience !  which 
has  stirred  the  hearts  of  centuries;  which 
has  multiplied  the  race  of  Saints,  and  has 
elicited  the  most  magnificent  accents  from 
the  lips  of  Doctors.  He  was  subject  to  them! 
"Who  then,  and  to  whom?"  exclaims 
Saint  Bernard.  "God  to  man;  and  not  only 
to  Mary,  but  even  to  Joseph  for  the  sake 
of  Mary.  Wonder,  and  examine  which  is 
the  most  wonderful — the  abasement  of  the 
Son  or  the  dignity  of  the  Mother !  On 
either  side,  marvellous,  astonishing!  That 
God  should  obey  a  woman — unexampled 
humility !  That  a  woman  should  com- 
mand a  God — unequalled  grandeur  ! " 

Now,  has  Mary  retained  the  incontesta- 
ble power  which  she  exercised  over  Jesus 
while  He  was  on  earth  since  He  ascended 
into  heaven? 

Who  can  doubt  it? 

The  gifts  of  God  are  without  repentance. 

Now  God  having  once  willed  to  make 
Mary  the  Mother  of  His  Son,  and  having 
to  this  end  imparted  to  her  the  honor 
and  rights  of  maternity,  this  oi'der  of 
things  undergoes  no  change ;  to  it  the 
glorified  state  of  our  Saviour  risen  from 
the  dead  opposes  no  obstacle :  in  heaven, 
as  on  earth,  the  maternal  right  of  Mary 
subsists,  and  consequently  her  power  re- 
mains. 

There  is  perhaps  no  truth  on  which  tra- 
dition has  pronounced  more  clearly  and 
energetically. 

See,  in  fact,  if  it  is  possible  to  celebrate 


in  more  glowing  terms  the  power  of  Mary 
over  the  Heart  of  her  divine  Son? 

"As  Mother  of  God,"  exclaims  Saint 
Ephrem,  addressing  himself  to  Mary,  "  thou 
art  all-powerful;  nothing  is  impossible  to 
thee,  if  thou  only  wiliest  it." 

"  Thou  canst  notbutbe  graciously  heard," 
says  Saint  Germain  of  Constantinople. 

"  Thou  approachest  the  golden  altar  of 
reconciliation,"  adds  Saint  Peter  Damian, 
"not praying,  but  commanding, — as  a  Sov- 
ereign and  not  as  a  servant.  In  thy  hands 
are  all  the  treasures  of  the  mercy  of  our 
Lord." 

"  The  prayer  of  the  Mother  of  God,"  af- 
firms St.  Antony,  "  has  the  character  of  a 
command  ;  hence  it  is  impossible  that  she 
should  not  be  graciously  heard." 

"The  most  glorious  Virgin  Mary,"  says 
Saint  Bernardine  of  Sienna,  "being  more 
elevated  in  dignity  than  all  the  Saints, 
obtains  whatever  she  demands  more  effi- 
caciously. It  would  appear  that  the  Sa- 
viour says  to  Mary  what  Solomon  said  to 
his  mother : — '  Ask  what  thou  wilt,  my 
mother,  for  I  cannot  refuse  thee.' ' 

"  It  is  for  this  reason,"  pursues  St.  Ber- 
nardine, "  that  we  should  be  justified  in 
reproaching  her,  were  she  unwilling  to  ap- 
piease  her  Son  in  our  favor." 

And  whence  does  she  derive  this  influence, 
which  nothing  resists  in  heaven  or  onearth  : 
"  All  power  has  been  given  to  thee  in  heaven 
and  upon  the  earth?"  From  a  fact  which  ex- 
ists and  which  nothing  can  change  here- 
after :  it  is,  that  Mary  is  the  Mother  of  Jesus. 
Everything  is  comprised  in  that  word. 

Hear  the  words  of  Saint  Bernardine  of 
Sienna:  "O  men,  you  have  a  sure  access 
to  God :  you  have  the  Mother  in  presence 
of  the  Son,  the  Son  in  presence  of  the 
Father;  the  Mother  shows  the  Son  her 
breast  and  her  virginal  bosom ;  the  Son 
shows  the  Father  His  side  and  His  wounds. 
No  refusal  can  be  met  there  where  there 
are  so  many  signs  of  love." 

Saint  Bernard,  that  great  servant  of 
Mary,  is  not  less  explicit:  "Have- recourse 
to  Mary ;  I  affirm  unhesitatingly  she  will 
be  graciously  heard,  by  reason  of  her  dig- 
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nity:  Exaudietur  et  ipsa  reverentia  sua. 
The  Son  will  graciously  hear  the  Mother, 
and  the  Father  will  graciously  hear  the 
Son.  Can  the  Son  refuse  or  be  refused, 
not  listen  or  not  be  listened  to  ?  No,  cer- 
tainly. '  Thou  hast  found  favor  before 
God,'  said  the  Angel ;  Mary  will  always 
find  grace." 

In  like  manner,  Saint  Bonaventure  fears 
not  to  advance  that  no  one  can  enter  into 
heaven  save  through  Mary.  "For,"  he 
adds,  "  as  God  came  to  us  through  her,  so 
through  her  must  we  return  to  God.  It 
is  for  this  reason  that  she  is  styled  house, 
gate,  and  ladder ;  house,  on  account  of  the 
conception  of  Christ ;  gate,  on  account  of 
her  having  brought  Him  forth ;  ladder,  on 
account  of  her  ascension  to  God." 

Besides,  we  may  affirm  in  general  terms 
— for  such  is  the  doctrine  of  all  the  Fathers 
— Mary  is  the  ordinary  channel  of  the. 
graces  of  God. 

"  It  is  and  always  will  be  true,"  says  Bos- 
suet,  "  that  having  once  received  through 
Mary  the  universal  principle  of  grace  in  our 
Lord;  we  still,  through  her  mediation,  re- 
ceive its  various  applications  in  the  different 
states  which  compose  the  Christian  life." 
"  Contemplate,"  says  Saint  Bernard  to  us, 
"  contemplate  the  counsels  of  God  ;  the 
counsel  of  His  wisdom,  the  counsel  of  His 
love  !  Desiring  to  ransom  the  human  race, 
He  has  deposited  the  entire  cost  of  this 
ransom  in  Mary :  pretium  universum  con- 
tulit  in  Mariam.  He  has  deposited  in  her 
the  plenitude  of  all  good,  in  order  that 
we  may  be  fully  conscious  that  all  we  find 
in  ourselves  of  hope,  grace  or  salvation 
overflows  from  Mary  upon  us." 

This  same  Doctor  does  not  hesitate  to 
affirm  that  "  no  grace  comes  from  heaven  to 
earth  without  passing  through  the  hands 
of  Mary.  God  has  willed,"  he  says,  "  that 
a^l  we  receive  should  pass  through  the 
hands  of  Mary.  He  has  willed  that  we 
should  have  all  through  Mary." 

And  developing  this  idea  in  his  magnifi- 
cent sermon  entitled  De  Aquae  ductu,  on 
the  Nativity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  he 
thus  expresses  himself:  "The  fountain- 


head  is  brought  down  even  to  us ;  this 
heavenly  vein  has  descended  through  a 
mysterious  channel,  giving  to  our  withered 
souls  not  the  entire  spring,  but  the  dews 
of  grace  we  are  in  need  of,  so  that  all  may 
receive  of  its  fulness  but  not  all  its  ful- 
ness. You  have  already  recognized  this 
channel,  which,  drawing  the  fulness  of  the 
fountain  from  the  very  heart  of  the  Father, 
brings  us  this  fulness  in  proportion  to  our 
capacity  of  receiving  it.  You  know,  in 
fine,  to  whom  it  was  said:  Ave,  gratia 
plena" 

Saint  Bernardine  of  Sienna  holds  sim- 
ilar language.  "  Every  grace,"  he  tells  us, 
"which  is  communicated  to  the  earth,  comes 
in  three  ways :  it  is  dispensed  in  an  admira- 
ble order  by  God  to  Jesus  Christ,  by  Jesus 
Christ  to  the  Virgin,  by  the  Virgin  to  our- 
selves. Grace,  in  fact,  reaches  us  through 
Mary.  For,  from  the  moment  of  the  concep- 
tion of  God  in  her  womb, she  had,  soto  speak, 
a  certain  jurisdiction  and  authority  over 
every  temporal  action  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Consequently,  no  creature  has  received 
any  graces  except  by  the  dispensation  of 
the  Virgin  Mary  herself.  For  as  Jesus 
Christ  is  our  Head,  from  which  all  divine 
grace  flows  into  His  mystical  body,  so  is 
the  Blessed  Virgin  the  medium  by  which 
it  is  circulated  through  the  members  of 
that  body."  Nothing  then  is  clearer  than 
this  in  tradition.  Mary,  in  virtue  of  her  di- 
vine Maternity,  demands  powerfully  and 
obtains  certainly.  Her  power  is  unlimited; 
she  is  the  channel  of  the  divine  graces. 

Hence  have  proceeded  all  those  magnifi- 
cent appellations  which  have  been  decreed 
to  her  by  the  gratitude  and  piety  of  ages. 

She  is  the  gate  of  Paradise,  the  ladder 
of  heaven,  the  fountain  and  receptacle  of 
graces,  the  ark  of  the  heavenly  treasures ; 
the  throne  of  the  eternal  King,  the  mercy- 
seat  at  which  we  are  graciously  heard ;  the 
Sovereign  Virgin,  the  salvation  of  Chris- 
tians ;  she  showers  her  benefits  upon  us, 
delivering  us  from  dangers,  snatching  us 
from  temptations  and  ransoming  us  from 
the  multitude  of  our  sins. 

She  is  the  hope  of  the  world,  the  way  of 
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life,  the  haven  of  life,  the  tree  of  life,  the 
salvation  and  the  model  of  the  world,  the 
river  of  grace,  the  sea  of  grace,  the  pure 
Star  of  the  Sea,  the  consolation  of  mankind. 
She  has  the  royal  power  in  her  hands  ;  she 
governs  Christ  and  restores  the  world ;  she 
is  the  life-giving  fountain,  the  inexhaustible 
ocean  of  divine  things,  the  dispenser  of 
all  good,  the  mediatrix  of  the  entire  world, 
the  bridge  which  conducts  us  to  the  Most 
High,  the  key  of  heaven,  the  universal 
protection  of  the  human  race ;  the  recon- 
ciliation of  sinners,  the  surest  haven  for 
those  who  have  suffered  shipwreck,  the 
salvation  of  all ;  the  cause  of  all  good 
things,  the  depository  of  grace,  the  Sover- 
eign of  the  world,  the  restorer  of  the  age, 
the  strength  of  the  just,  the  trust  of  the 
fallen,  the  hope  of  combatants,  th«  joy  of 
angels,  the  Queen  of  ages,  the  Sovereign 
of  kings  and  kingdoms,  the  co-redemptrix 
of  the  human  race,  the  treasurer  of  graces, 
the  inventrix  of  grace,  the  Mother  of  true 
mercy,  the  hope  of  the  despairing.  We 
should  never  come  to  an  end,  did  we  wish 
to  enumerate  all  the  titles  given  to  her  by 
the  Doctors  and  Saints. 

Now,  what,  I  ask,  is  the  meaning  of  all 
these  expressions,  except  that  Mary  is  all- 
powerful  over  the  Heart  of  God.  All 
these  texts,  all  these  testimonies  are  de- 
void of  sense,  or  they  signify  that  Mary 
exercises  in  heaven,  as  on  earth,  a  sover- 
eign power  over  the  Heart  of  her  Divine 
Son ;  that  in  heaven,  as  on  earth,  she  retains 
her  maternal  rights  in  their  fullest  extent; 
that  in  heaven,  as  on  earth,  she  is  able  to 
speak  as  a  Mother,  a  Mistress,  a  Queen,  and 
will  always  be  graciously  heard. 

Why  then  dispute  the  legitimacy  of  this 
noble  title  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
which  signifies  nothing  beyond  this? 

It  is,  doubtless,  a  new  appellation :  but 
in  point  of  fact,  it  does  but  combine,  in 
one  and  the  same  conception,  two  devo- 
tions whose  legitimacy  no  one  surely  can 
contest — that  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and 
that  of  the  Sacred  Heart;  the  former  as 
ancient  as  the  Church,  attaching  itself 
to  the  cradle,  to  the  very  vitals  of  Chris- 


tianity, and  as  universal  as  Christianity 
itself;  the  latter,  it  must  be  confessed, 
not  of  such  ancient  date,  but  not  less  wor- 
thy of  respect  or  less  legitimate ;  a  prov- 
idential devotion  which  has  been  so  justly 
styled  the  devotion  of  the  latter  times,  as 
if  it  had  been  revealed  to  the  world,  verg- 
ing on  its  ruin,  in  order  to  rekindle  its 
fervor  and  arrest  it  in  its  fall.  If  these 
two  devotions,  viewed  separately,  are  legit- 
imate, why  should  they  cease  to  be  so 
when  associated  and  combined? 

But,  it  may  be  urged,  this  new  devotion 
will  prove  prejudicial  to  those  of  more  an- 
cient date.  Oh!  reassure  yourselves, you 
who  feel  tempted  to  think  so  !  Does  Our 
Lady  of  la  Salette  prove  hurtful  to  Our  Lady 
of  Fourvieres,  to  Our  Lady  of  la  Garde,  to 
Our  Lady  of  Liesse,  to  Our  Lady  of  Vic- 
tories,— or  to  so  many  other  sanctuaries 
consecrated  by  time  and  the  piety  of  the 
faithful?  And  here  even^  without  pass- 
ing the  borders  of  our  own  Berry,  so  rich 
in  celebrated  sanctuaries,  has  Our  Lady  of 
Vaudouan,  Our  Lady  of  D6ols,  Our  Lady 
of  Cluis,  Our  Lady  of  Touvent,  suffered 
from  the  rivality  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart?  Ah!  let  those  who  fear  for  the 
future,  lay  aside  all  anxiety  !  The  works 
of  God  are  never  antagonistic  to  each 
other;  the  sanctuaries  of  Mary  do  not  in- 
jure each  other ;  these  new  titles  do  not 
efface  those  of  earlier  date.  One  result 
has  been  attained :  Mary  is  more  and  more 
exalted  and  glorified;  and  who  is  there 
among  the  servants  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
who  would  not  rejoice  at  such  a  consum- 
mation ! 

For  ourselves,  when  we  examine  this 
touching  and  noble  title  by  the  twofold 
light  of  doctrine  and  tradition,  we  regard 
it  as  just,  exact  and  legitimate.  We 
believe  it  to  be  theologically  verified,  and 
we  consider  it  to  be,  above  all,  admirably 
calculated  to  meet  the  wants  of  our  epoch. 
We  trace  its  roots  in  Holy  Writ  and  the 
Fathers ;  we  have  proved  that  it  has  re- 
ceived the  approbation  of  the  Church,  and 
therefore,  without  going  further,  without 
seeking  other  proofs  beyond  those  we  have 
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under  our  eyes,  we  bless  Providence  which 
has  placed  in  our  midst  the  cradle  and 
the  centre  of  this  magnificent  and  sweet 
devotion. 

We  may  well  feel  proud  of  it,  for  cer- 
tainly never  has  any  devotion  developed 
itself  so  rapidly. 

[  To  be  concluded  in  our  next.] 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One; 

—  OK, — 
THE  STORY  OF  THE  THREE  BAPTISMS. 


BY  THE  AUTHOB  OF  "  BLIND  AGNESE,"   "  GENE- 
VTEVE,"   ETC. 

CHAPTER  VI. 

The  child  laid  her  little  head  upon  Snow- 
drop's knee,  while  she  sang  to  her  a  few  ver- 
ses which  Father  Francis  had  written,  and 
which  one  of  his  neophytes  had  set  to  a  sim- 
ple Indian  air;  for  all  the  Paraguay  Indians 
are  passionately  fond  both  of  music  and 
poetry,  which  they  often  compose  very 
prettily. 

SNOWDROP'S  SONG  OF  THE  PASSION-FLOWER. 
Upon  the  world-redeeming  cross 
When  our  dear  Lord  was  raised  to  die, 
My  feeble  flower  was  in  the  moss 
That  clothed  the  rocks  of  Calvary. 

One  drop  of  that  most  generous  blood 
Trickl'd  slowly  from  His  wounded  hand, 
And  fell  on  me — as  round  the  rood 
I  sought  my  tendril  form  to  band. 

And  I  was  changed  to  what  you  see, 
And  bear  about  me  from  that  hour 
The  marks  of  His  long  agony, 
And  I  am  call'd  the  "  Passion-flower." 

On  me  have  saintly  mortals  gazed 
With  thoughts  of  holiest  love  and  woe ; 
Their  tears  from  me  have  often  razed 
The  marks  that  made  them  love  me  so. 

Yet  still  where'er  my  garlands  cling, 
The  memory  of  His  wounds  I  bear ; 
The  crown  of  thorns  that  mock'd  Him  king, 
The  nails  that  pierced  Him,  and  the  spear. 


I  have  no  charms  to  catch  the  eye ; 
But  He  on  Calvary  none  did  wear ; 
For  prophets  said  that  He  should  die, 
By  none  esteem'd  or  good  or  fair. 

And  so  I  envy  not  the  rose, 

Nor  yet  the  lily  in  her  bower; 

I  bear  the  memory  of  His  woes, 

And  I  am  called  the  "  Passion-flower." 

"  What  were  the  prophets,  Snowdrop?" 
asked  the  child. 

"  They  were  good  men,  who  foretold  the 
coming  of  the  white  Christ  upon  earth. 
John  the  Baptist  was  the  last;  and  Jesus 
said  of  him  in  the  Gospel  that  he  was  a  pro- 
phet, and  more  than  a  prophet.  St.  Eliza- 
beth, St.  John's  mother,  was  cousin  to  the 
dear  Mary,  the  mother  of  Jesus ;  and  as  the 
holy  children  were  about  the  same  age,  they 
must  often  have  been  together  in  the  days 
of  their  childhood.  Think,  Christine,  how 
happy  the  little  John  must  have  been  to 
walk  with  Jesus,  to  play  with  Jesus,  and 
sometimes,  perhaps,  to  sit  with  Jesus  upon 
the  knee  of  the  white  Mary,  and  to  lay  his 
head  upon  her  holy  bosom." 

"What  a  happy  child!"  said  Christine. 
"  I  should  like  also  to  be  with  Jesus,  and  to 
lay  my  head  upon  Mary's  holy  bosom.  Tell 
me  something  more  about  her,  Snowdrop." 

"  I  will  tell  you  a  pretty  little  story  that 
Father  Francis  once  told  me  about  her. 
When  she  was  staying  with  St.  Elizabeth, 
though  she  knew  she  was  about  to  be  the 
Mother  of  God,  she  w«s  so  humble  and  kind 
that  she  waited  on  her  cousin  as  if  she  had 
been  her  servant.  One  day  there  was  water 
wanting  in  the  house,  so  she  took  a  pitcher 
and  went  to  the  well  to  fetch  some,  and  while 
she  sat  by  the  fountain  to  rest  herself,  she 
saw  a  little  white  flower  blooming  close  to 
the  water's  edge.  Mary  thought  of  the 
goodness  of  our  heavenly  Father,  who  had 
made  this  poor  weed  so  beautiful  to  behold. 
She  laid  her  hand  upon  it,  but  she  did  not 
pull  it,  for  she  would  not  take  away  the  life 
which  God  had  given.  She  then  rose  and 
went  away;  but  the  little  flower,  which  was 
quite  scentless  before,  took  fragrance  from 
the  touch  of  the  dear  Mary's  fingers,  and  has 
borne  a  sweet-scented  blossom  ever  since.'' 


616 


A  V  E       MA  R,  I  A  . 


"  Snowdrop,"  said  the  child,  after  a  long 
pause,  "  your  voice  is  so  sweet  and  low,  and 
your  words  are  so  good  and  kind,  that  I  am 
sure  you  must  be  like  the  dear  Mary." 

"  Oh,  do  not  say  so,"  said  Snowdrop, 
"  for  Mary  was  like  no  other  creature  upon 
earth.  She  was  beautiful,  even  in  the  sight 
of  God  and  the  angels." 

"  Well,  then,"  persisted  the  child,  "  at 
least  you  must  be  very  like  the  angels  of 
which  you  so  often  talk." 

"  Alas,  no  !"  said  Snowdrop,  mournfully ; 
"  for  they  are  the  children  and  friends  of 
God,  and  I  am  only  the  unbaptized  one.' 

"But  are  we  not,  then,  His  children?" 
said  the  child. 

"  We  are  His  children  by  desire,  for  we 
wish  for  baptism  with  all  our  hearts;  do  we 
not,  little  Christine?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  child,  "  and  I  wish  some 
one  would  pour  water  on  my  head  now,  that 
I  might  go  to  Jesus,  for  I  feel  very  weary." 

Angelina  looked  in  her  face,  and  alarmed 
with  the  expression  she  saw  there,  she  made 
a  sign  to  the  Christian  nurse,  who  instantly 
came  to  her. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you?"  she  said 
kindly  to  Christine. 

"  Give  me  water,  that  I  may  go  to  Jesus," 
murmured  the  child  faintly. 

"  Keep  back  her  mother,"  whispered  the 
woman  to  Angelina.  "  The  child  is  dying, 
and  must  be  baptized." 

But  the  mother  had  already  seen  that 
something  unusual  was  passing  amongst 
them,  and  she  ran  towards  them  as  quickly 
as  her  bad  leg  would  allow  her.  Angelina 
sprang  to  meet  her,  and  twine  her  arms 
round  the  woman's  legs  in  such  a  manner  as 
to  prevent  her  moving  from  the  spot.  The 
woman  struggled  to  free  herself  in  vain. 
Angelina  clung  tightly  to  her,  crying  outall 
the  time, "  You  shall  not  go  to  her ;  she  shall 
be  baptized;  she  shall  go  to  Jesus."  The  fu- 
rious woman  struck  her  violently  on  thehead 
and  shoulders,  and  she  felt  her  strength  be- 
ginning to  give  way,  when  she  heard  the 
Christian  Indian  cry  out,  "Let  her  go;  thank 
God,  the  child  is  safe !"  She  then  let  go  her 
hold,  and  ran  towards  Christine.  The  lit- 


tle child  was  lying  on  the  grass,  her  hands 
folded  on  her  bosom,  the  water  with  which 
the  woman  had  baptized  her  yet  glittering 
on  her  hair  like  diamonds  in  the  sunshine. 

"  Angelina,  Angelina,"  she  murmured, 
turning  her  sightless  eyes  from  side  to 
side,  "  come  to  me,  Angelina." 

"  Happy  little  creature,"  said  Angelina, 
taking  her  gently  in  her  arms.  "  Now  you 
are  a  child  of  the  white  Christ  indeed." 

"  I  am  not  weary  now,"  whispered  the 
child, "  for  the  little  white  angel  is  waiting 
to  take  me  to  Jesus." 

"  Tell  Him  to  send  for  me  soon,"  said 
Snowdrop,  her  tears  falling  fast  on  the  face 
of  her  companion. 

"  Yes,  yes,"  whispered  Christine  ;  "  I 
will  tell  Him  all  about  you  and  my  mother." 

There  was  a  moment's  awful  pause. 

"  Snowdrop,  Snowdrop,"  said  the  child 
in  an  almost  inarticulate  whisper,  "  I  am 
not  a  blind  child  now,  for  I  see  Jesus." 

Angelina  felt  the  head  grow  heavy  on  her 
shoulder.  The  baptized  child  was  with  its 
God.  The  unhappy  mother  saw  her  child 
thus  expire  in  the  arms  of  Angelina; -and 
stood  for  a  moment  rooted  to  the  ground 
in  silent  sorrow.  Then  she  snatched  the 
child  from  Snowdrop  ;  and  when  she  found 
it  was  really  dead,  she  flung  herself  on  the 
ground,  and  tore  her  hair  and  beat  her 
breast  in  a  frenzy  of  grief.  Poor  little 
Snowdrop  wept  for  very  pity;  but  when  she 
knelt  down  to  try  and  console  her,  the  wo- 
man beat  her  savagely,  accusing  her  of  the 
death  of  her  child ;  and  she  would  have 
trampled  her  on  the  ground,  had  not  the 
Christian  Indian  interfered,  and  with  some 
difficulty  rescued  the  young  girl  from  her 
grasp.  At  this  critical  moment  Father 
Francis  arrived,  and  looked  with  Horror  on 
the  scene  before  him.  "  Good  God,"  he 
said,  as  he  saw  Angelina's  swollen  and  dis- 
figured face,  "  what  is  the  matter?  " 

"  It  is  nothing,"  said  Angelina;  "the 
child  is  baptized;  she  is  gone  to  Jesus." 

Father  Francis  stooped  to  the  little  dead 
child,  took  it  in  his  arms,  and  .reverently 
kissed  it.  "  Blessed  child,"  he  said,  "  pray 
to  God  for  thy  mother  and  for  me." 
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IV. 

BAPTISM. — (Concluded.) 
Now  since  baptism  saves  from  perdition, 
death  and  darkness,  it  follows  as  a  neces- 
sary consequence  that  it  is  indispensable 
unto  salvation.  That  such  was  the  belief 
of  the  early  Church,  is  evident,  partly  from 
what  we  have  said  already,  and  partly 
also  from  the  care  and  anxiety  manifested 
by  the  early  Christians  lest  their  children, 
and  others  at  the  point  of  death,  should  de- 
part this  life  without  the  grac.e  of  that  im- 
portant sacrament.  Thus  we  read  in  one 
place:  "Florentine  places  this  inscription 
over  his  son  Apronian  who  lived  1  year, 
9  months  and  5  days,  and  ....  who  de- 
parted this  life  as  one  of  the  faithful.'1'' 
— VT  FIDELIS.  "  To  his  most  sweet  son 
Severus,  by  his  father  Laurentius  ;  at  the 
age  of  4  years,  8  months  and  5  days  he  was 
taken  away  by  the  angels  on  the  7th  of 
January." — ACCBRSITVS  AB  ANGELIS."  Such 
an  expression  refers  no  doubt  to  the  fact 
that  the  child  had  received  the  grace 
of  baptism.  Another  memorial  tablet  in- 
forms us  concerning  a  departed  child,  that 
"It  received  baptism  at  the  age  of  two 
or  three  years." — BIMVS  TEIMVS  CONSE- 
cvxvs  EST.  A  tombstone  which  Marc  ins 
Verinus  erected  to  commemorate  his  two 
little  daughters,  one  of  whom  died  at  the 


age  of  twelve  and  the  other  at  the  age 
of  eight  years,  bears  an  inscription  the 
closing  words  of  which  read  as  follows: 
"Verina  received  (baptism)  at  the  age  of 
10  months,  Fiorina  at  the  age  of  12  months." 
— PERCEPIT  M.X.  and  M.XII.  As  we  have 
ample  proof  for  the  baptism  of  infants, 
so  we  find  also  numerous  inscriptions  tes- 
tifying that  the  parties  deceased  had  re- 
ceived baptism  on  their  death-bed.  Thus 
a  monumental  tablet,  of  the  year  268  ac- 
cording to  its  inscription,  was  erected  "In 
memory  of  Marcian  the  well-deserving  son 
in  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord;  on  the  21st  of 
September  at  the  the  age  of  12  years  he  re- 
ceived the  grace  of  our  Lord,  and  died 
September  22;  mayest  thou  live  among  the 
saints  !" — GKATIAM  ACCEPIT  D.  N. — VISAS 
INTER  SATSTCTIS  IRA  (?).  Another  inscrip- 
tion of  the  same  kind  reads :  "  Parthumiug 
Eutherian,  one  of  the  faithful ;  he  obtained 
the  holy  grace  on  the  eve  of  his  birth-day 
(i.  e.,  the  day  of  his  death)  ....  he  lived 
six  years,  and  his  soul  is  with  the  saints 
in  peace." — GRATIA  SANCTA  CONSECVTVS. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  six  lines  compos- 
ing this  inscription  we  find  the  letters  ix- 
THYCN — which  signify:  "The  Fish  is  vic- 
tor," or  "The  boy  having  been  baptized  is. 
borne  off  a  trophy  by  Christ  the  victor." 

So  much  concerning  the  Sacrament  of 
Baptism. 

Still,  throughout  the  pages  that  follow, 
many  a  clear  ray  of  light  shall  yet  be 
thrown  upon  the  same  subject.  But  even 
what  has  been  said  already  will  no  doubt 
be  quite  sufficient  to  stamp  as  contrary  to 
the  primitive  faith  the  teaching  of  those 
Reformers  of  the  sixteenth  century,  who 
maintained  that  after  baptism,  as  before, 
"  man  remains  in  sin  even  to  the  grave." 
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V. COSHFIRMATION. 

Having  treated  of  Baptism,  let  us  now 
say  a  few  words  regarding  Confirmation. 
During  the  early  clays  of  the  Church  this 
sacrament  was  spoken  of  as  "  the  seal," 
"  the  sealing,"  "  the  royal  unction,"  or 
also  simply  as  the  "sign  of  Christ."  The 
reason  of  this  was  because  the  bishop  in 
conferring  the  sacrament  pressed  the  royal 
sign  of  the  cross  upon  the  forehead  of  the 
Christian  soldier,  as  the  distinctive  mark, 
seal,  or  insignia  by  which  he  should  hence- 
forward be  known  and  recognized.  This 
sealing  with  holy  chrism,  which  even  so 
early  as  the  fourth  century  was  called 
"  confirmation"  "  strengthening  "  or  "  fit- 
ting-out," took  place  in  those  days,  even  in 
the  case  of  little  children,  immediately  af- 
ter baptism,  and  was  looked  upon  in  a  meas- 
ure as  the  completion  of  the  latter  sacra- 
ment. As  a  precedent  for  so  doing,  they 
quoted  the  fact  that  the  Holy  Ghost  had 
descended  upon  our  Saviour  in  the  shape 
of  a  dove  immediately  after  His  baptism. 
Hence  also  the  picture  of  the  dove  became 
the  solemn  symbol  of  those  who  had  been 
confirmed,  i.  e.,  who  had  been  transformed 
into  the  Heavenly  Dove  by  receiving  the 
fulness  of  His  gifts  and  vivifying  graces. 
Such  being  the  case,  we  need  no  longer 
wonder  that  this  beautiful  emblem  is  met 
with  on  thousands  of  monumental  tablets, 
peacefully  greeting  our  vision.  Let  us 
look  for  a  moment  at  the  strictly  logical 
course  of  development  pursued  by  this  an- 
cient Christian  symbolism.  The  person 
baptized,  having  been  made  the  bearer  of 
Christ,  the  divine  Fish,  becomes  a  little  fish 
himself  in  the  waters  of  baptism.  The 
person  confirmed,  on  the  other  hand,  hav- 
ing been  made  in  that  sacrament  the  bearer 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  divine  Dove,  be- 
comes himself  a  little  dove  or  other  light- 
winged  and  gladsome  bird.  In  some  in- 
stances the  inscriptions  discovered  have  put 
aside  the  symbolic  veil,  and  speak  of  the 
Christian  soul,  in  consequence  of  the  sa- 
cramental indwelling  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  as 
a" spirit"  "holy  spirit,"  "holy  spirit  of 
God"  or  "  holy  spirit  of  the  Lord."  We 


shall  give  but  one  example  of  this  kind, 
dating  from  the  year  569 : — "  This  stone  is 
erected  by  Leuces  to  (the  memory  of)  Sev- 
era,  the  much-beloved  daughter,  and  to  thy 
(i.  e.,  her)  holy  spirit." — ISPIKITO  SANCTO 
TVO.  Otherwise  there  is  no  especial  men- 
tion made  of  Confirmation  in  any  of  the  in- 
scriptions that  have  thus  far  been  discov- 
ered. There  are  only  two  among  these  in- 
scriptions that  have  attracted  our  atten- 
tion in  this  regard,  since  they  appear  to 
refer,  at  least  distantly,  to  the  subject. 
One  of  these,  which  possibly  dates  back  to 
the  first  century,  reads,  in  Greek  words,  as 
follows :  "  Here  resteth  the  body  of  Julia 
Evarista,  the  very  beloved  of  God  ;  but  her 
soul  having  been  renovated  by  the  Spirit  of 
Christ,  was  taken  up  in  angel  form  among 
the  saints  into  the  heavenly  kingdom  of 
Christ."  The  other  perpetuates  the  mem- 
ory of  a  married  couple,  and  closes  with 
these  words  :  "  They  were  baptized  and 
anointed  by  the  priest  of  God,  Probianus." 
•• — LAVTT  ET  VNXIT.  We  owe,  however,  a 
much  clearer  reference  to  this  sacrament 
to  the  chisel  of  that  ancient  Christian 
sculptor  who  built  the  splendid  sarcoph- 
agus of  Junius  Bassus,  of  which  we  have 
already  made  mention.  On  this  sarcoph- 
agus Christ  is  represented  in  several  scenes 
as  a  lamb  which  holds  a  staff  with  its 
right  foot.  With  this  staff,  in  the  first 
scene,  it  smites  the  rock,  as  did  Moses  of 
old ;  then  it  touches  with  the  same  staff 
the  head  of  a  smaller  lamb,  on  which  a 
dove  overhead  is  shedding  rays  of  light, 
and  finally  it  touches  also  bread  and  fishes. 
There  can  he  no  doubt  that  the  artist  in- 
tended thus  mystically  to  represent  the  sa- 
craments of  baptism,  confirmation  and  the 
holy  Eucharist.  The  well-known  circum- 
stance that  neophytes,  especially  in  the 
case  of  their  being  adults,  usually  had  all 
three  of  these  sacraments  administered  to 
them  on  one  and  the  same  day,  leads  us  to 
suspect  that  the  secret  formula :  "  he  ob- 
tained," "  received"  "attained,"  which  we 
meet  with  so  frequently  on*  sepulchral 
monuments  and  tablets  of  this  kind,  was 
generally  intended  to  convey  the  idea  to 
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the  reader  that  the  departed  had  received 
the  three  sacraments  of  baptism,  confirma- 
tion, and  the  Holy  Eucharist.  In  conciu 
sion  let  us  add  but  one  more  invaluable 
document,  of  which  we  have  already  on  a 
former  occasion  made  mention,  in  our 
"  Voices  from  Rome."  It  consists  of  a 
memorial  tablet  dating  from  the  fourth 
century,  and  was  found  through  the  inde- 
fatigable exertions  of  De  Rossi.  The  in- 
scription which  graces  this  tablet  was  in 
all  likelihood  composed  by  the  holy  Pope 
Damasus,  of  whom  we  have  made  mention, 
and  the  tablet  itself  formerly  had  its  place 
in  the  old  Vatican  Uasilica,  near  the  bap- 
tismal font,  on  the  very  spot  where  the  Pope 
was  accustomed  to  confirm  the  neophytes. 
The  words  of  the  inscription  are  to  this 
effect:  "Here  the  hand  of  the  supreme 
shepherd  seals  the  lambs  that  were  washed 
clean  of  all  sin  in  the  heavenly  waters. 
O,  thou  !  who  wast  regenerated  in  these 
waters,  come  hither  where  the  Holy  Spirit 
calls,  and  where  with  divine  magnificence 
He  distributes  the  fulness  of  His  gifts. 
Let  the  cross  thou  receivest,  teach  thee  to 
escape  the  storms  of  this  world  ;  and  per- 
mit this  lesson  to  be  impressed  upon  thy 
mind  all  the  more  by  the  significancy  of 
this  holy  spot." 

These  few  hints,  taken  in  connection  with 
the  fact  that  even  the  heretics  of  the  first 
centuries  declared  war  against  the  Church 
because  of  the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation, 
are  quite  sufficient  to  show  where  those 
men  stand  who  do  not  hesitate  to  speak 
of  that  wonderful  panoply  of  the  Holy 
Spirit,  by  means  of  which  the  early  Chris- 
tians were  enabled  to  show  themselves  such 
heroic  martyrs  of  the  faith  as  nothing  more 
than  a  "mummery,"  a  "sham,"  or  "an  in- 
vention of  the  Council  of  Lyons  !  "* 


*  Held  A.  D.  1245. 


MISTRUST  of  ones's  self  is  very  good,  pro- 
vided it  goes  apace  with  confidence  in  God ; 
and  the  more  we  advance  In  this  latter, 
the  more  we  gain  of  the  former.  A  de- 
sponding humility  is  a  false  humility. 


[From  the  Monitor.] 

"My  Rome  is  in  your  Hearts," 

[These  words  occur  in  the  Address  of  the  Holy 
Father,  on  the  occasion  of  the  Fiftieth  Anniversary 
of  his  ordination.] 

Ring,  blessed  words !  that  wake  ecstatic  thrills! 

O  faithful  hearts !  behold  your  Father's  Rome ! 
His  City,  throned  on  Faith's  Eternal  Hills, 

And  crowned  by  Truth's  illimitable  dome. 

Aye !  loyal  hearts  that  own  his  loyal  sway ! 

Ye  are  the  Rome  wherein  he  deigns  to  dwell, 
His  towers  that  rise  o'er  Virtue's  "  Sacred  Way," 

His  walls  of  strength,  his  rock-built  citadel. 

There  glows  his  land  of  fadeless  summer  skies, 

A  smiling  Italy  of  grace  Divin   ; 
There  vast  basilicas  in  splendor  rise, 

And  love  illumes  full  many  a  garnished  shrine. 

Aye,  there  perchance,  the  Pantheons  of  pride, 
The  ancient  homes  of  Passion's  gods  of  clay, 

Their  idols  rent,  their  foulness  purified, 
To  conqu'ring  Truth  a  ceaseless  homage  pay. 

Or,  sadly  fair,  in  Memory's  moonlig V  glow, 
Of  conflicts  past,  the  moss-grown  ruins  tell, 

Proud  Coliseums  of  the  "  long  ago," 
Where  martyred  hopes  on  dread  arenas  felL 

Immortal  Rome  !  fair  realm  of  faithful  souls ! 

Eternal  City  !  'neath  whose  turrets  tall 
Time's' Tiber-stream  still  mirrors  as  it  rolls, 

The  fadeless  Cross  that  crowns  thy  living  wall. 

O  world-wide  kingdom !  limitless  domain ! 

Love's  mighty  conquest,  fettered  and  yet  free, 
A  willing  captive,  bound  in  blissful  chain, 

A  sovereign  robed  in  peerless  majesty  ! 

From  Arctic  snows  to  isles  of  tropic  balm, 
From  India  throned  beneath  her  banyan's  shade, 

To  Alpine  vales  that  smile  in  sunlit  calm, 
'Neath  sternest  peaks,  in  icy  mail  arrayed. 

Where  myrtles  gleam  in  fair  Italian  bowers, 
Where  shamrocks  weep,  on  Erin's  verdant  breast, 

Where  proud  Columbia  weaves  her  robe  of  flowers, 
And  woos  the  stars  to  gem  her  golden  crest. 

Wherever  throbs  a  loyal,  loving  heart, 
Wherever  Truth  hath  decked  a  spirit-home, 

There  Faith's  bright  realm  must  claim  her  royal  part, 
There  is  our  Father's  blest,  eternal  Rome. 

O  constant  realm!  in  sunshine  and  in  storm, 
Enrobed  in  bliss,  or  clad  in  clinging  woes, 

Your  love  shall  shrine  one  patriarchal  form, 
Your  strength  still  be  his  refuge  and  repose. 
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Nor  Punic  wiles,  nor  Saracenic  swords, 
City  of  God !  can  rend  your  walls  apart, 

While  o'er  the  ranks  of  fierce  invading  foes, 
Your  watchword  rings,  "  My  Rome  is  in  each 

heart." 
August  12th,  1869.  MAKIE. 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BY   MRS.    ANNA   H.    DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  MAN  WITH  THE  HAMMER.     THE  LAST  BIT- 
TER DROP. — (Continued.) 

"  There  is  a  finer  glimpse  of  it,  sir,  from 
the  upper  windows  of  the  Old  Mill  over 
there,  if  you  care  to  see  it,"  said  Reuben, 
flushed  with  excitement.  «•• 

"  I'd  go  anywhere  to  look  at  a  fine  view," 
replied  the  stranger,  picking  up  his  ham- 
mer and  carpet-bag  as  he  rose  up  from  the 
mossy  bank  upon  which  he  had  been  half 
lying.  They  crossed  the  brook  and  en- 
tered the  ruinous  building,  and  climbed 
up  the  crazy,  dilapidated  stairs  to  the  long 
room  under  the  roof,which  had  formerly 
been  used  by  the  miller  to  store  away 
his  finest  grain  in.  They  looked  from 
the  window  northward,  and  the  stranger 
was  enthusiastic,  as  well  he  might  be,  for 
nothing  could  surpass  the  grandeur  of  the 
view — Chocorua  towering  in  the  midst, 
like  a  steel-hooded  giant !  At  last  there 
was  nothing  more  to  be  seen,  and  the 
stranger  turned  away  from  the  windows 
and  stood  scanning  the  black  rafters  over- 
head— then,  looking  up  and  down,  walked 
quietly  towards  a  rough  table  at  the  lower 
end  of  the  room,  upon  which  lay  several 
rudely-hewn  blocks  of  stone  and  something 
covered  with  a  coarse  cloth. 

"I  shall  have  to  go  now,  sir,"  said  Reu- 
ben uneasily. 

"  What  have  we  here  ?  Wait  one  mo- 
ment !"  answered  his  companion,  as  with 
the  restless  curiosity  of  a  tourist  he  pulled 
aside  the  cloth  and  discovered  a  finely 
sculptured  head  of  a  woman,  the  bust  un- 
finished. There  was  a  wistful,  despairing 


expression  in  the  face,  a  sorrowful  appeal 
in  every  faultless  feature,  and  the  effect 
was  heightened  by  the  color  of  the  mate- 
rial out  of  which  it  was  chiselled — a  bluish 
gray  stone,  which  gave  it  the  appearance 
of  an  antique.  Uttering  an  exclamation 
of  surprise,  the  stranger  turned  to  Reuben 
and  asked  him  "  whose  work  it  was,  and 
what  it  meant?" 

"  I  had  nothing  to  do,  sir,  and  I  have  been 
experimenting  a  little  with  the  chisel," 
answered  the  lad  modestly.  "I  spend' 
my  mornings  here,  reading  and  chipping; 
and  that  is  a  face  I  tried  to  make  like  Ha- 
gar's  when  her  child  was  dying  of  thirst." 

"  And  you  have  succeeded  !  The  effect 
is  admirable  !  But  the  stone-— where  did 
you  get  the  stone  ?"  asked  the  man,  crack- 
ing a  fragment  off  one  of  the  blocks  with 
his  hammer,  and  examining  it  closely 
through  a  magnifying  glass. 

"  I  found  it  a  few  rods  from  here,"  an- 
swered Reuben. 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  I  have  seen  no  speci- 
mens like  it  anywhere  before  !  Who  owns 
the  land  ?" 

"My  father — Mr.  Flemming." 

"  Ah  ! — does  there  seem  to  be  much  of 
it, —  the  stone  I  mean  ?" 
/  "  Yes.  I  found  it  by  accident,  while  I 
was  looking  for  something  that  I  could 
work  easily.  It  is  very  soft  and  smooth. 
I  think  there's  a  good  lot  of  it." 

"  What  does  your  father  intend  doing 
with  it?"  inquired  the  man,  looking 
keenly  at  Reuben. 

"  I  don't  think  he  knows  anything  about 
it.  At  least  he  wants  to  sell  the  place," 
answered  guileless  Reuben. 

"Hasn't  he  seen  this?" — said  the  stran- 
ger, pointing  to  Hagar. 

"  Xo.  They  don't  know  how  I  spend 
my  time  here ;  and  I  haven't  told  them,  be- 
cause I  was  afraid  they  would  think  it  all 
nonsense,"  replied  Reuben. 

"  It's  not  nonsense,  certainly.     What  a 
situation  this  would  be  for  a  summer  cot- 
tage.    I  should  like  to  buy  the  place  my- 
self, but  I  fear  that  I  am  not  rich  enough." 
"  My  father  only   expects   to   get  two 
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thousand  dollars  for  it,"  said  Reuben,  full 
of  zeal. 

"  That's  moderate.  The  scenery  around 
is  almost  worth  the  money.  The  land 
don't  seem  to  be  much,  though." 

"  Good  crops  have  been  got  out  of  it 
sometimes;  but  this  has  been  a  bad  year, 
and  the  man  who  lives  on  it  has  been  too 
sick  to  work  it,"  answered  Reuben,  stand- 
ing up  bravely  for  the  reputation  of  the 
land. 

"  I  should  like  to  see  your  father.  Where 
is  he  to  be  found?" 

"  I  am  going  home  now,  and  if  you  like 
you  can  come  with  me,  sir,"  replied  Reu- 
ben. "  I  know  that  father  will  be  glad  to 
see  you ;  he  is  anxious  to  sell  as  soon  as 
he  can." 

"Thank  you;  I'll  go." 

"  How  shall  I  introduce  you  to  my  father, 
sir?"  asked  Reuben  in  some  embarrass- 
ment. 

"  My  name  is  Ethan  Cutter — Ethan  Cut- 
ter," replied  the  man  with  the  hammer. 

Mr.  Ethan  Cutter  had  a  long  interview 
with  Wolfert  Flemming,  who  received 
and  treated  him  with  kind  hospitality ; 
and  when  he  took  leave  he  had  as  good  as 
promised  to  buy  Mill  Farm  and  pay  two 
thousand  dollars  cash  for  it.  This  was 
great  news  for  Mrs.  Flemming  and  the 
girls ;  and  they  all  praised  Reuben,  and 
were  so  thankful  that  their  father's  troubles 
seemed  to  be  coming  so  nearly  to  an  end 
that  everyone  was  glad,  and  so  cheerful 
that  it  seemed  quite  like  the  old  times 
again.  No  more  anxiety  about  that  dread- 
ful note,  no  more  fear  of  breaking  up  and 
leaving  their  dear  old  home — "  and,"  said 
Wolfert  Flemming,  "  since  Almighty  God 
has  been  so  good  to  us,  we  will  go  to  Bos- 
ton to  receive  baptism  and  be  received  into 
the  Church.  This  is  the  first  wish  of  my 
heart." 

"  That  will  be  a  great  happiness,  father," 
said  Eva  in  a  low  voice. 

"  It  will  indeed,"  added  Hope  earnestly. 

"  To  think  of  really  receiving  those  au- 
gust Sacraments  !  Oh,  my  God !"  exclaimed 
Wolfert  Flemming,  folding  his  hands  to- 


gether and  looking  up  with  an  expression 
none  had  ever  seen  on  his  face  before,  "  it 
is  like  the  thought  of  entering  into  Thy 
very  presence."  None  of  them  had  ever 
seen  him  betray  emotion  like  this  before  ; 
it  was  as  if  the  man's  soul  were  suddenly 
unveiled  and  he  transfigured  before  them. 
No  one  spoke;  an  awe  had  fallen  upon 
them,  and  to  at  least  some  of  them  his 
words  had  a  deep  and  sublime  significance 
which  thrilled  their  hearts,  almost  making 
them  still.  Mrs.  Flemming  grew  very 
white,  and  her  hands  dropped  into  her  lap 
while  she  sat  as  if  in  expectation  of  some- 
thing,— but  nothing  more  happened;  her 
husband  got  up  quietly  and  left  them,  and 
Eva,  listening  to  his  retreating  footsteps, 
knew  that  he  had  gone  up  stairs  into  the 
little  sanctuary  to  pour  out  his  full  soul  at 
the  feet  of  Jesus  and  Mary. 

They  expected  every  day  to  hear  from 
or  see  Ethan  Cutter,  but  were  disappointed. 
Wolfert  Flemming  could  not  account  for 
his  silence ;  he  had  seemed  so  eager  to  buy 
"  Mill  Farm,"  and  said  so  positively  that 
he  would  return  in  about  ten  days  with  the 
money  and  take  possession  ;  but  the  days 
had  run  into  weeks,  and  he  had  neither 
come  or  written  !  What  could  it  mean  ? 
Had  the  man  changed  his  mind  ?  or  was 
he  a  sharper?  He  might  be  dead;  he  was 
always  scrambling  among  the  rocks, — per- 
haps he  had  fallen  and  broken  his  neck; 
perhaps  he  had  been  waylaid  and  murdered 
for  the  money  he  had  about  him  !  This 
surmising  and  expecting  was  a  weary  and 
unprofitable  business,  and  at  last  they  gave 
it  up,  feeling  blind  and  tired  ;  but  know- 
ing well  whose  right  hand  was  leading 
them,  and  having  done  all  that  humanly 
speaking  they  could  do,  they  gravely  await- 
ed His  will,  praying  for  submission  to  it 
whatever  it  might  be.  The  bright  pros- 
pects were  clouded  over,  and  Wolfert  Flem- 
ming resigned  himself  to  the  worst. 

In  this  strait  a  strange  thing  happened. 
One  evening  late,  as  he  was  coming  from 
the  stables  with  the  lantern  still  alight  in 
his  hand,  a  man  approached  him,  gave  him 
a  letter,  and  hurried  away  without  speak- 
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ing,  before  be  could  even  get  a  glimpse  of 
his  face.  Thinking  it  was  a  strange  pro- 
ceeding, he  however  set  the  lantern  on  a 
barrel  and  opened  the  letter  and  read  it, 
his  heavy  eyebrows  lowering  and  every 
vestige  of  color  fading  out  of  his  face  as 
he  read. 
"  WOLFERT  FLEMMIKG,"  it  ran, 

"  I  know  that  the  waters  are  rising  around 
you,  and  that  certain  ruin  threatens  you. 
Abjure  your  Papistical  errors ;  place  your 
candlestick  once  more  upon  the  altar  of 
Gospel  truth ;  return  at  once  to  the  pure, 
simple  doctrines  which  you  have  aban- 
doned, and  I  will  advance  whatever  money 
you  may  need.  ELISHA  RAY." 

"Wolfert  Flemming  strode  into  the  house, 
straight  to  his  work-room,  and  piaffing  the 
stable-lantern  upon  his  desk,  he  wrote : 

"  I  write  immediately,  lest  you  fall  into 
the  error  of  thinking  that  I  give  your  offer 
one  moment's  consideration.  I  have  this 
instant  received  it,  and  suppose  it  is  meant 
in  kindness ;  but  I  call  my  God  to  wit- 
ness that  nothing  which  this  world  eon- 
tains  of  riches,  honors,  ease  or  fame,  could 
induce  me  to  deny  my  faith  in  the  doctrines 
of  the  Holy,  Apostolic,  Catholic  Church, 
which  is  the  only  true  Church,  and  found- 
ed by  Jesus  Christ  Himself. 

"  Yours  in  Christian  charity, 

"  WOLFERT  FLEMMING." 

Having  folded  and  directed  the  letter,  he 
took  the  lantern  and  went  back  to  the  sta- 
bles, where  he  saddled  his  horse,  and  mount- 
ing him  he  galloped  out  into  the  road, 
never  drawing  rein  until  he  got  to  Father 
Ray's  door,  where  be  dismounted,  and 
knocked  in  a  way  that  brought  the  old  min- 
ister's housekeeper  quickly  to  open  it. 

'*  Give  that  to  the  minister !"  he  »aid, 
handing  her  the  letter;  "and  lose  no 
time." 

"Land  sakes !"  she  almost  screamed, 
peering  over  her  spectacles;  "if  it  ain't 
Elder  Flemming !" 

But  he  had  mounted  his  horse  again, 
and  was  off;  and  the  woman  stood  gaping 
out  into  the  night,  listening  to  the  tramp 


of  the  horse's  hoofs  with  as  frightened  a 
look  as  if  she  had  seen  the  evil  one  him- 
self; indeed  she  believed  to  the  day  of 
her  death  that  she  had  seen  him  in  the 
likeness  of  the  backsliding  Elder. 

"  Why  !  where  have  you  been?"  inquired 
Mrs.  Flemming  as  her  husband  came  into 
the  sitting-room,  where  they  were  wait- 
ing supper  for  him. 

"I  had  a  little  business  to  attend  to, 
mother,  which  was  unexpected,  and  gave 
me  no  time  to  speak  to  any  of  you,"  he 
answered,  speaking  slowly  and  gently,  for 
his  spirit  was  still  ruffled  and  be  had  need 
to  restrain  himself  under  this  crowning, 
humiliating  insult.  To  seek  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  his  misfortunes  by  offering  him 
money  to  abandon  his  faith  ! — it  was  al- 
most too  much  for  the  man's  patience. 

"Have  you  heard  from  that  man?"  asked 
Mrs.  Flemming  eagerly,  hoping  that  the 
business  was  connected  with  the  sale  of 
Mill  Farm. 

"  No  indeed,  mother.  I  think  we  may 
give  up  all  expectation  of  seeing  or  hear- 
ing anything  of  Mr.  Cutter  again,"  he  re- 
plied, "It  seems  bard,  I  know;  but  let 
us  trust  in  God  ;  we  are  in  His  hands,  and 
His  ways  are  not  as  our  ways." 
/  "  I  suppose  that  He  knows  best,"  she 
answered  in  a  tone  so  softened  and  sub- 
dued, so  unlike  herself,  that  each  one's 
heart  was  touched  and  went  out  with  great 
pity  and  tenderness  towards  her. 

Wolfert  Flemming  said  nothing  about 
the  old  minister's  letter,  and  no  further 
questions  were  asked  concerning  the  busi- 
ness which  had  taken  him  away  in  such 
hot  haste  from  home ;  but  as  they  all  sat 
around  him  that  night  in  the  bright  ruddy 
light  of  the  fire,  which  lit  up  every  nook 
and  cranny  of  the  old  room, — the  china  and 
pewter  on  the  shelves ;  the  quaint  buffet 
in  the  corner,  with  its  treasures  of  silver 
all  glittering  and  crinkling  and  flashing 
just  as  they  did  the  first  time  we  saw  them, 
— he  talked  over  his  plans  with  them  about 
going  to  Ohio.  It  seemed  so  certain  now 
that  their  home  here  must  be  broken  up,  he 
deemed  it  most  wise  and  kind  to  repress 
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any  lingering  hope  they  might  entertain 
of  remaining,  by  speaking  unreservedly  of 
their  future,  so  as  to  accustom  them  to  the 
thought  of  their  approaching  trial.  A 
grave,  chastened  sadness  fell  upon  them, 
and  their  tears  flowed  in  silence  and  un- 
checked ;  the  very  idea  of  leaving  the  spot 
so  dear  to  them  was  like  tearing  something 
away  which  had  taken  root  in  their  hearts; 
but  they  thought  of  each  other,  and  of 
Him  who  had  borne  the  cross  unto  death 
for  them  ;  and  they  resolved  with  His  help 
to  bear  their  heavy  trial  with  courage  and  pa- 
tience and  utter  no  complaint  or  murmur. 

"  As  there  are  no  chances  or  accidents  in 
God's  universe,"  said  Wolfert  Flemming, 
"  let  us  console  ourselves  with  the  assu- 
rance that  there  are  none  in  the  affairs  of 
men.  If  the  hairs  of  our  head  are  num- 
bered, and  even  the  fall  of  the  sparrow 
noted  by  our  Father  in  heaven,  can  we  be- 
lieve that  He  is  blind  to  the  misfortunes 
and  struggles  of  His  creatures  whom  He 
so  loved  that  He  gave  His  only-begotten 
Son  to  die  for  them.  No,  dear  wife  and 
children,  depend  upon  it  that  He  is  work- 
ing out  His  own  designs  for  our  salva- 
tion ;  and  if  the  ways  by  which  He  leads 
us  are  not  pleasant  ways,  and  are  repug- 
nant to  our  nature,  let  us  not  repine  but 
resign  ourselves  submissively.to  His  prov- 
idence, looking  beyond  this  transitory  life 
to  the  exceeding  great  and  eternal  reward 
that  awaits  us  if  we  are  faithful  and  pa- 
tient to  the  end." 

There  was  a  deep  and  solemn  pathos  in 
his  voice  which  fell  with  almost  sacra- 
mental power  upon  their  souls,  calming, 
consoling  and  strengthening  them  with  the 
simple,  hopeful  words  he  uttered.  Mrs. 
Flemming,  contrary  to  her  usual  habit  of 
late,  did  not  go  away  when  the  hour  of 
family  prayer  came,  but  remained  listening 
patiently  to  the  evening  devotions — which 
her  husband  read  with  more  than  ordinary 
impressiveness — to  the  responses,  to  the 
Litany  of  Loretto,  to  the  Confiteor  and  all, 
so  new  and  strange  to  her  Puritan  ears. 
No  one  could  tell  what  was  passing  in  her 
soul  as  she  listened;  but  she  was  there. 


She  had  stayed  of  her  own  will,  and  the 
man's  heart  was  gladdened  in  the  midst  of 
his  sorrows  by  the  sweet  hope  that  she  too 
would  at  last  seek  refuge  and  consolation 
in  the  bosom  of  the  One  True  Faith. 

The  next  day  Eva  went  into  the  little 
Sanctuary  of  Our  Lady,  her  arms  full  of 
vines  and  clusters  of  richly-tinted  leaves, 
to  beautify  the  spot  dedicated  to  her;  to 
hang  garlands  upon  her  shrine,  and  offer 
her  the  last  bright  hues  of  the  faded  sum- 
mer. While  engaged  in, her  pious  occupa- 
tion, saying  a  "  Hail  Mary  "  for  every  gold- 
en-tinted leaf,  and  an  "  Our  Father"  for  the 
scarlet  ones,  as  she  arranged  them  here  and 
there  among  the  trailing  vines,  her  mother 
came  to  the  door  to  ask  some  question 
about  certain  winter  garments  which  she 
was  anxious  to  get  out,  the  weather  hav- 
ing grown  very  cold. 

"  Yes,  mother,  they  are  in  the  red  chest; 
I  packed  them  there  myself,"  she  answered. 

"  And  that  is  the  very  one  I  didn't  open," 
replied  Mrs.  Flemming,  as  she  lingered  a 
moment  to  admire  the  beautiful  effect  pro- 
duced by  the  vines — which  Eva  had  trained, 
by  means  of  a  wire  framework,  over  the 
image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin — and  wonder 
if  her  child  was  indeed  an  idolater — when 
suddenly  there  was  a  terrific  crash;  a  black 
suffocating  cloud  filled  the  room,  and  she 
could  see  nothing.  With  a  loud  shriek 
which  ran  through  the  house,  and  think- 
ing only  of  Eva's  safety,  she  rushed  blindly 
in  to  seek  her. 

Wolfert  Flemming,  who  happened  to  be 
in  his  work-room  at  the  moment,  heard  the 
crash  overhead — heard  his  wife's  terrified 
shriek,  and  ran  up.  In  an  instant  he  stood 
appalled  upon  the  threshold  of  the  door! 
The  whole  ceiling  was  down  he  judged 
from  the  crash,  but  he  could  distinguish 
nothing  through  the  thick  cloud  of  suffo- 
cating dust ;  he  could  only  hear  his  wife 
calling  wildly  on  Eva,  and  with  a  terrible 
dread  of  he  scarcely  knew  what,  he  went  in, 
and  groping  his  way  to  the  window  threw 
it  wide  open ;  and  as  the  dust,  finding  an 
outlet,  began  to  float  swiftly  out,  he  saw 
Eva  kneeling  with  her  arms  thrown  around 
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the  image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  and  the 
crucifix,  as  if  to  protect  them — her  head 
resting  on  her  arm,  her  eyes  closed,  her 
face  very  white,  and  a  sweet  smile  upon 
her  lips  as  if  she  were  asleep  dreaming 
pleasant  dreams.  Her  mother  stood  over 
her  in  speechless  woe,  wringing  her  hands. 

Wolfert  Flemming  stooped  to  lift  his 
child  in  his  arms,  thinking  she  was  dead, 
when  a  gentle  sigh  escaped  her  lips;  the 
strong  current  of  air  from  the  window  had 
revived  her — and  lifting  up  her  hand,  she 
said  :  "Mother,  I  am  not  hurt." 

"  Oh,  Eva  ! — oh,  my  child  !— I  thought 
you  were  dead  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Flem- 
ming, kneeling  down  to  embrace  her. 

"  I  fainted,  I  believe,"  said  Eva.  "  I 
couldn't  think  what  it  was,  and  was  fright- 
ened." *- 

"  You  have  been  saved  from  a  sudden 
and  terrible  death  by  the  interposition  of 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  my  child,"  said  her 
father,  kneeling  beside  them;  "  let  us  thank 
her." 

Eva  was  not  only  unhurt,  but  untouched 
by  the  fallen  mortar.  Neither  had  the 
fragile  plaster  image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin 
received  the  slightest  injury;  not  a  leaf 
was  disarranged,  not  a  vine  displaced; 
and  the  white  linen  cover  of  the  table  re- 
mained spotless  and  unlittered  by  the 
fragments  !  Everything  was  in  the  same 
beautiful  order  upon  it,  just  as  it  was 
when  Mrs.  Flemming  stood  admiring  it  at 
the  moment  of  the  accident.  The  ceiling 
must  have  parted  in  the  middle,  just  over 
the  table,  and  fallen  away  on  either  side; 
they  could  not  tell  exactly  how  Eva  was 
preserved,  and  were  very  willing  to  as- 
cribe it  to  the  gracious  protection  of  her 
whose  devout  client  she  was,  and  were 
deeply  thankful  for  her  deliverance. 

After  the  excitement  of  the  accident  was 
over,  and  the  debris  cleared  away  and 
things  placed  in  order  once  more — Mrs. 
Flemming,  who  had  scarcely  spoken  since, 
but  who  looked  very  much  flushed,  and 
frequently  pressed  her  hands  upon  her 
temples,  suddenly  staggered  as  she  was 
crossing  the  room  and  cried  out :  "  Hope  ! 


Father !  I  can't  see.  Help  me  !  help — " 
and  fell  fainting  in  Hope's  arms.  When 
she  recovered  she  was  in  a  raving  delir- 
ium ;  and  when  the  doctor,  who  was  quickly 
summoned,  told  them  that  he  feared  the 
worst,  the  afHicted  family  thought  that  the 
last  bitter  drop  had  been  added  to  the  cup 
of  their  sorrows. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


THE  MONTH  OF  SEPTEMBER : 

—  OK  — 

The  Dolors  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 


Tenth  J>ay. 

SUFFERINGS  OF  THE  MOST  HOLY  VIRGIN  DURING  THE 
FLIGHT  INTO  EGYPT. 

After  the  presentation  in  the  temple  the  Holy 
Family  returned  to  Nazareth.  Herod  having  heard 
from  the  magi  of  the  birth  of  a  royal  Prince  of  the 
house  of  David,  whom  he  feared  would  attempt  to 
dispossess  him  of  his  dignity  of  King  of  the  Jews, 
determined  without  delay  to  set  all  danger  of  this 
aside  by  putting  to  death  the  new-born  prince.  But 
he  sought  for  Jesus  in  vain,"  for  an  angel  came  to 
Joseph  in  his  sleep  and  commanded  him  to  arise 
quickly  and  take  our  Infant  Saviour  and  His  Mother 
and  to  fly  into  Egypt.  Joseph  awoke  Mary,  who, 
trembling  with  fear  and  anguish,  hastened  to  depart. 
Too  full  of  fear  to  make  any  delay  for  preparations, 
they  fled  swiftly,  under  cover  of  the  darkness ;  our 
Blessed  Lady  clasping  her  Divine  Son  close  to  her 
bosom,  was  startled  by  every  sound,  fearing  even  yet 
the  emmissaries  of  the  inhuman  king  might  snatch 
Him  from  her  arms  and  massacre  Him  before  her 
eyes.  When  at  length  her  terrors  were  calmed,  she 
had  yet  to  endure  the  fatigue  and  trial  of  a  long  and 
weary  journey  through  desert  wastes,  exposed  to  a 
fierce  sun  in  the  day,  and  the  chill  air  and  damp 
at  night.  They  had  no  provisions,  and  hunger  and 
thirst  added  to  their  suffering.  Nor  was  this  a  pass- 
ing sorrow  or  pain.  The  years  of  their  exile  in 
Egypt  were  lonely,  sad,  and  full  of  privations ;  and 
their  return,  when  God  at  length  commanded  it 
brought  with  it  new  pains  and  dolors. 

Over  the  desert  wild  and  drear 

Mary  fled  on  the  wings  of  fear, 

Clasping  still  closer  in  her  arms 

Her  burden  dear,  as  new  alarms 

To  her  startled  ears  by  the  wind  were  brought — 

Each  sound  with  some  fearful  meaning  fraught. 

Over  the  desert,  away  and  far, 

Under  the  light  of  moon  and  star, — 


A  V  E     MARIA. 


625 


Under  the  burning  sun's  fierce  ray, — 
Hasting  ever,  by  night  and  day ; 
Till  her  wearied  feet  may  rest  beside 
The  storied  Nile's  far  flowing  tide. 

Let  us  fly  with  thee,  O  Mother  dear ! 

Let  us  share  thy  toil  and  and  fear, 

If  in  thy  solace  we  too  may  share 

And  thy  Jesus  and  ours  on  our  bosom  bear; 

No  desert  for  us  can  be  wild  or  drear 

If  we  know  that  Jesus  and  Mary  are  near. 

R.  v.  B. 


Eleventh  I>»y. 

DOLOR  OF  MARY  AT   THE  MASSACRE  OP  THE  INNO- 
CENTS. 

During  the  sojourn  of  the  Holy  Family  in  Egypt 
they  heard  the  news  of  the  massacre  of  the  inno- 
cents in  Bethlehem  and  its  environs,  by  the  order 
of  Herod.  This  prince,  furious  at  having  been  de- 
ceived by  the  three  wise  men,  and  determined  at 
any  cost  to  fulfil  his  barbarous  purpose  of  putting 
the  Divine  Infant  to  death,  resolved  to  have  all 
children  of  two  years  old  and  under  murdered. 
How  deep  must  have  been  the  grief  of  Mary  on 
hearing  this  news !  According  to  the  explanation 
put  on  the  passage  by  the  "Angelic  Doctor,"  God 
commanded  in  Exodus  that  a  kid  should  never  be 
taken  from  its  mother  to  be  killed  while  she  was 
nursing  it ;  but  Herod  in  the  excess  of  his  wicked- 
ness purposed  to  treat  our  Saviour  with  a  cruelty 
forbidden  towards  dumb  brutes;  he  would  have 
murdered  the  Divine  Infant  on  the  bosom  of  His 
Mother,  as  he  did  thousands  of  other  babes  in  the 
arms  of  their  mothers.  Mary  was  heart-broken 
with  sorrow  and  pity  when  she  thought  of  the  an- 
guish and  despair  of  so  many  mothers,  and  the  ter- 
rible chastisement  the  fathers  of  these  little  mur- 
dered ones  were  called  on  to  endure  for  their  heart- 
less cruelty  at  the  birth  of  her  Son.  Her  grief  was 
the  more  bitter  that  they  suffered  thus  in  order  that 
her  Son  might  live,  and  that  His  life  was  only  secured 
at  the  expense  of  the  tears  of  thousands  of  childless 
mothers,  who  could  not  be  comforted  because  they 
should  see  their  little  ones  no  more. 

The  voice  of  lamentation  through  the  land : 

A  piercing  wail, 
Borne  over  fertile  field  and  desert  sand, 

On  vernal  gale ; 

Sad  Rachel's  cry ;  desolate  and  bereft — 
Not  one  of  all  her  innocent  darlings  left ! 

On  Jesus'  upturned  face,  fromJMary's  eyes 

The  hot  tears  fall  ;— 
She  hears  the  voice  of  mourning — bitter  cries 

Reproachful  call  : 


"  Behold !  thy  arms  are  full — thou  hast  thy  Son, 
But  we  of  all  our  babes  have  kept  not  one !" 

Oh,  Mother-Heart,  how  broken  then  wert  thou ! 

Within  thy  soul, 
Concentrate,  in  a  mighty  weight  of  woe, 

Thou  bearest  all 

The  agony  that  childless  mothers  wail, 
Even  yet — and  will  till  time  itself  shall  fail. 

B.  V.  B. 


Twelfth  I>a/y. 

SORROW  OF  THE  MOST  HOLY  VIRGIN  WHEN  SHE  LOST 
JESUS  IN  HIS  TWELFTH  YEAR. 

The  Holy  Family  after  a  long  sojourn  in  Egypt 
returned  at  length  to  Nazareth — the  return  journey 
being  even  more  painful  from  many  causes  than  the 
flight  had  been,  but  chiefly  from  the  fears  that  Mary 
had  in  thus  bringing  Jesus  back  among  His  ene- 
mies. Nevertheless  they  lived  in  safety,  fulfilling 
all  the  duties  of  their  religion,  till  Jesus  was  twelve 
years  old,  when,  on  His  accompanying  them  in  their 
yearly  pilgrimage  to  the  temple  at  Jerusalem,  He  was 
lost  to  Mary  for  three  days.  It  happened  on  their 
setting  out  on  their  return, — when  Mary  and  Joseph, 
as  was  the  custom,  each  departed  respectively  with 
the  band  of  women  and  men,  who  left  the  city  by 
different  gates,  and  each  of  them  thought  that  Jesus 
was  with  the  other.  This  was  by  Divine  appoint- 
ment ;  for  it  was  the  will  of  God  that  His  Son  should 
remain  at  this  time,  for  three  days,  alone  in  the  Holy 
City,  and  that  His  Mother  and  His  foster-father 
should  be  ignorant  of  it.  But  how  great  was  the 
fear  and  anguish  of  Mary  when  she  found  He  was 
missing !  They  hastened  back,  and,  as  the  simple 
Gospel  words  say,  sought  Him  sorrowing  for  three 
days.  God  only,  who  willed  she  should  endure  this 
suffering,  could  fathom  the  depths  of  this  sorrow. 
At  length  on  the  third  day  she  went  with  St.  Jo- 
seph to  the  temple,  probably  to  pour  forth  her  pray- 
ers and  lamentations  to  God,  and  there  she  found 
her  Divine  Son  in  the  midst  of  the  doctors  of  the  law, 
conversing  with  them  and  explaining  to  them  the 
meaning  of  it.  In  the  midst  of  her  joy,  Mary  could 
not  yet  refrain  from  the  pathetic  complaint :  "  Son, 
why  hast  Thou  done  so  to  us  ?  Behold,  Thy  father 
and  I  have  sought  Thee  sorrowing." 

Many  and  sad  are  earth's  griefs  and  earth's  losses ; 
Thick  is  life's  path  strewn  with  trials  and  crosses ; 
Few  are  the  days  when  no  sorrows  assail  us, 
When  we  see  not  some  cherished  hope  utterly  fail 
us. 

We  have  tears  for  them  all,  and  sad  words  of  be- 
wailing, 
Or  dark  sullen  gloom,  or  impatient  loud  railing, 
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Or  gentler  complaining,  or  silent  repining— - 
With  no  thought  of  our  will  to  God's  will  resigning. 

We  know  how  to  lament  and  to  grieve  beyond 

measure 

For  the  loss  of  earth's  joys  or  its  perishing  treasure ; 
But  where  are  our  tears,  that  should  flow  like  a 

river, 
When  Jesus  is  lost  to  us,  it  may  be  forever  ! 

O  Mary !  who  mourned  with  the  holiest  mourning, 
Who  sought  without  ceasing  for  Jesus'  returning, 
Oh,  teach  us  to  seek  Him,  in  heart-broken  sorrow, 
And  to  find  Him  with  joy,  in  eternity's  morrow. 

R.  V.  R. 

Thirteenth  I>ay. 

SORROWS  OP   THE  MOST   HOLY   VIRGIN  DURING  THE 
HIDDEN  LIFE  OP  HER  DIVINE  SON. 

—  *•• 

The  sacred  silence  which  almost  always  reigned 
in  the  holy  house  at  Nazareth,  was  at  intervals  bro- 
ken, when  Jesus  vouchsafed  to  converse  with  and 
instruct  His  holy  Mother  and  pious  foster-father  in 
the  divine  mysteries.  How  earnestly  they  must 
have  listened  to  His  words,  and  how  carefully  they 
treasured  them  up  in  their  hearts — Mary  especially  ! 
But  what  pain  and  grief  it  must  have  been  to  her  to 
behold  the  fatigues  and  humiliations  He  endured, 
whom  she  knew  to  be  the  Creator  and  Almighty 
God  of  heaven  and  earth !  How  much  it  must  have 
cost  her  to  behold  Him  laboring  at  a  poor  handi- 
craft for  his  daily  bread,  whose  power  provided 
food  for  all  creatures!  To  see  Him,  whose  riches 
are  infinite,  endure  the  privations  of  the  poorest  of 
the  poor,  and  enduring  all  this  for  the  love  of  un- 
grateful men !  Nor  was  this  a  brief  and  passing 
sorrow.  The  whole  life  of  Jesus  was  one  of  priva- 
tion and  toil  unceasing,  and  the  heart  of  His  Mother 
never  ceased  to  suffer  at  the  sight  of  what  was  en- 
dured by  her  Son  and  God. 

Ho,  toilers !  everywhere 

On  the  earth's  surface,  where  the  hot  sun  shines, — 
Upon  the  sea, — in  the  dark  depths  of  mines, — 
In  fertile  fields  or  bare ; — 

In  the  close  factory  room — 
Working  day  after  day,  year  after  year, 
With  monotonous  toil,  changeless  and  drear, 
Tending  the  ceaseless  loom ; — 

In  crowded  city  street, — 

Knowing  no  change  or  varying,  all  through  life, 
Than  just  the  still-beginning  weary  strife, 
Your  daily  needs  to  meet ; — 


The  self-same  lot  as  you, 

Of  seeing  life  pass  wearily  away, 

In  toil,  privation,  need, — day  after  day,'— 

Jesus  and  Mary  knew. 

With  love  and  tender est  care, 
His  sacred  lips  divinest  truths  have  taught ; 
Not  less  divine,  when  He  in  silence  wrought. 
"  Toil  may  be  holiest  prayer."  R.  v.  R. 


Fourteenth  Day. 

SORROW  OF  MARY  AT  THE  DEATH  OP  ST.  JOSEPH. 

It  was  at  length  the  will  of  God  that  St.  Joseph, 
who  had  watched  over  the  Word  Incarnate  and 
His  most  holy  Mother  with  such  devoted  fidelity, 
should  be  called  away  from  his  labors  and  cares, 
to  await  in  limbus  with  the  ancient  saints  the  resur- 
rection 'of  Jesus,  which  should  be  the  beginning  of 
their  perfect  felicity.  No  death  could  be  more  happy 
than  was  that  of  St.  Joseph,  resting  in  the  arms  of 
Jesus  and  with  Mary  beside  him ;  but  for  Mary  how 
mournful  must  have  been  this  parting,  and  how 
sadly  must  she  have  followed  the  body  of  the  aged 
Saint  to  the  valley  of  Josaphat,  to  lay  him  beside 
holy  Simeon !  How  sorrowfully  she  must  have 
missed  his  counsels,  his  tender  cares,  his  zeal,  his 
pains  and  solicitudes  for  her  safety  and  that  of  Jesus  I 
There  is  no  sorrow  that  Mary  was  not  to  know, 
and  that  of  widowhood  was  not  spared  to  her ;  while 
the  fulness  of  her  holiness  made  every  grief  more 
acute  than  any  merely  human  sorrow  could  be, 
for  it  made  her  soul  more  exquisitely  sensitive  to 
affection  and  to  all  the  ties  of  nature.  How  beau- 
tiful is  the  pathos  of  that  description  in  the  Gospel  : 
"  The  only  son  of  his  mother,  and  she  a  widow." 
And  the  widowed  Mary  had  ever  before  her  eyes 
the  cruel  death  her  "only  Son"  was  so  soon  to 
suffer. 

There  are  no  earthly  tears  so  close  and  tender 

As  theirs  whose  hearts  are  full  of  heavenly  love, 
Who  make  their  souls  a  shrine,  and  worship  render 
To  God  above. 

All  human  feeling — natural  emotion, 

The  touch  of  grace  doth  strengthen  and  refine, 
Till  human  love  itself  becomes  devotion, 
And  half  divine. 

Was  ever  tenderness,  veiled  'neath  griefs  shadow, 

More  holily  and  beauteously  portrayed, 

Than  when  we  look  upon  the  Virgin  widow, 

The  Mother  maid  ? 

R.  V.  R. 
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Fifteenth  DDay. 

SORROWS  OP  THE  MOST  HOLY  VIRGIN  DURING  THE 
THREE  YEARS  OF  HER  DIVINE  SON'S 

PUBLIC  LIFE. 

Jesus  was  about  thirty  years  of  age,  when,  in  obe- 
dience to  the  will  of  His  Father,  He  went  forth 
among  sinners,  and  was  baptized  by  St.  John  Bap- 
tist in  the  river  Jordan.  After  this  ceremony,  our 
Saviour,  full  of  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  prepared  fflr 
His  sacred  ministry  by  a  severe  fast  of  forty  days 
and  nights  in  the  desert,  whence  He  had  come 
forth  victorious  over  the  evil  one,  proceeded  to  Ca- 
pharnaum,  where  He  purposed  to  commence  His 
public  life.  But  no  sooner  had  He  begun  to  preach 
in  the  synagogues,  and  teach  the  people,  giving  evi- 
dence of  the  truth  of  His  doctrines  by  His  miracles, 
than  new  anxieties  and  pains  were  the  portion  of 
His  holy  Mother ;  for  she  saw  that  the  ungrateful 
Jews  not  only  rejected  His  doctrines  and  censured 
His  works,  but  that  He  was  an  object  of  intense  jeal- 
ousy and  hatred  to  them.  Her  heart  was  apprehen- 
sive lest  they  should  lay  hands  on  Him  in  revenge 
for  His  having  overturned  the  tables  of  the  money- 
changers in  the  temple  court,  and  driven  out  the 
venders  of  doves  and  lambs.  How  great  must  have 
been  her  terror  when  she  heard  that  the  incestuous 
King  Herod,  urged  by  Herodias,  had  beheaded  John 
Baptist  for  denouncing  his  sin  !  How  poignant  her 
fears,  when  she  knew  the  curious  Pharisees  were  per- 
suading Pilate  to  have  Jesus  apprehended !  Even 
when  He  returned  for  the  time  in  safety  to  Nazareth, 
how  bitter  it  was  to  her  to  see  the  fulfilment  of  His 
own  words,  that  a  prophet  has  no  honor  in  his  own 
country,  and  in  Nazareth  He  was  not  only  decried 
and  insulted,  but  here  also  His  life  was  sought,  till 
at  last  He  abandoned  this  ungrateful  place  and  re- 
turned to  Capharnaum !  And  when  at  length,  after 
the  glorious  resurrection  of  Lazarus,  she  knew  the 
impious  Sanhedrim  was  conspiring  the  death  of  our 
Saviour,  and  that  wicked  Caiaphas  had  prophecied 
that  One  should  die  for  all,  Mary  quitted  Jesus  no 
more,  but  awaited  in  anguish  of  heart  the  days  of 
agony  and  darkness,  so  rapidly  approaching,  when 
He  should  be  torn  from  her  to  be  led  to  tortures 
and  death. 

Darker  and  ever  darker 

As  Passion-tide  draws  nearer, 

The  dusk  clouds  gath'ring  round  her 

Wrap  her  like  a  pall ; 
While  in  the  distance  looming, 
A  yet  more  fearful  shadow — 
Gaunt,  ghastly,  dim,  mysterious — 

The  Cross  casts  over  all. 

Deep  is  her  sorrow's  chalice, 
But  she  sinks  not  from  its  proffer, 
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Love  in  her  heart  increasing 
As  she  drains  its  bitter  flow } 

What  can  love  do  but  suffer? — 

Is  not  she  Queen  of  Martyrs  ? 

And  the  glory  of  her  crowning 
Made  equal  to  her  woe  ? 

Sixteenth  I>ay. 

THE  GRIEF  OF  THE  MOST  HOLY  VIRGIN  WHEN  JESUS 
TOOK  LEAVE  OF  HER,  TO  GO  TO  HIS  DEATH. 

The  last  hours  of  Jesus  were  drawing  near.  The 
meek  triumph  of  His  entrance  into  Jerusalem  on 
Palm  Sunday  was  over ;  that  day,  as  well  as  Mon- 
day and  Tuesday,  He  spent  in  teaching  in  the  Tem- 
ple ;  Wednesday,  it  is  believed,  He  spent  in  prayer  on 
the  Mount  of  Olives,  and  it  is  supposed  by  some  He 
saw  the  elect  souls  of  all  ages  pass  before  Him,  in 
long  procession,  while  He  prayed  for  each.  On  the 
morning  of  Thursday  He  took  leave  of  his  holy 
Mother,  beseeching  her  blessing  and  consent  to  His 
death,  as  He  had  to  His  incarnation.  Mary  had 
known  her  Son  was  destined  to  the  sufferings  and 
death  He  now  went  forth  to  meet,  but  that  knowl- 
edge could  not  lessen  the  anguish  of  knowing  the 
hour  was  come.  We  are  told  by  St.  Bernardine  of 
Sienna  that  could  she  have  saved  Him  from  what 
He  was  to  endure,  by  herself  dying, — not  once,  not 
a  thousand  times,  but  an  infinitude  of  deaths, — it 
would  have  been  easy  in  comparison  with  the  sor- 
row she  then  underwent,  and  yet  bore  without  wa- 
vering one  moment  in  her  perfect  resignation  to 
the  will  of  God.  "  Her  tranquillity,"  as  Father  Fa- 
ber  says,  "  was  the  image  of  the  tranquillity  of  Jesus 
during  the  tumult  of  His  Passion.  It  was  one  of 
the  many  participations  in  Himself  which  He  gave 
to  her  in  those  dark  hours." 

We  look  on  Mary's  woe 

As  on  a  sea  whose  limits  we  ne'er  reach, 
Whose  depths  we  cannot  know, 

But  only  wander  on  the  sandy  beach. 

From  far  beyond  our  ken 

We  hear  the  moaning  of  this  dreary  sea ; 
But  to  the  souls  of  men 

Its  utterances  are  awful  mystery. 

The  measure  of  God's  love, 

Magnificence  and  power, — God's  love  and  might, — 
That  lifted  her  above, 

And  throned  her,  next  Him,  in  supernal  light, 

Is  measure  of  her  woe, — 

Her  sea  of  sorrows,  limitless  and  vast, 
Whose  depths  we  cannot  know, 

But  only  watch  the  wild  waves  dashing  past. 

R.  V.  R. 
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Obituary. 

Died,  in  the  city  of  Fort  Wayne,  Aug.  24th,  Mrs. 
Catherine  Meyer,  in  the  51st  year  of  her  age. 

"We  sympathize  with  the  bereaved  family  of  the 
deceased,  who  had  ever  shown  herself  a  good  and 
fervent  Catholic  and  most  devoted  child  of  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  and  had  inspired  her  children  with 
the  same  practical  piety  that  distinguished  her 
through  life.  They  have  met  with  a  heavy  loss ; 
but,  thanks  to  her  maternal  and  Christian  care  in 
having  them  educated  as  Catholic  children  should 
be,  they  are  better  able  than  many  other  young 
men  and  women  to  continue  on  through  the  dan- 
gers of  life  without  the  protecting  guard  of  a  moth- 
er's care.  Mrs.  Meyer  was  a  life-subscriber  to  the 
AVE  MARIA,  and  one  of  the  "  Guard  of  Honor"  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin. — Requiescat  in  pace. 

The  following  tribute  to  the  memory  of  Mrs. 
Meyer  is  from  a  Fort  Wayne  paper : 

"Whatsoever  were  her  trials,  she  met  them 
firmly  and  with  resignation.  Whatsoever  were 
her  duties,  whether  as  wife,  mother  or  Christian, 
she  entered  upon  them  cheerfully  and  discharged 
them  faithfully.  When  one  dies  leaving  behind  so 
bright  an  example,  we  feel  that  she  has  but  laid 
herself  down,  not  as  the  poet  hath  it,  '  To  pleas- 
ant dreams,'  but  to  enjoy  the  rich  reality  of  the 
Christian's  reward  in  the  eternal  hereafter. 

"  Mrs.  Meyer  was  a  worthy  member  of  the  Cath- 
olic Church,  and  died  as  she  had  lived,  in  the  full 
communion  of  that  faith.  She  was  through  life  a 
generous,  Christian  friend,  and  helper  of  all;  her 
simple  charity  and  goodness  in  their  outworkings 
losing  sight  of  all  parties  and  sects." 


The  Semaine  Catholique  of  Toulouse  gives  from 
authentic  sources  the  following  comparative  state- 
ment of  the  population  of  the  world  as  regards  re- 
ligion :— Catholics,  208,000,000— this  figure  is  that 
of  the  Civilta  Cattolica.  In  his  "  Universal  Geogra- 
phy," Jules  Radu  puts  the  figure  at  250,000,000; 
Greek  and  Russian  sects,  70,000,000;  Protestant 
sects,  66,000,000;  Jews,  4,000,000;  Mohammedans, 
100,000,000;  Brahmins,  68,000,000 ;  Buddhists,  180- 
000,000;  Followers  of  Confucius,  of  Sincto  Idola- 
ters, &c.,  152,000,000.  The  Catholics  are  distrib- 
uted in  the  following  manner  in  the  four  quarters 
of  the  globe :— In  Europe,  147,000,000 ;  in  Asia, 
9,000,000;  in  Africa,  4,000,000;  in  America,  46,000,- 
000;  in  France,  according  to  the  Official  Census  of 
1866,  the  population  under  the  head  of  religion,  is 
thus  divided:  Catholics,  37,107,212;  Calvinists,  515,- 
759;  Lutherans,  386,759;  other  Protestant  sects, 
44,353 ;  Jews,  89,047 ;  neither  Christians  nor  Jews, 
1400;  not  classified,  22,786.—  Westminster  Gazette. 
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OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 


CIRCULAR  LETTER 

OP  HIS  GRACE,  THE  ARCHBISHOP  OP  BOTJRGES, 

On  the  occasion  of  the  Coronation  of  Our  Lady  of 
•  the  Sacred  Heart. 


[Concluded  from  our  issue  of  last  week.] 

*  "' 
The  extension  01  any  particular  devotion 

is  assuredly  no  decisive  proof  of  its  legiti- 
macy. To  the  eye  of  reason,  as  to  that  of 
faith,  success  is  not  an  infallible  test  of 
truth  ;  but,  nevertheless,  when  treating  of 
institutions,  we  may  surely  be  permitted  to 
inquire  whether  they  have  been  blessed  by 
God  ;  and  when  we  discover  that  the  bless- 
ing of  God  has  been  superadded  to  proofs 
so  weighty  as  those  previously  adduced, 
we  have  every  right  to  conclude  that  such 
a  devotion  combines  everything  necessary 
to  inspire  confidence  and  attract  the  souls 
of  the  faithful. 

Now,  such  is  the  case  with  the  devotion 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

It  has  developed  itself  so  rapidly  under 
the  benediction  of  the  Church  and  the  pro- 
tection of  heaven,  that  we  can  have  no  dif- 
ficulty in  recognizing  in  it  the  hand  of 
Providence. 

Let  us  be  content  with  pointing  out  some 
material  facts,  which  will  plead  more  elo- 
quently in  its  favor  than  a  mass  of  words. 

The  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart  was  canonically  erected  in  the 
chapel  of  the  Missionaries  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  at  Issoudun,  by  an  episcopal  man- 
date bearing  date  29th  January,  1864  ;  and, 
shortly  afterwards,  we  inscribed  ourselves 
our  own  name  at  the  head  of  the  register. 
Since  then,  the  number  of  Associates  has 
increased  to  such  an  extent  ]that  at  the 
present  time  it  exceeds  2,200,000  !  There 
are  Associates  in  the  five  great  divisions 
of  the  world, — not  only  in  Catholic  coun- 
tries, but  even  in  lands  only  visited  by 
our  missionaries :  in  Oceanica,  China,  Ja- 
pan, the  United  States,  Algeria,  as  well  as 
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in  France,  England,  Belgium,  Holland, 
Italy,  Spain,  Germany  and  Russia ;  and 
when  at  the  beginning  of  our  pastoral  in- 
struction we  spoke  of  this  noble"  title  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  as  being 
known  in  the  four  corners  of  the  earth,  we 
were  not  employing  a  vain  metaphor,  but 
on  the  contrary  affirming  a  positive  reality. 
Meetings  take  place  every  week,  at  which 
necessities  of  various  kinds  are  recom- 
mended to  the  prayers  of  the  Associates, 
such  as  graces  to  be  obtained,  matters  of 
great  difficulty  either  temporal  or  spiritual, 
cases  seemingly  desperate,  etc.  Now,  the 
number  of  recommendations  so  made  ex- 
ceeds 2,500,000. 

Often,  very  often,  the  graces  demanded 
are  obtained.  This  leads  to  the  reception 
of  letters  returning  thanks.  These  letters 
are  religiously  preserved  in  the  archives  of 
the  Association,  and  are  arranged  accord^ 
ing  to  date. 

We  are  certainly  by  no  means  inclined 
to  ascribe  a  miraculous  character  to  the 
graces  which  have  been  obtained, — know- 
ing, as  we  do,  the  caution  necessary  in  mat- 
ters of  the  kind.  So  long  as  the  Church  has 
not  pronounced  her  judgment  on  any  par- 
ticular fact,  we  are  not  allowed  to  term  it 
a  miracle,  however  strong  our  own  person- 
al convictions  may  be ;  but  at  least,  with- 
out expressing  an  opinion  on  the  value  of 
the  facts  detailed  in  the  immense  corres- 
pondence of  the  Missionaries  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  one  thing  is  incontestable : — 
the  number  of  letters  received  containing 
thanks.  Now,  the  number  of  letters  can- 
not be  reckoned  at  less  than  28,709  ! 

Another  curious  particular  may  be  no- 
ticed. The  number  of  letters  received 
every  week,  whether  for  inscribing  the 
names  of  new  Associates,  for  recommend- 
ations or  returning  thanks,  averages  be- 
tween three  and  four  hundred, — which  pre- 
sents a  total  of  more  than  20,000  letters  in 
the  course  of  the  year. 

Again,  another  consoling  particular  de- 
serves attention.  The  net  produce  of  the 
Annales  de  Notre  Dame  du  Sacre-  Cceur  is 
appropriated  entirely  as  Peter  Pence ;  and 


notwithstanding  on  the  one  hand  the  im- 
mense expense  of  printing  and  postage,  and 
the  trifling  cost  of  the  subscription  on  the 
other,  more  than  12,000  francs  have  been 
without  difficulty  laid  at  the  feet  of  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff. 

With  regard  to  the  ex-voto — they  in  crease 
in  number  to  a  surprising  extent,  and  may 
now  Jbe  reckoned  by  hundreds ;  they  al- 
ready cover  almost  entirely  <the  walls  of  the 
church,  and  the  time  is  not  far  distant 
when  there  will  be  no  room  to  place  more. 

Pilgrims  also  throng  to  the  sanctuary, 
whole  parishes  often  undertaking  the  pil- 
grimage, and  the  want  of  room  begins  to 
make  itself  felt.  In  order  to  partially  rem- 
edy this  inconvenience,  the  Missionaries  of 
the  Sacred  Heart  have  added  to  the  orig- 
inal church,  already  very  large,  a  very  ex- 
tensive new  chapel,  in  which  will  be  placed 
the  statue  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart ; 
and  two  altars  will  be  erected  in  addition 
to  the  principal  one,  in  order  to  meet  the 
devotion  of  priests  and  the  faithful. 

Such  are  positive  facts,  admitting  of 
no  gainsaying :  do  they  not  afford  a  clear 
proof  of  the  surprising  extension  which  the 
devotion  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
has  obtained  in  the  space  of  a  few  years  ? 

Now,  having  before  our  eyes  such  a  rapid 
progress — which  no  one  could  have  sus- 
pected, and  which  has  far  exceeded  all  an- 
ticipation and  hope — may  we  not  be  allowed 
to  draw  the  conclusion  that  this  magnifi- 
cent and  touching  devotion  has  found  an 
echo  in  the  hearts  of  the  faithful ;  that  it 
is  pleasing  to  the  Heart  of  Mary,  that  it  is 
pleasing  to  the  Heart  of  Jesus ;  that  it  has 
already  received  in-numerable  blessings, 
and  that  it  is  destined  to  assume  an  im- 
portance the  extent  of  which  is  known  to 
God  alone? 

This  is  our  profound  conviction. 

Therefore,  beloved  brethren,  we  cannot 
go  too  far  in  inviting  you  to  invoke  Mary 
under  this  title  at  the  same  time  so  noble, 
pious  and  touching,  which  combines  so  ad- 
mirably the  two  great  devotions  of  our  own 
day — the  Sacred  Heart  and  the  Blessed 
Virgin. 
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May  you  then  throng  eagerly  to  witness 
the  solemnities  of  her  coronation  !  The 
town  of  Issoudun  will  enlarge  her  borders 
to  receive  you.  We  know  that  great  pre- 
parations are  already  in  progress  for  this 
purpose,  and  we  bless  God  for  it.  The 
8th  of  September  will  truly  be  a  day  for- 
ever memorable  in  the  annals  of  our  dio- 
cese. Great,  noble  and  splendid  honors 
will  be  paid  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart.  Nothing  will  be  wanting  for  this 
purpose.  Splendid  decorations,  pilgrims, 
transports  of  heart — priests,  and  bishops — 
all  these  will  be  there.  Already  several 
of  our  venerable  colleagues  have  promised 
us  to  come  and  enhance  by  their  presence 
the  brilliancy  of  this  fete. 

Come  then,  beloved  brethren,  come  in 
crowds;  but,  more  especially,  cojjfe  with 
hearts  well  prepared.  That  is  the  homage 
which  Mary  prefers  to  all  others. 

For  ourselves,  beloved  brethren,  when- 
ever we  cast  our  eyes  on  this  sweet  image 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  we 
frankly  confess  we  cannot  repress  a  feel- 
ing of  deep  emotion.  Yes,  when  with  the 
eyes  of  faith — which  pierce  through  the 
bronze  or  marble  to  seize  the  thoughts 
they  embody — we  contemplate  this  pious 
Madonna,  her  sweet  features,  her  tender 
glance,  her  graceful  drapery,  her  attitude 
at  once  so  calm,  noble  and  chaste,  in 
which  everything  suggests  so  well  the 
Virgin  and  the  Mother, — and  when,  follow- 
ing with  our  gaze  the  folds  of  her  mantle, 
or  rather  the  motion  of  her  hands  extended 
towards  us,  we  perceive  before  her,  stand- 
ing and  supported  on  her  bosom,  that 
Jesus,  her  divine  Son,  who  with  one  hand 
points  out  to  us  His  Mother  and  with  the 
other  His  own  Heart,  as  if  He  would  say 
to  us :  Behold  the  Queen,  the  Mistress,  the 
Soveregni  of  My  Heart! — we  feel  ourselves 
most  deeply  moved;  and  in  the  midst  of 
this  emotion,  partaking  as  it  does  of  faith 
and  confidence,  there  awake  in  us  remem- 
brances of  times  gone  by. 

Many  years  ago — it  was  in  1846 — we 
were  in  Rome, — that  city  of  mighty  souve- 
nirs,— and  were  visiting  for  the  first  time, 


under  the  guidance  of  a  holy  and  learned 
Religious,  who  has  left  a  name  behind  him 
in  sacred  archaeology,  the  Catacombs  of 
Saint  Agnes,  on  the  Via  JVbmentana.  We 
had  already  traversed  long  galleries,  which 
under  the  influence  of  his  words  seemed  to 
reappear  to  the  light  of  day.  Our  course 
in  these  subterraneous  regions  was  almost 
drawing  to  a  close,  when  suddenly,  op- 
posite to  us,  in  one  of  the  last  crypts, 
above  a  vaulted  and  richly  ornamented 
tomb  in  which  reposed  doubtless  some' 
illustrious  Christian  of  ancient  times,  we 
perceived  a  picture  of  the  Virgin,  which 
the  humidity  of  the  place  and  the  lapse  of 
centuries  had  treated  with  respect.  The 
Christian  artist  had  labored  as  much  with 
his  faith  and  his  heart  as  with  his  pencil. 
The  Virgin  Mother  was  represented  stand- 
ing, clothed  in  rich  garments  with  harmo- 
nious folds,  her  arms  extended  in  the  atti- 
tude of  prayer.  Before  her — and  as  it  were 
supported  on  her  breast — was  her  divine 
Son;  and  to  prevent  the  slightest  mis- 
apprehension the  monogram  of  Christ  was 
there  under  our  eyes,  repeated  twice.  It 
would  be  indeed  difficult  to  convey  our 
impressions  on  viewing  this  sweet  picture, 
which,  having  escaped  the  devastation  of 
years,  emerged,  so  to  say,  from  the  bowels 
<5f  the  earth  to  bear  witness  to  the  belief 
of  our  fathers.  But  this  we  can  say:  that 
when,  five  and  twenty  years  later,  we  saw 
for  the  first  time  the  image  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  this  souvenir  of  the 
catacombs  immediately  awoke  in  us.  The 
position,  attitude  and  minute  details  were 
almost  identical.  So,  after  an  interval  of 
1,600  years,  the  chain  of  the  past  was  re- 
linked; and  from  that  time  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart  appeared  to  us  no  longer 
as  a  new  and  isolated  creation  of  modern 
piety,  but  as  a  daughter  of  the  antique  Ma- 
donna of  the  Catacombs,  revivingbefore  our 
eyes  and  in  our  century  the  Virgin  Mary 
of  the  first  ages,  such  as  she  had  been 
known  and  honored  by  our  fathers  in  the 
Faith. 

Thus,  from  the  very  first  day,  our  heart 
was  charmed  and  led  captive.     We  became 
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an  easy  conquest  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart. 

Would  you,  beloved  brethren,  experience 
the  same  emotion  ? — Go  to  Issoudun,  and 
enter  that  magnificent  chapel,  in  which 
Christian  thought  has  been  combined  with 
the  talent  of  the  artist,  to  honor  the  Mother 
of  God  ;  and  there,  laying  everything  else 
aside,  contemplate  that  blessed  image  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  no  longer 
in  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  lighted  by  pale 
torches,  but  exalted,  glorified  and  illumin- 
ated with  the  full  blaze  of  the  sun's  light. 
Ah,  we  answer  for  it,  if  faith  is  not  ex- 
tinct in  your  soul,  prayer  will  mount  to 
your  lips;  your  brow  will  sink;  you  will  fall 
on  your  knees,  and  borrowing  those  mag- 
nificent accents  of  love  and  confidence  from 
one  of  the  most  devoted  servants  of  Mary, 
yon  will  at  least  say  from  your  heart: 

O  Mary,  my  Sovereign!  most  Holy  and 
Blessed  Mother  of  God;  full  of  grace,  thou 
art  all  pure,  all  immaculate  !  Heavenly  gate 
through  which  we  pass  from  earth  to 
heaven ;  Sovereign  over  all,  next  to  the 
Trinity ;  immaculate  garment  of  Him  who 
has  clothed  Himself  with  light  as  with  a 
mantle;  holy  ark  who  doth  save  us  from 
the  deluge  of  iniquity !  Ah,  be  thou  my 
salvation,  my  consolation,  my  life,  my 
light,  my  hope,  my  refuge,  my  protection; 
my  strength,  my  joy,  my  bulwark;  my  ar- 
mor, my  defence,  my  glory ;  my  patroness, 
my  mediatrix,  my  mistress  ;  my  happines, 
my  splendor;  my  constant  guardian  in  the 
presence  of  God  !  Who  better  than  thou, 
O  Blessed  Virgin  Mary,  canst  speak  to  the 
Heart  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  ?  Speak,  O 
Sovereign,  for  thy  Son  heareth,  and  all 
thou  shalt  ask  thou  shalt  obtain  ; — Mother 
of  a  crowned  King  whom  God  has  placed 
over  all  the  works  of  His  hands,  who  hast 
thyself  been  exalted  to  the  dignity  of  Queen, 
possessing  in  thy  own  right  all  the  King- 
dom of  thy  Son  !  The  splendid  diadem 
which  thou  art  on  the  eve  of  receiving 
will  add  the  final  consecration  to  thy  king- 
dom. Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  pray 
for  us  ! 

For  these  reasons,  having  duly  invoked 


the  holy  name  of  God,  we  have  commanded 
and  do  command  as  follows : 

Art.  1.  The  solemn  coronation  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  will  take  place 
at  Issoudun,  on  the  8th  of  September,  in 
the  present  year,  being  the  feast  of  the 
Nativity  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Before 
the  coronation,  there  will  be  read  the  Pon- 
tifical Brief  by  which  we  are  delegated 
specially  to  proceed  to  this  ceremony. 

Art.  2.  According  to  the  conditions  of 
the  Pontifical  Brief,  the  indulgences  ac- 
corded by  the  Sovereign  Pontiff  may  be 
gained  on  accomplishing  the  prescribed 
works,  not  only  on  the  actual  day  of  the 
coronation,  but  further  during  the  follow- 
ing octave. 

For  this  purpose  we  request  the  Mission- 
ary Fathers,  either  themselves  or  with  the 
assistance  of  other  priests,  regular  or  secu- 
lar, to  give  during  this  octave  whatever 
exercises  may  be  necessary  to  satisfy  the 
pious  views  of  the  faithful.  Each  day  will 
be  closed  by  a  solemn  Benediction.  We 
would  also  charge  them  to  undertake  a 
Triduo  of  preparation  before  the  corona- 
tion. 

Art.  3.  The  fete  of  the  coronation  will 
be  composed  of  two  distinct  parts.  In 
the  morning  there  will  be  the  benediction 
of  the  new  chapel,  followed  by  the  conse- 
cration of  the  altars;  in  the  evening  the 
coronation  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  will  take  place,  previous  to  which 
ceremony  a  grand  procession  will  traverse 
the  streets  of  the  town  of  Issoudun. 

The  Fathers  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  in  con- 
junction with  the  Archpriest  of  Issoudun, 
will  be  so  good  as  to  draw  up  a  programme 
for  the  details  of  the  ceremony,  and  sub- 
mit it  to  us  for  our  approbation. 

The  Right  Reverend  Bishop  of  Tulle 
has  kindly  promised  us  to  preach  the  ser- 
mon, which  will  precede  the  grand  proces- 
sion. 

In  the  morning  (at  least  such  is  our 
hope)  the  homily  will  be  given  by  one  of 
our  venerable  colleagues. 

Art.  4.  Inasmuch  as  this  ceremony  of 
coronation  is  not  only  glorious  for  the 
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Blessed  Virgin  but  also  highly  honor- 
able for  our  diocese,  it  is  our  earnest  wish 
that  the  entire  body  of  our  clergy,  so  de- 
voted to  the  service  of  Mary  and  so  justly 
proud  of  whatever  may  redound  to  the 
honor  of  our  Berry,  should  take  a  promi- 
nent part  in  it.  We  therefore  issue  a  gen- 
eral invitation  to  all  our  priests,  whose 
occupations,  state  of  health,  or!other  causes 
may  not  detain  them  at  home,  to  join  us  on 
this  occasion,  in  order  to  manifest  their  de- 
votion to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  as  also  to 
swell  the  cortege  of  the  Bishops  who  have 
kindly  signified  their  intention  of  being 
present. 

This  our  Circular-Letter  shall  be  read 
in  all  the  churches  of  our  diocese,  on  the 
Sunday  following  its  reception. 

Given  at  Bourges,  in  our  archiepjjscopal 
palace,  under  our  signature,  the  seal  of 
our  arms  and  the  counter-seal  of  the  Sec- 
retary of  our  Archdiocese,  this  22d  day  of 
July,  1869,  the  Feast  of  St.  Magdalene,  the 
anniversary  of  our  preconization. 

*C.  A., 

Archbishop  of  Bourges. 
By  command  of  his  Grace, 

PARE, 

Secretary  of  the  ArcMiocese. 


Conversions  happen  in  Strange  Ways 
Sometimes. 


On  Thursday,  October,  31st,  1854,  in 
the  parish  of  Thivet,  diocese  of  Langres, 
was  celebrated  the  translation  of  the  re- 
mains of  John  Baptist  Joseph  Raclot,  for- 
merly cure  of  that  parish,  who  was  decap- 
itated for  the  faith  at  Mirecourt,  Vosges, 
on  the  8th.  of  February,  1794.  We  sub- 
join an  anecdote  which  will  serve  to  ac- 
count for  the  feeling  of  veneration  which 
the  inhabitants  of  Thivet  and  Mirecourt 
have  always  retained  for  the  memory  of 
this  holy  priest. 

When  M.  Raclot  was  on  his  way  to  the 
place  of  execution,  a  woman  who  took  the 
greatest  pleasure  in  insulting  priests,  and 
who  according  to  common  report  would 


have  even  drunk  their  blood,  ran  to  see 
him  pass  by,  saying : 

"  Let  us  see  whether  this  one  will  speak ;" 
and  she  heaped  outrages  upon  him. 

Monsieur  Raclot,  looking  upon  her  with 
an  indescribable  expression  of  countenance 
(as  she  herself  afterwards  affirmed),  an- 
swered : 

"  Oh  !  pray  for  me,  Madame." 

"  Who — I  pray  for  you?" 

"  Yes,  Madame — say  only  one  Ave  Maria 
for  my  soul,  which  is  on  the  point  of  ap- 
pearing before  God." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  she,  "  I  will  say  it." 

She  had  no  sooner  said  it  than  she  was 
a  changed  woman.  She  clasped  her  hands 
and  followed  him,  praying  and  groaning, 
even  to  the  scaffold.  From  that  time  she 
lived  a  most  Christian  life.  Every  year 
she  made  a  pilgrimage  to  Notre  Dame  des 
Hermites — going  on  foot  and  begging  her 
way,  purely  from  penitential  motives,  as  she 
was  herself  in  easy  circumstances. 

Even  in  the  present  day  this  is  a  matter  of 
public  notoriety  at  Mirecourt,  as  it  was 
the  present  excellent  cure  of  the  town  who 
administered  the  last  Sacraments  to  this 
woman  not  many  years  since. 


/ST.  FRANCIS  OF  SALES  loved  brevity,  and 
would  say  that  as  a  lamp  would  be  ex- 
tinguished by  pouring  too  much  oil  on  it, 
and  a  plant  will  rot  by  excessive  water,  so 
the  memory  of  an  audience  is  overwhelmed 
by  too  much  matter  crowded  upon  it. 
Say  little,  but  well,  and  carefully  meet  your 
point,  caring  little  for  those  who  may  find 
fault  for  your  repeating  the  same  thing 
over  and  again. 

"What!"  said  he,  "is  not  the  iron  to 
be  hammered  again  and  again  before  it  is 
reduced  to  a  defined  shape  ?  has  not  the 
painter  to  lay  the  brush  on  the  canvas 
many  times  before  his  work  is  completed  ? 
How  much  oftener,  then,  are  eternal  truths 
to  be  repeated  in  order  that  they  may 
make  an  impression  on  hearts  hardened 
by  sin,  or  on  minds  dull  of  comprehen- 
sion?" 
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FEAST  OF  THE  GUARDIAN  ANGELS,  Oct.  2d. 


[Translated  from  the  German  of  THE  CHRYSOI.OOUS.] 

The  Wisdom  and  Love  of  God  in  Creating 
the  Angels. 


The  heavens  show  forth  the  glory  of  God. 

— Ps.  xviii,  2. 

The  words  of  thePsalmist,  "The  heavens 
show  forth  the  glory  of  God,"  are  equally 
true  both  in  regard  to  the  invisible  and 
visible  creation.  The  firmament,  with  its 
constellations, — all  nature  in  general — is  a 
grand  book  in  which  we  can  plainly  read 
the  perfections  of  the  Lord.  "Ask  the 
beasts  of  the  field,  and  they  shall  teach 
thee :  and  the  birds  of  the  air,  and  they 
shall  tell  thee.  Speak  to  the  earth,  and  it 
shall  answer  thee  :  and  the  fishes  of  the  sea 
shall  relate  to  thee  how  great  and  mighty, 
how  wise  and  good  their  Creator  is."*  But 
not  only  nature,  which  we  see,  announces 
the  glory  of  God,  but  also  the  invisible 
world  reveals  the  greatness  of  the  Lord ; 
heaven  also,  with  its  countless  spirits  whom 
we  call  angels,  makes  known  the  perfections 
of  Him  whom  they  together  with  us  ac- 
knowledge as  their  Creator.  There  are  es- 
pecially two  attributes  of  God  which  we 
recognize  in  the  creation  of  the  heavenly 
spirits:  viz.,  1st,  His  WISDOM;  2d,  His 
LOVE. 

Was  it  necessary,  it  has  been  frequent- 
ly asked,  that  God  should  create  angels? 
There  can  certainly  in  this  case  be  no  ques- 
tion about  any  necessity,  in  the  strictest 
sense  of  the  word.  God  is  free,  and  is  not 
bound  to  anything ;  He  also  had  no  need  of 
angels,  either  for  His  own  or  for  our  beat- 


*  Job  xii,  7,  9. 


itude;  His  happiness  cannot  be  increased 
through  any  creatures,  however  perfect  and 
holy  they  may  be ;  and  for  the  accomplish- 
ment of  our  salvation  a  thousand  means  and 
ways  were  at  His  disposal.  Still,  under  the 
supposition  that  creation  was  to  be  a  true 
mirror  of  God's  wisdom,  it  behoved  Him  to 
create  angels  also ;  because,  as  St.  Thomas 
teaches,  "  the  existence  of  pure  spirits 
seemed  to  be  requisite  for  the  perfection  of 
the  universe."  Were  there  no  angels, 
there  would  not  be  such  beautiful  order  or 
such  conformable  contrivance  in  creation, 
but  rather  a  perceptible  deficiency ;  there 
would  be  something  wanting  in  the  per- 
fection of  the  universe ;  and  in  consequence 
of  this  the  wisdom  of  the  Creator  would 
not  shine  forth  so  splendidly  in  things 
created,  nor  would  it  be  so  easily  recog- 
nizable as  it  is  now,  since  we  know  from 
revelation  that  there  are  pure  spirits  in 
the  gradation  of  creatures.  On  this  head  I 
must,  however,  explain  myself  more  clearly. 
You  know  that  the  socalled  natural  king- 
doms are  distinguished  from  each  other. 
Among  them  we  observe  a  certain  gradation 
of  perfection,  which  is  found  in  a  progress- 
ive scale  from  the  lower  to  the  higher ;  every 
grade  comprises  in  itself  the  perfection  of 
the  foregoing,  but  at  the  same  time  possess- 
es a  new  one  in  addition,  by  which  it  resem- 
bles God  somewhat  more  than  the  former. 
The  productions  of  the  mineral  kingdom  be- 
long to  the  lowest  grade.  Amongst  them 
we  find  no  indication  of  life, — they  are  alto- 
gether motionless  and  insensible;  their 
only  resemblance  to  God  consists  in  this — 
that  they  exist.  The  vegetable  kingdom  is 
in  a  slight  degree  more  perfect.  The  plants 
not  only  have  existence,  but  they  also 
have  life;  they  grow  and  nourish  them- 
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selves  from  the  earth  and  from  the  air. 
But  they  are  rooted  in  the  earth,  they  can- 
not move  from  one  place  to  another ;  they 
want,  too,  a  proper  sensibility — they  do  not 
perceive  anything  of  what  is  done  to  them. 
Both  of  these  are  found  in  the  animal 
kingdom.  Animals  have,  besides  exist- 
ence and  life,  also  sensibility  and  motion- 
Men,  again,  are  raised  a  step  higher  above 
the  animal :  they  are  conscious  of  sensi- 
bility— their  motion  is  free ;  they  have  a 
spirit — the  faculty  to  think  and  to  will. 
And  on  account  of  this  our  soul  we  are 
images  of  God,  who  is  a  Spirit.  But  we 
know  but  too  well,  that  we  are  only  imper- 
fect images  of  God:  our  intellect  is  short- 
sighted, our  will  weak,  our  heart  Sensual. 
And  this  arises  principally  from  our  body. 
"The  corruptible  body  is  a  load  upon  the 
soul,  and  the  earthly  habitation  presseth 
down  the  mind  that  museth  upon  many 
things"*  and  "  the  flesh  lusteth  against  the 
spirit."  f  Let  us  look  up  from  ourselves  to 
our  Creator:  what  a  vast  distance  is  there 
not  between  us  carnal,  ignorant,  weak  men 
and  God,  a  pure,  all-knowing,  all-mighty, 
infinitely  perfect  spirit !  Everywhere  in 
nature  we  find  a  gradual,  continual,  slow 
progression  from  the  lower  to  the  higher — 
from  the  insensible  stone  to  the  growing 
plant,  from  the  growing  plant  to  the  sen- 
sible animal,  from  the  sensible  animal  to 
conscious  man.  And  now,  suddenly,  this 
prodigious  leap  from  finite  man  to  an  in- 
finite God  !  This  is  neither  reasonable, 
fair,  conformable,  nor  consistent.  But  it 
is  not  so.  The  All-wise  filled  up  this  gap, 
when  He  created  angels, — pure  spirits,  who 
are  free  from  all  narrowing  corporal  mat- 
ter; whose  inclination  of  will  is  more 
holy ;  whose  resemblance  to  God  is  in  one 
degree  more  perfect  than  that  of  man; 
and  who,  as  it  were,  form  the  connecting 
link  which  joins  all  creation  with  God,  a 
pure  and  perfect  spirit. 

Thus,  therefore,  heaven  with  its  pure 
spirits  truly  announces  the  glory  of  God, 
still  more  the  greatness  of  His  wisdom. 


*  Wisd.  ix,  15. 


f  Gal.  v,  17. 


Now,  as  we  know  that  there  are  angels, 
the  universe  stands  before  us  like  the  pal- 
ace of  a  great  king — in  which  the  apart- 
ments, exceeding  each  other  in  splendor, 
bear  more  ample  testimony  to  the  wealth 
and  majesty  of  the  possessor  in  propor- 
tion as  we  approach  that  in  which  the 
throne  is  placed. 

The  mineral  kingdom  tells  us  that  He 
is ;  the  vegetable  kingdom,  that  He  lives ; 
the  animal  kingdom,  that  He  has  sensa- 
tion ;  the  human  race,  that  He  has  intelli- 
gence and  free  will ;  the  heavenly  hosts, 
that  He  is  a  pure  and  perfect  spirit.  And 
thus  all  creation  conjointly  unites  in  the 
hymn  of  praise  which  Saint  John  heard 
at  the  throne  of  God:  "  Wisdom,  strength, 
honor,  glory  and  benediction."  * 

The  creation  of  the  angels  is  not  only  a 
proof  of  the  wisdom  of  God,  but  it  is  also 
a  sign  of  His  love  for  us.  What  does 
faith  teach  us  on  this  point? — for  what 
purpose  does  God  use  His  angels  ?  It  is 
said  in  the  "  Our  Father"  :  that  they  may 
do  His  holy  will ;  the  psalmist  tells  us,  He 
makes  them  winds  and  burning  fires. f 
i.  e.,  for  a  speedy  and  zealous  execution  of 
His  commands.  But  what  is  it"  that  He 
commands  them?  Perhaps  only  to  sing 
His  praises  ? — only  to  adorn  His  throne  ? — 
only  that  they  may  bear  far  and  wide  His 
messages?  No,  dear  readers; — He  sends 
out  His  angels,  as  St.  Paul  assures  us,  "to 
minister  to  them  who  shall  receive  the  in- 
heritance of  salvation, "J — for  the  service  of 
men.  It  was  not  enough  that  God  should 
subject  to  us  all  the  creatures  of  the  earth, 
and  that  according  to  His  order  all  should 
serve  for  our  use;  it  was  not  enough  that 
according  to  His  command  the  sun  should 
give  us  light  for  work,  the  night  darkness 
for  rest,  the  fields  their  fruit  for  our  nour- 
ishment, the  animals  their  fleece  for  our 
clothing,  the  mountains  their  stones  for 
building  our  houses ;  it  was  not  enough 
that  according  to  His  will  thousands  of 
men  should  be  daily  engaged  in  earning 
for  us  the  necessaries  of  life  and  furnish- 


*  Revel,  v,  12.    f  Psalm  ciii,  4.    \  Hebr.  i,  14. 
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ing  us  with  that  of  which  we  have  need, — 
no,  heaven  itself  is  put  in  motion  for  us; 
even  the  angels  He  sends  for  our  .service. 
They  who  according  to  their  nature  are 
more  elevated,  more  intelligent,  more 
holy  than  we  men, — we  who,  though  but  a 
little,  are  beneath  them, — they  are  sent  out 
to  serve  and  support  us.  Sons  of  princes 
are  taken  care  of  by  poor  servants:  God 
gives  His  children  Thrones  and  Domina- 
tions for  servants.  His  most  intimate 
friends,  His  own  domestics  He  sends  out 
to  help  us.  They  must  break  off  in  the 
'middle  of  their  hymns  of  praise  and  fly  to 
our  protection  when  He  charges  them 
with  it ;  they  must  for  our  consolation 
leave  the  blissful  vision  of  His  countenance 
and  descend  into  this  vale  of  tears  when 
He  wills  it;  they  must  conceal  the  bright- 
ness of  their  heavenly  splendor ;  they 
must  place  themselves  invisibly  at  our  side 
when  He  sends  them  to  us.  Of  such  value 
are  we  in  the  eyes  of  Divine  Love. 

And  in  what  does  the  service  consist 
which  they  are  to  render  us? — for  what 
purpose  does  God  send  them  to  us?  How 
touchingly  does  Holy  Scripture  describe 
the  charges  which  He  gives  them  in  our 
behalf!  They  shall  "  keep  us  in  all  our 
ways;"*  wherever  we  may  be,  on  wa- 
ter or  land,  in  all  our  occupations  and  em- 
ployments by  day  and  by  night,  they  shall 
be  near  us.  "Upon  their  hands  they  shall 
carry  us," — not  simply  lead  us  by  the  arm, 
but  carry,  carry  us  upon  their  hands; 
with  great,  anxious,  tender  precaution  they 
shall  treat  us,  that  we  may  not  even  hurt 
our  foot  against  a  stone;  not  in  the  least 
danger  of  body  or  soul  shall  they  leave  us 
without  protection.  They  shall,  when  we 
are  praying  with  tears,  bring  before  the 
the  Lord  our  sighs  and  supplications,  that 
He  may  hear  us  when  we  are  in  tribulation ;  f 
as  with  Daniel  in  the  lions'  den,  the  youths 
in  the  fiery  furnace,  and  Peter  in  prison, 
they  shall  encamp  around  us  in  order  to  save 
us;J  not  one,  but  many,  shall. hasten  to  our 
assistance  and  shall  be  around  us  on  all 


*  Ps.  xc,  11.      f  Tob-  xii» 12-      t  Ps-  xxxiii,  8. 


sides  when  the  enemy  of  our  life  and  sal- 
vation shall  pursue  us.  They  shall  not 
permit  us,  His  servants,  to  be  defiled*  by 
sin ;  they  shall  warn  us  when  we  are  stum- 
bling, shall  strengthen  us  when  we  are 
wavering.  "  They  shall  go  before  us,  and 
keep  us  in  our  journey,  and  bring  us  into 
that  place  which  the  Father  in  heaven 
above  has  prepared  for  us. "f  At  the  end 
of  our  life,  when  Satan  disquiets  us,  they 
shall  defend  us  against  his  attacks,  they 
shall  carry  our  parting  souls  into  Abra- 
ham's bosom. 

"  The  heavens  show  forth  the  glory  of 
God."  The  existence  of  the  angels  bears 
testimony  to  the  wisdom  of  our  great  Cre- 
ator and  to  the  love  of  our  good  Father  ! 
The  present  festival  therefore,  dear  read- 
ers, above  all  calls  upon  us  for  praise  and 
thanks  to  God !  When  in  the  Preface  of 
the  Mass  the  priest  calls  out  to  us :  Gra- 
tias  agamus  Domino  Deo  nostro— Let  us 
give  thanks  to  the  Lord  our  God ! — then 
Avith  a  full  heart  let  us  answer :  Dignum 
etjustum  est.  Yes,  it  is  truly  meet  and  just, 
that  we  always  give  thanks  to  Thee,  Father 
in  heaven,  for  the  innumerable  proofs  of 
Thy  goodness;  but  to-day  receive  espe- 
cially our  thanks  for  this,  that  thou  hast 
given  us  guardian  angels,  who  guard  us 
on  our  way  of  life  and  lead  us  into  Thy 
paternal  house.  At  the  end  of  the  Pre- 
face, therefore,  let  us  join  our  voices  with 
those  of  the  Angels  and  Archangels  with 
the  Cherubim  and  Seraphim,  who  exulting 
together  celebrate  the  majesty  of  the  Lord 
and  unceasingly  sing  to  His  greatness  the 
hymn  of  praise :  Sanctus,  sanctus,  sanctus : 
Holy,  holy,  holy  art  Thou,  O  Lord  God  of 
Sabaoth !  Pleni  sunt  coc.li  et  terra  gloria 
tua  :  Heaven  and  earth  are  full  of  Thy  glo- 
ry !  Hosanna  in  excelsis  :  Hosanna  in  the 
highest !  Amen. 


*  Judith  xiii,  29. 


f  Exod.  xxiii,  20. 


"THE  pure  soul  is  a  beautiful  rose,  and 
the  Three  Divine  Persons  descend  from 
heaven  to  inhale  its  fragrance." — Cure  of 
Ars. 
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The  Pope, 


We  had  heard  a  great  deal  of  a  little 
brochure  of  Mgr.  de  Segur,  the  celebrated 
French  writer ;  and  were  aware  that  sev- 
eral hundred  thousand  copies  had  been 
sold  in  France  and  Belgium  in  the  space  of 
a  few  months ;  and  yet  we  had  never  met 
with  it  until  the  other  day  it  accidentally  fell 
into  our  hands.  We  were  delighted  with 
it,  and  resolved  at  once  to  offer  a  transla- 
tion of  it  to  the  readers  of  the  AVE  MARIA, 
as  one  of  the  most  interesting  and  appro- 
priate things  they  could  read  on  the  eve 
of  the  (Ecumenical  Council  whose  head 
is  the  Pope. 

i. 

NOTHING  is  TALKED  OF  BUT  THE. POPE. 
WHAT  THEN  is  THE   POPE  ? 

The  Pope  is  the  Head  of  the  Christian 
religion. 

Religion  has  but  one  Head,  who  is  Jesus 
Christ  in  heaven ;  but  on  earth  this  Di- 
vine Head  has  a  visible  representative,  a 
Vicar,  a  depositary  of  His  spiritual  omni- 
potence :  this  Vicar  of  Christ,  this  repre- 
sentative of  God,  this  High-priest  of  the 
Christian  religion,  is  the  Pope,  Bishop  of 
Rome  and  successor  of  St.  Peter. 

The  Church  is  the  army  of  God,  which, 
on  earth,  marches  to  the  conquest  of  par- 
adise. As  in  the  glorious  campaign  of  the 
Crimea,  the  French  army  though  locally 
commanded  by  a  general-in-chief,  was  ulti- 
mately commanded  by  the  Emperor  Napo- 
leon, separated  from  it  though  he  was  by 
distance; — so  Christians,  though  spiritu- 
ally governed  here  below  by  the  Pope,  and 
taught  and  judged  by  him,  obey  never- 
theless Jesus  Christ,  God  alone.  The  au- 
thority of  the  Pope  is  the  authority  of  Jesus 
Christ ;  his  doctrinal  infallibility  is  the  in- 
fallibility of  Jesus  Christ ;  and  when  we 
kneel  in  the  presence  of  the  Pope  to  re- 
ceive his  benediction  and  to  testify  our 
religious  respect  for  his  person,  we  do  not 
prostrate  ourselves  before  a  man  but  before 
Jesus  Christ  Himself. 

It  would  occupy  too  much  time  to  ex- 


plain here  all  the  attributes  of  the  pontifi- 
cal power  ;  it  will  suffice  to  state  that  it  is 
supreme  and  absolute  in  matters  of  relig- 
ion, and  that  it  is  forbidden,  by  divine 
right,  to  any  human  being  to  withdraw 
himself  from  its  control. 

Whatever  affects  the  Pope  affects  in  the 
most  direct  manner  all  Christians,  all 
Catholics ;  it  can  therefore  be  no  mat- 
ter of  surprise  that  in  the  present  cri- 
sis, Christians  should  interest  themselves 
greatly  in,  and  speak  much  of,  the  Pope. 

n. 
DOES  THE  GOSPEL  SPEAK  OF  THE  POPE? 

The  Gospel  does  not  pronounce  the  name 
of  the  Holy  Trinity,  although  it  speaks 
often,  very  often,  of  the  Trinity.  In  like 
manner  it  does  not  mention  the  name  of 
the  Pope,  although  on  several. occasions  it 
speaks  of  his  authority  and  divine  mission. 

Who  does  not  know  the  celebrated  pass- 
age of  the  Gospel  according  to  St.  Mat- 
thew, in  his  16th  chapter,  in  which  Jesus 
Christ  constitutes  the  Apostle  St.  Peter 
head  of  the  Church  and  the  foundation  of 
the  Christian  society:  "And  I  say  to  thee  ; 
that  thou  art  Peter,  and  upon  this  rock  I 
will  build  My  Church  ;  and  the  gates  of 
bell  shall  not  prevail  against  it.  And  I 
will  give  to  thee  the  keys  of  the  kingdom 
of  heaven,  and  whatsoever  thou  shalt  bind 
upon  earth,  it  shall  be  bound  also  in  heav- 
en ;  and  whatsoever  thou  shalt  loose  upon 
earth,  it  shall  be  loosed  also  in  heaven." 

This  promise  needs  no  commentary  ;  it 
is  confirmed  by  our  Saviour  a  few  days 
before  His  ascension,  in  these  words,  not 
less  clear,  of  the  Gospel  according  to  St. 
John  :  "Feed  My  lambs  ;  feed  My  sheep." 

The  Apostle  Peter,  then,  was  chosen  by 
Jesus  Christ  to  be  the  foundation-stone  of 
the  Church,  the  pastor  of  the  faithful  and 
of  the  bishops,  the  spiritual  head  of  the 
Christian  people,  and  the  supreme  deposi- 
tary of  the  omnipotence  of  God.  It  is  im- 
possible to  reject  the  authority  of  St.  Peter 
without  rejecting  the  Gospel.  Now,  mark 
well,  St.  Peter  is  the  Pope.  As  man,  St. 
Peter  is  dead ;  as  Pope,  he  lives  always 
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in  the  person  of  the  Bishops  of  Rome,  his 
successors. 

in. 

WlLL  THERE  BE  POPES  UNTO  THE  END  OF 
THE  WORLD? 

Yes,  even  unto  the  end  of  the  world, 
and  for  the  following  reason :  Our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  when  He  sent  His  Church  to 
preach  the  Gospel  to  all  nations,  solemnly 
declared  to  her  "  that  He  would  be  with 
her  even  unto  the  end  of  the  world."  This 
He  has  promised — He  whose  words  do  not 
pass  away.  The  Catholic  Church,  the 
Church  of  St.  Peter  and  the  Apostles,  will 
therefore  endure  as  long  as  the  world ;  and 
as  the  Pope  is  the  head  of  the  Church,  the 
Pope  will  last  as  long  as  the  Church  does. 
The  Pope  is  as  essential  to  the  life  of  the 
Church,  as  the  head  is  to  the  life  of  the 
body.  Without  the  Pope,  the  Church 
would  cease  to  exist ;  without  the  Church, 
religion  would  be  impossible  ;  without  rer 
ligion,  farewell  to  human  society.  All 
these  hold  together — God  Himself  having 
arranged  that  it  should  be  so. 

Hence  there  will  be  Popes  to  the  end  of 
the  world,  until  the  coming  of  Antichrist. 
Pius  IX  will  die,  but  the  Pope  will  not  die. 

IV. 
CAN   ANYONE   BE   POPE  ? 

No  institution  is  more  popular  and  dem- 
ocratic in  its  organization  than  the  Church. 
All  the  citizens  of  this  great  and  divine 
Monarchy  may  be  called  on  to  undertake 
its  government.  Every  man,  every  Chris- 
tian— however  mean  his  extraction,  how- 
ever low  his  birth — may  become  not  only  a 
Priest,  but  a  Bishop,  Archbishop,  Cardi- 
nal— nay,  even  Pope. 

And  this  is  not  merely  a  fine  theory ;  it 
is  further  a  glorious  reality  for  religion, 
and  one  frequently  recorded  in  history. 
Of  the  two  hundred  and  fifty-eight  Popes, 
more  than  one  hundred  sprung  from  the 
ranks  of  the  people,  and  but  a  small  num- 
ber belonged  to  the  highest  classes  of  so- 
ciety. Gregory  XVI,  the  predecessor  of 
Pius  IX,  was  of  a  poor  family ;  the  great  Six- 
tus  V  was  in  his  boyhood  a  swine-keeper; 


Celestin  V  was  a  simple  religious  ;  and  so 
many  others, — resembling  in  this  respect 
the  first  Pope — the  fisherman  of  Galilee. 

More  than  three  fourths  of  our  Bishops 
belong,  by  birth,  to  the  middle  class  of  so- 
ciety, and  many  of  them  have  sprung  from 
the  very  poorest  of  the  people.  One  of  our 
most  distinguished  Cardinal-archbishops 
delights  in  speaking  of  his  native  village, 
and  the  mill  in  which  he  worked  up  to  his 
twentieth  year  !  This  is  the  case  with  sev- 
eral of  our  Prelates,  who  are  often  so  un- 
justly accused  of  haughtiness  by  the  proud 
and  ignorant. 

Nothing  is  less  like  a  caste  than  the 
Catholic  priesthood ;  nothing  has  a  greater 
mixture  with  the  ranks  of  the  Christian 
people  than  the  dignity  of  Priests,  Bish- 
ops and  Popes.  God,  who  loves  the  poor, 
and  makes  no  distinction  of  persons,  places 
the  most  eminent  oifices  in  His  Church 
within  the  reach  of  all  His  faithful.  I  re- 
peat, anyone  may  become  Pope — women 
being  of  course  excepted.  The  absurd 
fable  of  the  pretended  Pope  Joan,  formerly 
accredited  by  Protestant  historians,  is  now 
rejected  by  the  Protestants  themselves. 
A  female  pope  is  only  to  be  met  with  in 
England.  This  nickname  was  given  in 
derision  to  Pope  John  VIII,  on  account 
of  the  feebleness  of  his  character;  and  per- 
verse writers,  treating  as  serious  what  was 
a  mere  witticism,  availed  themselves  of  it 
as  a  weapon  against  the  Church  and  the 
Papacy. 

v. 
WHY  is  THE  POPE  A  TEMPORAL  KING,  SINCE 

HE  is  THE  VICAR  OF  JESUS  CHRIST,  WHO 

SAID    "  MY    KINGDOM    IS    NOT   OF   THIS 

WORLD"? 

Our  Lord  certainly  said  "My  kingdom 
is  not  of  this  world,"  but  for  heaven's  sake 
let  us  have  no  play  on  words.  We  are 
now  discussing  very  serious  questions. 

Translated  into  our  own  language,  this 
sentence  of  the  Gospel  admits  of  a  double 
sense,  and  is  almost  always  taken  in  the  im- 
proper one. 

Jesus  said,  Regnum  meum  non  est  de  hoc 
mundo  ;  which  means,  in  plain  language: 
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Mv  kingdom  is  n  ot  from  here — does  not  conie 
from  this  world,  but  from  heaven ;  and  thou, 
Pilate,  who  art  now  interrogating  me,  art 
in  error  when  thou  believest  that  My  royal- 
ty resembles  that  of  Caesar :  My  kingdom 
is  heavenly  and  my  royalty  divine.  Where 
do  we  see  that  oor  Lord  says :  My  kingdom 
is  not  on  the  earth  ?  This  kingdom,  which 
is  His  Church,  is  on  earth,  although  hav- 
ing a  heavenly  origin  and  end  ;  His  royal- 
ty, which  He  has  left  to  His  Vicar,  is  not 
o/this  world,  but  it  is  in  this  world.  Here 
there  is  no  question  about  temporal  power; 
and  this  objection,  as  devout  as  it  is  evan- 
gelical, falls  of  itself  when  confronted  with 
the  primary  elements  of  the  Latin  grammar. 
From  what  our  Lord  affirms,  that  His  king- 
dom comes  from  God,  does  it  follow  that 
this  kingdom  cannot  in  this  wfJrld  be 
guaranteed  by  a  temporal  power?  If  He 
has  not  expressly  commanded  it,  He  is  far 
from  having  prohibited  it. 

The  temporal  power  of  the  Pope  is  as 
distinct  from  his  spiritual  power  as  is  the 
garment  from  the  person  whom  it  covers 
and  protects  against  the  inclemency  of  the 
seasons. 

If  the  Popes  have  received  from  nations 
and  sovereigns  a  temporal  power,  this 
has  only  been  from  necessity,  and  because 
the  free  exercise  of  their  Pontifical  min- 
istry required  this  guarantee  of  independ- 
ence. Everything  served  as  a  pretext  for 
the  violation  of  this  independence;  a  tem- 
poral State  was  given  to  them  as  an  armor 
of  defence. 

The  Popes,  therefore,  are  only  kings  in 
order  that  they  may  be  more  freely  and 
more  completely  Pontiffs.  In  this  there 
is  not  the  confusion,  but  the  union,  o-f  the 
two  powers.  The  first  in  order  is,  certainly, 
the  spiritual  power;  the  temporal  is  only 
an  accessory,  but  as  necessary  an  accessory 
to  the  spiritual  as  dress  is  to  the  body, 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


"  THERE  are  many  people  who  lose  the 
faith,  and  never  see  hell  till  they  enter  it." 
—  Cure  of  Ars. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

MGHT  BEHIND  THE  CLOUD. 

And  now  the  shadow  of  death  fell  heavily 
over  the  Old  Homestead,  and  there  was  a 
noiseless  sorrow  within, — sorrow  for  the 
body  and  soul  of  her  who  lay  there  uncon- 
scious of  it  all ;  grief  for  the  wife  and 
mother,  in  whom  centered  the  deep  love  of 
the  afflicted  family.  All  the  trials  which 
had  come  surging  around  them  of  late — 
the  loss  of  prosperity,  the  contempt  of  the 
world,  the  rending  asunder  of  strong  ties, 
the  prospect  of  giving  up  the  home  that 
they  loved  with  an  indescribable  affection, 
and  going  into  exile  amongst  strangers — 
were  all  nothing  to  this.  In  all  the  rest 
there  was  something  human  to  grapple 
with,  while  they  strove  with  a  heroic  spirit 
of  sacrifice  for  submission  to  God's  holy 
will ;  but  here  they  were  helpless  •,  her  life 
was  in  the  hands  of  Him  who  gave  it,  and 
they  could  only  watch  each  quick  panting 
breath,  endeavor  to  soothe  the  wild  out- 
breaks of  her  delirium,  administer  the  rem- 
edies prescribed,  and  pray  that  if  it  were 
His  holy  will  this  bitter  cup' might  pass 
from  them.  They  tried  to  be  resigned  to 
the  dreadful  issue  which  appeared  inevita- 
ble,— and  the  honest  endeavor  was  much, 
but  it  was  not  submission ;  and  tl.ey  felt 
as  if  their  Father  in  Heaven  were  hiding 
His  face  from  them.  Then,  as  she  seemed 
to  draw  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  "  Dark 
River,"  and  all  hopes  of  her  recovery  were 
fading  and  going  out  in  their  hearts,  the 
cry  of  their  souls  arose  far  above  human 
fears  or  hopes  that  Almighty  God  would 
pity  her  and  grant  her  the  gift  of  faith  be- 
fore she  passed  into  His  presence.  And 
they  offered  up  their  great  sorrow — they 
could  do  no  more — in  union  with  the  bit- 
ter sorrows  of  Him  who  sweat  great  drops 
of  blood  in  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane. 

Mrs.    Flemming   was   very   near    unto 
death.     She  lay  day  after  day  in  alternate 
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lethargy  and  delirium.  Sometimes  she 
would  start  up,  shrieking  "  I  see  that 
woman  !  Not  old  Missisquoi, — no  !  no  ! 
but  a  woman  terrible  in  her  brightness  ! 
Hide  me  from  her;  hide,  oh  hide  me!" 
One  day  she  exclaimed,  her  eyes  luminous 
with  fever,  and  staring  out  before  her — 
"  She  saved  Eva  !  I  saw  her  !  It's  no  use 
to  waste  your  breath  talking,  Father  Ray. 
What  I  see  I  believe  i  You  are  all  a  set 
of  hard-hearted  canting  Pharisees  !  I've 
been  watching  ye  all,  and  comparing  your 
ways  with  his,  and  they  are  not  alike; — 
ha !  ha  !  ha  !  they're  as  far  apart  as  the 
east  is  from  the  west.  Ye  have  the  word, 
but  not  the  spirit — whitewashed  sepul- 
chres that  ye  are!  Tearing,  tearing  like 
vultures  at  the  tender  flesh  of  the  pure  in 
heart!  nagging,  like  bloodhounds,  at  the 
life  and  limbs  of  the  innocent !  Go  away, 
and  let  me  sail  over  the  dark,  lonely  sea  ! 
Is  it  the  'May  Flower,'  captain?  How 
strange !  there's  the  '  May  Flower'  sure 
enough,  rolling  and  breaking  up  against 
Plymouth  Rock  !  Oh,  I'm  afraid  to  go — 
the  waters  look  so  black — and  there's  the 
woman  ! — hide  me  from  her  !"  And  so 
she  raved — sometimes  coherently,  as  if  she 
saw  visions;  sometimes  wildly,  as  if  hor- 
rible dreams  were  torturing  her  brain ; 
and  they  could  do  nothing  but  weep  and 
lave  the  burning  forehead  and  hands,  and 
look  lovingly,  while  they  prayed,  into  the 
wild  fever-bright  eyes  which  were  so  un- 
conscious of  their  presence,  and  kiss  the 
quivering  lips  upon  which  the  short  breath 
fluttered  as  if  every  moment  it  might  pass 
away  forever. 

It  was  almost  too  much  for  Wolfert 
Flemming,  who  walked  silently  in  and  out, 
and  watched  beside  her  through  the  long 
nights  upon  his  knees,  holding  her  thin 
burning  hand  in  his  while  he  besought 
Almighty  God  to  pity  them  and  spare  her, 
ever  adding:  "But  help  me  to  say 'Thy  will 
be  done,'  for  of  myself  I  can  do  nothing." 

The  news  of  Mrs.  Flemming's  illness 
had  gone  abroad;  and  many  and  kind  were 
the  inquiries  daily  made  by  former  friends 
and  old  neighbors ;  many  were  their 


offers  of  service.  "It  was  their  duty," 
hey  thought,  "she  being  one  of  them- 
selves;" and  out  of  human  pity  for  the 
great  grief  which  had  fallen  upon  the  back- 
sliding family,  they  sincerely  wished  to  do 
something  kind  and  neighborly,  although 
they  did  not  hesitate  to  say  to  one  another, 
that  "  it  was  only  the  just  retribution  of 
heaven  on  the  Flemmings  for  their  apos- 
tasy," and  looked  upon  Mrs.  Flemming  as 
the  victim  of  their  sin.  Mrs.  Wilde  came 
from  her  distant  home,  prepared  to  stay 
several  days ;  even  the  old  minister  rode 
over,  braving  all  that  might  be  unpleasant 
in  the  visit,  to  pray  with  and  endeavor  to 
console  this  suffering  member  of  his  flock. 
But  he  was  told  that  she  was  utterly  un- 
conscious and  the  doctor  had  ordered  per- 
fect quiet ;  and  he  went  away  with  wrath 
in  his  heart.  Wolfert  Flemming  thanked 
all  who  came,  but  added:  "There  is  no 
need,  friends.  We  are  enough."  And 
they  turned  homewards,  wondering,  while 
they  shook  their  heads,  "  if  they  were  go- 
ing to  let  the  woman  die  without  Christian 
help?" 

Hulda  was  there  every  day — coming  in 
so  quietly,  with  such  a  sorrowful  look  in 
her  face,  and  speaking  so  gently,  that  Hope 
and  Eva  were  comforted  by  her  presence  ; 
and  many  were  the  little  tasks  of  love  deftly 
done  by  her  swift  fingers,  which,  had  she 
not  been  there,  would  have  taken  them 
away  from  their  mother's  bedside.  It  was 
a  sweet  labor  of  love  to  the  girl  to  antici- 
pate what  was  wanting  and  go  and  do  it 
without  a  fuss.  She  took  the  neglected 
dairy  under  'her  charge,  doing  everything 
there  just  as  she  knew  Mrs.  Flemming 
would  like  to  hare  it  done ;  and,  moving 
quietly  to  and  fro  through  the  house,  re- 
stored all  things  to  perfect  order  and  clean- 
liness, thinking:  "If  she  gets  well,  she 
shall  have  no  worry."  For,  even  a  few 
days  illness  in  a  family  throws  the  best- 
ordered  domestic  affairs  into  confusion ; 
and  if  the  illness  is  prolonged,  nothing  is 
more  forlorn  than  the  look  of  neglect  that 
reigns  throughout  the  household.  And 
although  there  under  his  roof,  and  facing 
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with  him  the  great  sorrow  which  wrung 
his  heart  until  he  wished  he  might  die, 
Hulda  and  Nicholas  rarely  exchanged  a 
word  with  each  other — seldom  meeting, 
indeed,  except  at  the  table,  where  each  one 
was  so  occupied  with  the  subject  of  Mrs. 
Flemming's  illness  that  nothing  else  was 
thought  or  spoken  of. 

Once  he  found  her  in  the  old  sitting- 
room,  looking  out  into  the  twilight  very 
quiet  and  very  sad,  her  forehead  pressed 
against  the  window-pane,  upon  which  the 
first  snow-flakes  of  the  season  were  drift- 
ing and  melting,  trickling  down  like  tears. 
He  watched  her  for  a  little  while,  then 
walked  over  and  stood  beside  her,  and  lay- 
ing his  hand  upon  her  shoulder,  said : 
"  Have  you  nothing  to  say  to  me,  Hulda?" 
"  Nothing,"  she  answered,  starting  round 
half  frightened,  for  she  did  not  know  that 
a  soul  was  near  her  until  be  spoke.  "Less 
nowthanever.  I  shall  never  tell  you  now." 

"  Not  for  the  sake  of  my  dying  mother?" 
he  asked. 

"For  her  sake — no,"  she  replied  with 
quivering  lips. 

"I  shall  never  ask  you  again,"  he  said 
harshly — "  remember  that ;"  and  he  strode 
out  of  the  room,  leaving  her  where  she 
stood  weeping  silently. 

But  at  last  there  came  a  day  when  Hope 
and  Eva  observed  that  their  mother's  at- 
tacks of  delirium  were  fewer  and  less  vio- 
lent, and  she  appeared  to  sleep  more  quietly. 
Wolfert  Flemrning  and  his  boys  had  been 
out  about  the  place  much  of  the  day,  at- 
tending to  some  matters  which  could  be 
no  longer  neglected  without  great  loss, 
and  their  heavy  hearts  were  much  light- 
ened when  Hulda  met  them  with  the  good 
news  ;  but  alas  !  the  doctor  came  and  told 
them  that  "  these  apparently  favorable 
symptoms  were  the  result  of  increasing 
weakness ;  the  fever  was  abating,  but  he 
had  not  the  slightest  hope  that  she  had 
vitality  enough  left  to  tide  over  the  crisis." 
Implicit  confidence  in  medical  opinion  was 
not  a  weakness  of  these  strong-headed, 
healthy  people,  and  somehow  they  hoped 
against  hope  and  the  doctor,  and  renewed 


their  patient  loving  watch,  noting  every 
breath  and  counting  every  flutter  of  the 
weary  pulse  of  their  mother,  feeling  that 
their  yearning  hearts  and  firm  faith  must 
bring  her  back  to  them,  must  stay  her  feet 
on  the  very  marge  of  the  Dark  River  ! 
I  have  now  got  to  a  part  of  my  story  which, 
to  those  who  have  not  followed  attentively 
every  thread,  may  appear  incredible ;  but 
what  I  am  going  to  relate  is  simply  the 
result  of  natural  causes,  developed  by  in- 
dividuals and  circumstances,  undoubtedly' 
governed  by  Divine  Providence  for  the 
good  of  those  who  were  willing  to  sacri- 
fice every  earthly  thing  for  conscience 
sake.  The  working  out  of  the  order  of 
God's  providence  upon  earth  is  one  endless 
miracle  and  attestation  of  His  watchful- 
ness over  the  affairs  of  His  children ;  let 
us  not  be  surprised,  then,  at  any  manifest- 
ation of  His  goodness,  be  it  great  or 
small  but  with  thankful  and  humble  hearts 
recognize  His  Almighty  hand — nothing 
doubting — and  give  all  glory  to  Him  "  who 
hath  so  loved  us." 

That  evening  late,  Wolfert  Flemming 
left  his  wife's  bedside,  his  heart  lifted  up 
with  thankfulness,  for  he  saw  much  to  hope 
in  the  fact  that  she  lay  quietly  on  her  pil- 
low in  a  deep  and  apparently  natural  sleep. 
He  was  alone  in  the  quaint  old  sitting- 
room,  half  dozing — for  in  truth  he  was 
worn  out  for  sleep,  and  was  only  kept 
awake  by  the  disagreeable  thought  which 
would  force  itself  upon  him  that  in  ten 
more  days  the  note,  which  it  was  impossi- 
ble for  them  to  meet,  would  fall  due.  And 
how  then  ?  Well !  he  was  going  over  it 
all  again,  when  there  came  a  quick  rap  at 
the  door.  Thinking  that  it  might  be  some 
one  to  inquire  after  the  health  of  the  poor 
invalid  upstairs,  he  stepped  to  the  door 
and  opened  it,  and  there  stood  the  man 
with  the  hammer — carpet-bag  and  all, — 
smiling  and  holding  out  his  hand  like  an 
old  friend  assured  of  a  warm  welcome. 
The  men  shook  hands,  said  "How  d'ye 
do"  to  each  other,  and  Wolfert  Flemming 
invited  him  in — an  invitation  he  was  not 
slow  to  avail  himself  of. 
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"  I  guess,"  he  said,  "  you  thought  I'd 
gone  off  for  good  and  all,  Mr.  Flemming ; 
but  I  had  some  trouble  to  scrape  that 
money  together,  you  see — " 

"  Speak  lower,  friend,  if  you  please  ;  my 
wife  is  very  ill,  and  a  strange  voice  might 
disturb  her.  In  fact,  Mr.  Cutter,  I  am  in 
no  mood  for  business  to-night.  Some 
other  time — "  Then  he  stopped,  remem- 
bering how  much  depended  on  the  sale  of 
Mill  Farm,  and  what  happiness  it  would 
be  to  Aer,  if  she  was  spared,  to  find  that 
the  note  was  paid  and  they  were  to  stay 
in  the  old  home  ;  and  he  added  :  "But,  as 
you  please.  Just  as  well  now,  I  guess,  as 
any  other  time." 

"  Well,  Mr.  Flemming,  I  sympathize 
heartily  with  you.  I  had  a  trial  of  the 
same  sort  once,  and  know  all  about  it ;  but 
business  is  business,  and,  like  time  and  tide, 
it  waits  for  no  man.  I  come  up  to-night 
to  conclude  the  purchase  of  that  place 
down  yonder — Mill  Farm.  I  have  brought 
the  money  with  me,  and  should  like  to  set- 
tle the  matter  now." 

Just  at  that  moment  one  of  those  pro- 
longed piercing  shrieks,  which  his  wife  had 
uttered  from  time  to  time  all  through  her 
illness,  rung  through  the  silent  house — 
and  Wolfert  Flemming  started  up,  saying: 
"  I  can  do  nothing  about  it  .to-night,  Mr. 
Cutter.  I  must  go  to  my  wife.  Come  up 
in  the  morning,  about  ten  o'clock,  and 
we'll  have  the  affair  settled." 

"  Very  well,  Mr.  Flemming.  That  will 
do ;  that  is,  if  there's  no  one  ahead  of  me 
offering  you  more  ;  in  which  case  I'd  like 
to  know.  For  I've  taken  a  fancy  to  the 
place,  you  see,  and  won't  be  outbid,"  he 
added,  looking  keenly  out  of  his  ferret 
eyes  into  the  pale  honest  face  of  Wolfert 
Flemming. 

"  I  have  no  other  bid  for  the  farm,  Mr. 
Cutter,"  he  answered,  "  and  consider  your 
offer  quite  liberal." 

"  All  right.  Good-by.  I  shall  be  up 
here  at  ten,  sharp,"  said  Mr.  Cutter,  go- 
ing away  with  a  well-satisfied  look,  for  he 
was  on  the  very  eve  of  a  great  speculation 
which  would  eventually  make  his  fortune, 


— that  is,  if  nothing  happened  to  interrupt 
his  plans. 

When  Flemming  entered  the  sick  room, 
his  wife  was  composed,  and  sleeping  qui- 
etly again.  "  Oh,  father  !"  whispered 
Eva,  "  she  looked  at  me  as  if  she  knew 
me ;  she  did  indeed  1" 

Later  on,  while  he  sat  reading  the  Book 
of  books,  in  the  silence  and  half-gloom 
of  the  old  room  down  stairs,  Hope  ran 
down  to  tell  him  that  her  mother  had 
swallowed  a  wine-glass  full  of  beef  tea, 
and  was  sleeping  and  breathing  naturally. 
Once  more  he  went  up,  and  stood  at  thebed- 
side  looking  at  her.  There  was  a  change, 
— he  saw  that  at  once.  The  scarlet  flush 
had  faded  out  of  her  face,  leaving  it  very 
white  ;  she  breathed  softly  and  regularly, 
and  the  wrung,  agonized  expression  had 
gone  from  her  forehead.  Tears  rushed  to 
his  eyes ;  the  strong  man  gave  way — and 
covering  his  face  with  his  hand,  he  turned 
and  noiselessly  left  the  room,  and  going 
into  Eva's  oratory  knelt  before  the  images 
of  JESUS  and  MARY  to  pour  out  the  emo- 
tions of  his  grateful  soul  and  implore  their 
gracious  assistance.  The  full  moon  was 
shining  through  the  leafless  vines  that  cov- 
ered the  window,  lighting  up  with  a  peace- 
ful radiance  the  sacred  images  and  the  pure 
immortelles  that  were  garlanded  with  ever- 
greens around  the  shrine ;  and,  as  he  prayed, 
a  blessed  calm,  of  which  this  scene  was 
only  the  type,  fell  upon  his  soul,  resting 
and  consoling  him.  His  devotions  over, 
he  went  to  the  window,  and  softly  opening 
it,  he  stood  gazing  up  into  ^the  "  limitless 
realms  of  the  air,"  knowing  that  some- 
where in  the  blue  spangled  distance  its 
noiseless  waves  laved  the  land  of  the  liv- 
ing, the  abode  of  God  and  His  saints ;  and, 
winged  by  faith,  his  spirit  soared  far  be- 
yond the  stars  and  stood  upon  the  glori- 
ous shores,  listening  to  the  far-off  anthems 
of  the  blest.  He  felt  strengthened  and 
comforted,  and  felt  for  the  first  time  that 
he  could  say  in  spirit  and  in  truth :  "  God's 
will  is  my  will.  Yea  !  though  He  slay  me, 
yet  will  I  trust  in  Him." 

As  he  stood  a  moment,  after  closing  the 
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window,  he  was  startled  by  the  sound  of  a 
man's  footsteps  on  the  flagged  walk  below; 
and  looking  down  he  saw  a  stooping  figure 
crouched  behind  the  trunk  of  one  of  the 
old  elms,  as  if  for  the  purpose  of  conceal- 
ment. Who  could  it  be  ?  Nicholas  was 
in  his  mother's  room,  Reuben  was  abed, 
He  went  down — and  noiselessly  opening 
the  side  door,  treading  softly  and  lightly, 
he  stepped  out  upon  the  flags;  and  walk- 
ing swiftly  towards  the  crouching  object, 
said  :  "  Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you 
want,  friend?" 

"  I  don't  want  nothin';  but  don't'ee  be 
mad  with  me,  Elder,  I  got  suthin'  to  say 
that  had  ought  to  be  said,"  answered  the 
man  from  under  his  slouched  hat. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Speaking  of  the  dreadful  catastrophe 
which  occurred  in  the  Avondale  mines,  in 
which  one  hundred  and  ten  men  perished, 
the  New  York  Freeman^s  Journal  says  : 

"  Over  fifty  Irish  Catholic  miners,  who  ordinarily 
wrought  in  that  mine,  were  absent,  paying  their  last 
respects  to  a  fellow-miner  buried  that  day.  Cath- 
olics, without  superstition,  can  recognize  the  good 
hand  of  God  in  keeping  these  men  out  of  the  mine 
on  that  day.  When  we  heard  the  first  report  of  the 
calamity,  and  supposed  the  victims  were  nearly  all 
Irish  Catholics,  the  thought  came  over  us :  '  How 
many  marvellous  escapes,  of  Catholics  devoted  to 
our  loving  Mother  Mary,  might  be  recorded  of  mi- 
ners— prevented  some  way  from  being  in  the  mine 
that  day — if  they  only  had  the  intelligent  faith  to 
declare  it  aloud !'  The  event  proclaims  it  for  them. 
Over  fifty  of  them  were  not  in  the  mine,  because 
they  were  taking  care  to  bury  the  dead !  Of  the 
hundred  and  eight  that  perished  in  the  mine,  only 
six,  or  at  most  eight,  were  Catholics.  It  is  a  matter 
not  unworthy  of  a  pious  consideration. 

"  For  the  brave  men  that  perished  in  the  dark 
and  inextricable  mine — cut  off  from  hope  of  es- 
cape, let  us  cherish  the  wish  that,  in  those  last 
terrible  moments,  they,  or  many  of  them,  were  in 
the  condition  of  those  that  were  overwhelmed  in 
the  flood  in  the  days  of  Noe,  of  whom  Catholics  in- 
dulge the  belief  as  founded  on  the  words  of  an 
Apostle,  that  in  their  last  hour  many  of  them,  by 
sincere  prayer,  sought  and  found  reconciliation  with 
the  Lord." 


THE  MONTH  OF  SEPTEMBER  t 

—  OR— 

The  Dolors  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary. 


(Seventeentli  J3a/y. 

GRIEF  OF  THE  HOLY  VIRGIN  IN  THE  INSTITUTION  OF 
THE  MOST  HOLY  SACRAMENT  OF  THE  ALTAK. 

Though  Mary  must  have  experienced  ecstatic  joy 
in  the  institution  of  the  Holy  Eucharist, — for  the 
sake  of  all  human  beings,  to  whom  Jesus  thus  gave 
Himself  for  all  time  with  such  wonderful  love,  and 
for  her  own  sake,  that  she  would  thus  possess,  in  a 
new  way,  that  God  whom  she  had  carried  for  nine 
months  in  her  virginal  womb, — yet  with  her  joy  and 
exultation  was  mingled  much  dolor  and  bitterness. 
This  was  the  last  action  in  the  life  of  her  divine  Son 
preceding  the  commencement  of  His  Passion,  the 
last  testament  of  His  love,  and  it  was  to  be  immedi- 
ately followed  by  the  death  of  the  Testator,  for,  as 
St.  Paul  says,  "  Where  there  is  a  testament  the  death 
of  the  testator  must,  of  necessity,  intervene."  She 
mournfully  dwelt  on  the  thought  that  Jesus  insti- 
tuted this  Sacrament  in  memory  of  His  bitter  Pas- 
sion, which  would  thus  be  forever  recalled  to  recol- 
lection and  renewed.  She  was  full  of  sorrow  in 
considering  the  ingratitude  and  indifference  of  men 
to  her  beloved  Son,  who  in  this  Sacrament  would 
make  Himself  a  Victim  of  propitiation  for  them. 
She  foresaw,  with  intense  grief,  the  sacrileges  that 
many  Christians  would  be  guilty  of  towards  this 
holy  Sacrament  of  love;  how  often  He  would  be 
betrayed  by  the  kiss  of  those  as  false  as  Judas; 
crucified  anew,  and  His  adorable  Body  insulted  with 
more  cruel  contempt  than  even  by  the  Jews.  How 
then  could  it  be  otherwise  but  that  Mary's  heart, 
even  in  this  most  heavenly  and  joyful  of  mysteries, 
should  be  wrung  with  anguish  ? 

Te  Deum  lavdamus  !  in  loud  exultation 
Upborne  to  God,  as  the  voice  of  a  nation ! 
From  thousands  of  fanes,  as  if  from  one  altar, 
The  sound  of  thanksgiving — the   glad  chaunted 

psalter, 

For  His  Presence  on  earth,  as  man's  lowly  Depend- 
ent, 
Who  is  reigning  in  heaven  in  glory  resplendent. 

Miserere  mei,  Dem! — the  voice  of  the  choir, 
In  sad  lamentation  rolls  solemnly  higher ! 
In  mournful  repentance  and  humiliation    • 
We  kneel  in  His  Presence  to  make  reparation 
For  glory  despised,  and  for  love  left  neglected, 
And  the  gifts  that  His  mercy  has  proffered  rejected. 
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Thus,  through  all  time,  from  the  Heart  of  our  Mother, 
The  centuries  bear  downward,  each  one  to  another, 
The  strain,  strangely  mingled,  of  triumph  and 

mourning 

Her  soul  sang  to  God,  while  she  waited  the  dawning 
Of  the  day  of  His  death ;  and  meek  reparation 
Must  chasten  the  hymns  of  our  glad  exultation. 

R.  v.  B. 

lEiglitefentli  I>ay. 

SORROW  OP  THE  MOST    HOLT  VIRGIN   WHEN  JESUS 
WAS  APPREHENDED  IN  THE  GARDEN  OF  OLIVES. 

When  He  had  finally  taken  leave  of  His  holy 
Mother,  Jesus  went  to  the  garden  of  Gethsemane, 
leaving  her  to  weep  in  solitude ;  for  she  could  not 
now,  as  she  was  used  to  do,  follow  Him,  as  it  was 
not  befitting  the  holy  modesty  of  this  most  pure  of 
virgins,  in  the  obscurity  of  night,  to  be  exposed  to 
the  insults  of  the  soldiers,  of  the  pharisees,  and  the 
vile  rabble  who  were  to  arrest  Jesus.  But  she  felt 
not  the  less  the  pains  her  Son  suffered.  She  saw, 
even  more  clearly  with  the  eyes  of  the  spirit  than 
those  of  the  body,  the  infinitely  pure  soul  of  Jesus; 
which  at  this  hour,  with  shuddering  horror,  con- 
templated one  by  one  the  sins  of  mankind,  from 
the  disobedience  of  Adam  till  the  last  crime  that 
shall  fill  up  the  measure  of  the  world's  wickedness 
at  the  instant  of  the  coming  of  the  day  of  doom. 
She  saw  Him  not  only  with  mortal  agony  look  on 
this  long  catalgoue  of  hideous  sins,  but,  taking  on 
Himself  the  enormous  weight,  present  Himself  be- 
fore His  Eternal  Father  under  the  semblance  of  a 
sinner.  She  saw  Him  shrinking  from  the  terrors 
of  God's  justice,  prone  on  the  ground,  and  sweating 
blood  in  His  agony.  She  saw  the  cruel  indifference 
of  His  sleeping  apostles,  and  how  they  afterwards 
fled  and  left  Him  alone.  She  saw  the  treacherous 
kiss  of  Judas,  and  beheld  Him  bound  and  led  away 
to  death.  "Then  the  curtain  falls;  the  vision 
grows  dim ;  and  she  is  left  for  a  while  to  the  anguish 
of  uncertainty."  * 

Through  all  the  awful  nig'it, 

Still  Mary  kept 
Vigil  with  Jesus'  mortal  agony, 

While  strong  men  slept. 

She,  silent,  with  soul  intent, 

In  her  lone  room, 

Her  spirit's  eyes  piercing  with  love's  own  power 
The  distant  gloom. 

He,  'neath  the  olive  trees, 

In  whose  dense  shade 
The  shimmering  paschal  moon  silvery  flecks 

Of  whiteness  made. 

*  Faber. 


And  from  each  Heart  alike, 

Uprose  the  cry  : 
"Oh!  Father,  let  Thy  will  not  mine  be  done," 

O'er  mastering  agony. 


Nineteeutli  I>ay. 

SORROW   OF    MARY   AT   THE   CRUEL    SCOURGING   OF 
HER  DIVINE  SON. 

It  is  a  pious  belief  that  as  soon  as  Mary  heard  of 
the  cruelties  Jesus  was  enduring  in  the  tribunals  of 
Jerusalem,  and  of  the  barbarous  scourging  He  was 
condemned  to  by  Pilate,  she  hastened  to  the  place, 
impelled  by  love,  and  doubtless  by  God  making 
known  to  her  soul  it  was  His  divine  will  she  should 
be  present  not  only  oh  Calvary  but  at  all  the  tor- 
ments that  preceded  the  crucifixion  of  her  Son. 
Who  can  ever  imagine  what  Mary  suffered  at  this 
mystery,  that  is  so  peculiarly  shocking  and  horribly 
repulsive  in  its  cruelty,  even  to  our  grosser  natures  ? 
"  The  muscular  violence  and  brutal  gestures  of  the 
executioners  offend  our  very  thoughts.  Then  the 
sounds  !  the  dull  sounds  of  the  scourges  as  they  fall 
on  the  living  Holy  of  Holies — monotonous  yet 
various,  changing  as  the  whips  are  changed,  and 
then  the  wet  sound  as  the  thongs  became  soaked 
with  Blood, — who  can  bear  them?"  Yet  Mary 
lived  through  all,  and  with  a  heroic  endurance^that 
has  no  parallel ;  but,  as  St.  Anselm  says,  she  lived 
through  this  suffering  only  by  miracle. 

Closer  and  closer  still 

She  draws  her  sombre  robe,  and  shrouding  veil, 
And  cowers  with  shuddering  thrill, 

And  face  with  more  than  mortal  anguish  pale. 

Not  even  His  quivering  flesh 

Shrinks  with  such  torture  from  the  cruel  scourge 
And  hands  that  still  afresh 

In  wanton  strength  new  pains  and  insults  urge, 

Than  shrinks  her  mother  heart, 
Wrought  up  to  grief  and  agony  intense, 

From  which  life  doth  not  part 
Because  upheld  by  God's  omnipotence. 

R.  T.  R. 


Twentieth  I>ay. 

SORROWS  OF  MARY  ON  BEHOLDING  JESUS  CROWNED 

WITH  THOBN8  AND  EXPOSED  TO  DEBI8ION 

AND  MOCKEBY. 

The  hatred  of  the  Jews  was  not  satisfied  with  the 
cruel  scourging  of  Jesus.  They  exulted  with  wicked 
joy  when  some  of  the  Roman  guards  with  coarse 
jesting  proposed  crowning  our  Saviour  as  a  mock 
king.  What  words  can  express  the  horror  and 
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grief  of  Mary,  when  she  beheld  them  place  on  the 
head  of  her  divine  Son  a  crown  of  sharp  thorns,  and 
one  of  the  soldiers  with  his  hand  gauntleted  with 
iron  adjust  it  firmly  by  cruel  blows !  then,  cloth- 
ing Him  in  a  tattered  robe  of  purple,  and  placing  a 
reed  for  a  sceptre  in  His  hand,  with  sacrilegious 
jests  and  laughter  render  mock  homage  to  His 
royalty!  It  was  in  this  state  He  was  conducted 
into  the  presence  of  Pilate,  who,  amused  that  they 
should  present  as  a  king  one  who  had  almost  lost 
even  the  semblance  of  a  man,  led  Him  out  before 
the  assembled  Jews,  saying :  "  Behold  the  man !" 
And  thus  was  the  Almighty  derided,  and  the  Ever- 
lasting King  of  Heaven  and  earth  mocked  by  His 
creatures  in  the  presence  of  His  outraged  Mother. 

King  of  all  grace  and  glory, 

I  come  on  bended  knee, 
The  tokens  of  my  fealty 
To  offer  unto  Thee. 
This  mind,  in  pride  once  lifted 

And  earthly  trust,  * 

Before  Thy  thorn-crowned  forehead 
I  lay  in  dust. 

This  heart,  where  base  ambition 

Has  reigned  as  king, 
To  Thee,  O  meekest  Monarch, 
I  humbly  bring. 
Touch  with  Thy  reedy  sceptre, 

Bend  from  Thy  throne, 
And  let  its  love  and  homage 
Be  all  Thy  own. 

This  soul,  that  oft  hath  mocked  Thee 

With  faithless  prayers,  • 

I  bring  in  its  garb  of  mourning 
And  in  blinding  tears ; 
By  the  robe  of  scorn  that  clothed  Thee, 

Array  it  now 

In  the  garment  of  perfect  justice, 
As  white  as  snow. 

By  the  pure  hands  of  Thy  Mother 

My  all  I  give, 
If  in  Thy  Kingly  Presence 
I  may  but  live ; 
And  henceforth  and  forever, 

In  joy  or  woe, 

No  King  but  my  thorn-crowned  Jesus 
As  Sovereign  know.  R.  v.  R. 


Twenty-First  J>ay. 

SORROW  OF  THE  MOST  HOLY  VIRGIN  WHEN  SHE  MET 

JESUS  CARRYING  HIS  CROSS  AND  ACCOMPANIED 

HIM  TO  CALVARY. 

Pilate,  too  weak  and  wicked  to  do  right  for  the 


sake  of  right,  abandoned  our  Saviour  to  the  cruelty 
of  the  Jews,  who,  bent  on  completing  their  deicide, 
had  the  cross  prepared,  and  the  cortege  that  was 
to  conduct  Jesus  to  Calvary  in  readiness.  Attended 
by  the  beloved  diciple,  St.  John,  and  by  Mary  Mag- 
dalene, the  Blessed  Virgin  set  out  to  seek  a  part  of  the 
street  where  she  was  sure  to  meet  her  divine  Son. 
Silent,  still  and  brave,  but  with  her  heart  full  of  an- 
guish, she  stood  folded  in  her  veil,  and  listened  for  His 
coming.  The  wail  of  the  trumpets  and  the  tramp  of 
a  multitude  told  her  He  was  near ;  but,  still  more,  the 
peace  that  was  more  profound  than  even  the  depth 
of  sorrow  in  her  heart,  "  for  it  was  God  that  was  ap-' 
preaching,  and  peace  went  before  Him."  She  tried 
to  go  near  enough  to  embrace  Him,  but  was  roughly 
repulsed  by  His  guards.  She  saw  Him,  overcome 
with  the  weight  of  the  cross,  fall  for  the  third  time ; 
she  was  powerless  to  help  Him.  "  She  longed  to 
wipe  the  blood  from  His  face  with  her  veil,  to  part 
His  tangled  hair,  to  remove  with  lightest  touch  that 
cruel  crown,  to  lift  the  Cross  off  His  shoulders  and 
see  whether  her  broken  heart  would  not  give  her 
superhuman  strength  to  carry  it  for  Him;"  but 
instead  of  this  she  must  bear  to  look  on  and  see 
"the  filthy  hands  of  the  public  executioner  grasp 
His  neck  and  shoulders,  the  miry  foot  of  a  sinful 
soldier  spurn  His  bruised  flesh — or  another  brutally 
knock  the  wooden  cross  against  His  blessed  head, 
and  drive  the  spikes  of  the  thorns  yet  farther  in ; " 
and  yet  she  may  not  die,  but  must  live  through  all ; 
and,  following  slowly  on  to  Calvary,  see  these  enor- 
mities repeated  countless  times. 

E^ch  morn  our  life  begins  anew,  and  with  each 

coming  day 
"Jesus  and  Mary  be  with  us,"  upon  our  knees  we 

pray; 
But  can  we  be  where  Mary  is,  and  share  not  Mary's 

woe, 
Or  walk  the  path  that  Jesus  walked,  and  not  to 

Calvary  go  ? 

Oh!  take  us,  Mother,  by  the  hand,  and  lead  us 

gently  on, 
And  let  us  follow,  step  by  step,  the  way  thy  Son 

hath  gone, 
Even  though  we  meet  a  heavy  cross,  and  know  we 

too  must  share 
The  anguish  and  the  bitterness  He  willed  that  Thou 

shouldst  bear. 

Day  after  day  let  us  go  forth,  and  walk  with  willing 

feet 

The  stony  way  to  Calvary,  if  Jesus  we  may  meet ; 
For  if  we  loved  Him  as  thou  didst,  would  we  not 

count  as  loss 
The  day  we  did  not  go,  with  thee,  to  help  Him  bear 

His  cross  ?  R.  v.  R. 
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Twenty-Second.  J>ay. 

MARY  IS  CRUCIFIED  IN  HEART  ON  BEHOLDING  THE 
CRUCIFIXION  OF  HER  SON.      ' 

No  union  of  heart  could  be  closer  than  that  of 
the  Heart  of  Jesus  with  the  Heart  of  His  holy  Mother, 
and  every  suffering  of  the  one  was  necessarily 
shared  hy  the  other ;  and  Mary,  loving  Jesus  as  she 
did  far  more  than  she  could  love  herself,  felt  all 
His  sufferings  more  keenly  than  she  possibly  could 
have  done  had  she  endured  them  in  her  own  body. 
Who  then  can  explain,  or  even  imagine,  what  she 
endured  while  Jesus  was  nailed  to  the  cross  ?  what 
human  understanding  could  enter  into  the  bitter- 
ness of  her  anguish  when  she  saw  and  heard  the 
triumph  and  joy  of  His  enemies  in  His  tortures? 
The  hammer  fell  not  only  on  His  pierced  flesh,  but 
every  blow  on  her  heart,  "  her  living  heart,  for  her 
love  had  long  been  dead  to  self  and  lived  only  in 
Him."  What  thrills  of  horror  went  through  her 
when  the  cross  was  lifted,  and  dropped  with  a  heavy 
jar  into  the  hole  dug  to  receive  it!  What  must 
have  been  her  sorrow  to  see  Him  counted  with 
malefactors,  and  even  despised  by  those  who  suffered 
with  Him?  But  no,  we  cannot  comprehend  her 
grief,  cannot  "  compare  her  woe  to  any  other ;  we 
may  look  upon  it  and  weep  over  it  iu  love,  in  love 
which  is  suffering  as  well ;  but  we  dare  not  make 
any  commentary  on  it." 

Into  the  depths  of  thy  broken  heart, 

Mother,  we  gaze ; 
And  shrink  from  the  fathomless  abyss  of  woe 

In  fear  and  amaze  ; 
And  look,  afar  off,  with  awe-stricken  souls, 

In  thy  calm  ashen  face ! 

How  shall  we  measure  thy  woe  and  thy  pain, 

All  sorrow  above  ? 

By  God's  wisdom  and  might — by  the  strength  He 
bestowed, 

His  magnificent  love  ; 
By  thy  wonderful  love  for  the  will  of  thy  God, 

No  suffering  can  move ! 

By  the  amplitude  of  thy  Maternity's  grace — 

God's  Mother  and  ours ; 
By  thy  unmatched  redemption,  thy  sinlessness  pure ; 

By  sin's  terrible  powers ; 
By  the  gloom  of  the  heavens — the  rending  of  earth 

In  those  last  fearful  hours ! 

Earth's  loftiest  saint,  lost  in  mystical  prayer, — 

Archangel  most  wise, — 

Ne'er  have  fathomed  the  abyss,  but  stand  on  the 
brink 

In  dumb,  awful  surprise, 


And  its  depths,  like  thy  holiness,  none  hath  e'er 
seen 

But  God's  omniscient  eyes !  B.  v.  R. 


Twenty-Third.  I>ay. 

SORROWS  OF  MARY  AT  THE  FOOT  OF  THE  CROSS. 

The  agony  of  a  mother  beholding  the  death  of 
her  offspring  is  so  keen,  that  God,  by  a  special  law, 
ordered  that  even  dumb  creatures  should  be  spared 
this  suffering,  by  commanding  that  a  lamb  and  its 
mother  should  never  be  sacrificed  together,  in  order 
that  the  sheep  should  not  be  doubly  a  victim 
through  the  pain  of  first  seeing  its  young  die  and 
then  being  immolated  itself.  The  unhappy  Hagar, 
driven  out  to  the  desert  with  her  son,  seeing  him 
about  to  die  with  thirst,  laid  him  down  and  went 
to  sit  at  a  distance,  for  she  had  not  the  courage  to 
see  him  expire.  How  far  above  the  strength  of 
feeble  human  nature,  then,  must  that  force  have 
been  that  enabled  Mary  to  stand  at  the  foot  of  the 
Cross  and  witness  for  three  hours  the  tortures  of 
her  dying  Son ;  to  hear  the  insults,  the  maledictions, 
the  blasphemies  addressed  to  Him,  and  to  be  per- 
fectly helpless  and  unable  to  afford  Him  the  least 
alleviation  of  His  sufferings?  St.  Augustin  gives 
to  the  mother  of  the  Machabees  the  title  of  the 
sevenfold  martyr,  because  she  stood  by  to  see  the 
deaths,  one  after  another,  of  her  seven  sons ;  with 
much  more  reason  may  we  say  Mary  was  not  only 
martyred  with  Jesus,  but  rather  that  she  was  the 
co-martyr  of  Jesus  Christ,  according  to  the  ex- 
pression of  St.  Jerome ;  and  as  we  say  that  our 
Saviour  was  more  than  martyr,  and  the  Head  of 
the  martyrs,  so  also  we  may  say  of  Mary's  sorrow 
it  was  more  than  martyrdom,  and  she  is  justly  en- 
titled to  be  called  Queen  of  martyrs. 

Upon  Mount  Calvary  she  bravely  stood, 

Upheld  by  strength  divine  that  could  not  falter, 
Close  to  her  Son  upon  the  Holy  Rood, 
The  Victim  on  the  altar. 

The  brooding  darkness  veiled  Him,  like  a  pall, 
But  to  her  heart  His  anguish  was  more  vivid 
Than  if  the  noonday  &un  revealed  it  all : 
The  face  so  fixed  and  livid ; 

The  matted  hair ;  the  brow  that  thorns  still  crown ; 

The  bruisM  flesh,  by  cruel  blows  all  riven ; 
The  stark  drawn  limbs,  that  blood  flows  slowly  down ; 
The  wounds  where  nails  are  driven. 

She  dying  saw  the  joy  of  all  life's  years, 

And  yet  her  anguish  by  no  word  was  spoken, 
But  only  by  her  ceaseless  streaming  tears, — 
Her  gentle  heart  was  broken. 
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And  yet  through  all  the  hours  she  calmly  stood, 
— No  heroic  strength  was  e'er  like    thine,  O 

Mary ! — 
In  silent  prayer,  'neath  the  redeeming  wood, 

As  in  a  sanctuary.  R.  v.  B. 


Twenty-Fonrtli.  DOay. 

SORROW   OF   MARY   WHEN    JESUS    SUFFERED   FROM 
THIRST  ON  THE  CROSS. 

Our  crucified  Saviour,  slowly  expiring  in  agonies 
on  the  Cross,  uttered  but  one  complaint  in  all  His 
sufferings.  He  murmured  not  of  the  Cross,  the 
nails,  the  crown  of  thorns,  the  countless  wounds  in 
His  rent  flesh ;  but  one  word  of  intense  suffering 
and  desire  He  permitted  to  Himself:  Sitio:  I  thirst. 
His  parched  lips  parted,  to  express  their  intolerable 
thirst,  a  thirst  that  Mary  had  no  power  to  assuage. 
"  My  Son,"  St.  Bernard  makes  her  reply,  "  I  have 
no  means  to  moisten  Thy  parched  lips  but  by  my 
tears."  But  how  greatly  was  her  affliction  increased 
when  she  saw  her  dying  Son  not  only  infused  the 
solace  of  a  few  drops  of  water,  but  His  thirst  itself 
made  the  occasion  of  a  new  torment  for  Him,  by 
drenching  His  mouth  with  vinegar  dipped  in  gall. 
Is  there  any  grief  a  mother  can  suffer  greater  than 
"the  feeling  of  impotence  to  allay  the  agony  of 
those  she  loves  ?  But  it  was  not  only  of  this  bodily 
thirst  Jesus  complained.  He  thirsted  for  souls. 
We  have  approximations  by  which  we  can  meas- 
ure His  torment  of  physical  thirst ;  but  we  have  no 
shadow  even  by  which  we  can  guess  of  the  realities 
of  that  torment  in  His  soul."  He  yearned  and 
thirsted  for  our  love,  and  gave  expression  to  this 
inward  thirst,  "  that,  even  at  the  expense  of  more 
agony  to  Mary,  we  might  have  one  additional 
motive  to  love  our  Crucified  Brother."  * 

Lord,  on  the  Cross  Thou  sufferest  cruellest  thirst ; 
Than  pain  and  weariness,  mockery  and  scorn, 
Or  thorny  crown,  far  harder  to  be  borne; 

Of  all  the  martyr's  torments  last  and  worst, 
With  gall  and  vinegar  Thy  lips  they  drench ; 
But  not  that  bitter  draught  Thy  thirst  can  quench, 

Nor  yet  Thy  Mother's  mournful,  ceaseless  tears ; 
Thou  wouldst  have  souls ;  naught  else  can  satisfy 
The  burning  torture  wherein  .Thou  dost  die ; 

And  I  have  kept  Thee  thirsting  all  these  years, 
Denying  Thee  the  solace  I  could  give, 
Yet  tranquilly  in  ease  and  peace  could  live ! 

O  God !  my  soul  I  bring  to  Thee  this  day, 

And,  by  one  drop,  Thy  burning  thirst  allay. 


*  Faber. 


A  Roman  correspondent  of  the  Pittsburgh  Cath- 
olic writes,  under  date  of  August  : 
"  Last  month  a  new  religious  musical  journal,  called 


11  Palestrina,  commenced  its  publication  in  Rome. 
It  is  conducted  by  eminent  ecclesiastics  and  laics, 
and  proposes  to  advocate  the  honor  and  dignity  of 
Church  music,  now  unfortunately  so  neglected.  It 
Denounces  the  practice  of  introducing  into  the  Sa- 
cred Temple  productions  of  a  theatrical  or  similar 
nature  (which  even  in  the  Eternal  City  are  by  no 
means  unfrequent),  and  has  reason  to  hope  that  the 
important  subject  of  ecclesiastical  music  will  meet 
with  due  investigation  from  the  Fathers  of  the  com- 
ing Council." 


Ordinations. 


On  Thursday  morning,  September  9,  in  the  cathe- 
dral chapel,  Rt.  Rev.  J.  F.  Wood,  D.  D.,  Bishop  of 
Philadelphia,  conferred  tonsure  and  minor  orders 
on  Messrs.  James  Timmins,  James  W.  Morrissey, 
Wm.  Loughran,  John  J.  Ward,  Patrick  J.  Egan, 
Moses  J.  Armstrong,  Jno.  Wynne,  Michael  F.  Crane, 
James  F.  Kelly,  Patrick  M.  Gallagher,  John  P. 
Byrne.  The  holy  order  of  subdeacon  was  conferred 
on  Messrs.  John  Doherty,  J.  F.  Mulligan,  H.  C.  Mc- 
Laughlin,  Patrick  J.  Dailey,  Thomas  Bolger,  Jas. 
F.  Maginn. 

On  Friday  morning,  the  10th  inst.,  he  conferred 
the  holy  order  of  deacon  on  the  Rev.  Messrs.  John  J. 
Albert,  John  Doherty,  James  F.  Mulligan,  Hugh  C. 
McLaughlin,  James  F.  Maginn. 

On  Saturday  morning,  the  llth  inst.,  the  Right 
Rev.  Bishop  conferred  the  holy  order  of  priesthood 
on  Rev.  Messrs.  John  J.  Albert,  Hugh  C.  McLaugh- 
lin, and  Jas.  F.  Maginn. 

The  Right  Rev.  Bishop  was  assisted  on  the  occa- 
^ibn  by  Very  Rev.  James  O'Connor,  D.D.,  Rector  of 
the  Theological  Seminary  of  St.  Charles  Borromeo, 
as  assistant  priest,  and  Rev.  A.  J.  McConomy  and 
Mr.  John  J.  Boyle  as  masters  of  ceremonies.  The 
following  clergymen  were  in  the  sanctuary :  Rev. 
A.  M.  Grundner,  O.  S.  B.,  James  Maginn,  J.  W. 
Gerdemann,  Joseph  Bridgman,  Francis  P.  O'Neill, 
P.  F.  Sullivan,  Hugh  McGlinn,  M.  A.  Ryan,  M.Mul- 
lin,  T.  J.  Barry,  J.  J.  Mooney,  P.  A.  Blacker,  J.  B. 
Kelly,  and  Michael  Lawler. 


A  Flemish  peasant-woman,  on  passing 
the  Prussian  frontier,  was  held  back  by  one 
of  the  custom-house  officers.  "  What  is  the 
matter?"  she  asked. 

"  I  see  you  have  on  your  neck  a  silver  cru- 
cifix," answered  the  Prussian.  "  There  is 
a  duty  on  it  of  30  centimes." 

"  Who  would  ever  have  thought  it?"  ex- 
claimed the  pious  peasant,  "  even  God  Him- 
self cannot  enter  Prussia  without  being 
subject  to  the  payment  of  duty  !" 
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My  Tribute  to  Mary, 


Thou  belov'd  of  maidens  pure, 

Thou  Queen  of  virtuous  hearts, 
Who  dost  our  souls  secure 

'Gainst  evil's  poison'd  darts ; 
Hear  us  when  we  pray 

For  strength  and  heavenly  grace  ! 
Procure  for  us  each  day 

In  thy  Son's  Heart  a  place ! 

Sweet  Virgin !  how  I  love 

To  ask  one  prayer  of  thee ! 
O,  brightness,  heavenly  Dove, 

Thy  prayers  ennoble  me ! 
I  know  the  Lord  confers 

The  golden  gifts  on  those 
Who  ask  them  thro'  thy  prayers, 

Who  in  thy  love  repose. 

Blest  Channel,  ever  clear, 

Thro'  whom  is  always  flowing 
Christ's  love,  which  cancels  fear 

And  sets  our  hearts  aglowing  ; 
Thy  name  to  me  is  dear, 

Sweet  Virtue's  guardian !— I 
No  evil  e'er  shall  fear 

While  thy  pure  spirit's  nigh  ! 

MATTHEW  P.  BRADY. 
CHICAGO,  ILL.,  Sept,  7th  1869. 


Blessings. 


What  ungrateful  beings  we  are !  al'ways  complain- 
ing !  always  discontented  and  miserable ;  in  fact, 
perfectly  blind  to  the  blessings  heaped  upon  us.  In 
our  dissatisfaction,  at  times,  we  are  so  stupid  that  we 
fail  to  recognize  a  blessing,  cry  out  against  a  sup- 
posed evil  and  long  for  happiness  such  as  the  world 
gives,  and  then  think  ourselves  blessed  if  we  attain 
it.  In  analyzing  joys  that  the  world  and  society 
give  us,  what  do  we(find  them  to  be  ?  Sensual  pleas- 
ures, but  spiritual  drawbacks.  I  cannot  imagine 
anything  more  miserable  than  7uippiness,  as  the  word 
is  vulgarly  understood.  It  is  said  by  many,  when  any- 
one is  prosperous  in  business,  in  all  his  projects,  en- 
joys perfect  health,  lives  in  affluence,  ease,  luxury,  can 
always  laugh  and  sing  from  lightness  of  heart,  that 
that  person  is  greatly  blessed,  and  is  to  be  envied. 
Is  that  a  correct  statement?  Are  those  gratifica- 
tions blessings,  or  evils  ?  Do  they  carry  the  soul  in 
love  to  God,  or  drag  it  down  to  the-level  of  self-in- 
dulgence, and  bound  it  with  an  earthly  horizon  ? 
Do  they  teach  humility,  patience,  and  modesty — or 
raise  us  higher  than  the  heavens  in  our  own  estima- 


tion, cause  a  fit  of  anger  perhaps  at  the  slightest  de- 
lay in  the  performance  of  our  wishes,  and  push  us 
forward  to  lead  and  frown  upon  all  who  dare  to 
compete  with  us  ?  Would  God,  in  choosing  His  elect, 
go  to  such,  showing  that  they  were  higher  in  His  es- 
timation than  others  whom  He  had  failed  to  bk-ss? 
But,  you  will  argue — "  Why,  is  not  success  a  proof 
of  God's  love  ?"  Indeed  it  is  not.  Is  it  not  possi- 
ble that  He  crowned  the  ambitious,  proud,  worldly 
man  with  earthly  laurels,  that  he  might  too  late  see 
that  poverty,  humility,  oppression,  bring  greater 
ones — which  are  not  beyond  his  reach ;  and  prove  to 
his  wayward  heart  that  "  itprofiteth  a  man  nothing 
to  gain  the  whole  world  and  lose  his  own  soul  ?" 
What  do  those  words  teach  us  —  "Blessed  are 
they  that  mourn,  for  they  shall  be  comforted. 
Blessed  are  the  meek"  etc.  Do  they  not  plainly  tell 
us  that  in  our  trials,  sufferings,  poverty,  disappoint- 
ments, we  find  God's  love?  Why  then  so  much 
dissatisfaction  with  our  lot,  if  it  is  not  just  what  we 
had  pictured  to  ourselves  for  our  good  and  pleasure? 
Let  us  say  every  day,  especially  when  most  tried  in 
our  affairs  and  peace — "  Oh,  how  blessed  I  am !  My 
God,  can  I  thank  Thee  enough  for  making  my  life  in 
any  way  resemble  Thine  ?  Consider  the  incredible 
sorrows  of  our  Blessed  Saviour  and  His  Mother. 
Then,  in  comparison,  what  is  my  fate  ?  However 
humble,  it  is  luxurious."  This  cannnot  be  done  with- 
out courage,  and  a  determination  to  accept  whatever 
God  chooses  to  put  upon  us  as  proofs  of  His  affec- 
tion. Troubles  are  our  blessings,  only  we  must  have 
faith  to  understand  them.  They  are  "  the  clouds 
with  silver  linings,"  and  the  thicker  they  gather 
round  us  the  better.  In  accepting  trials  for  blessings, 
disregarding  the  indulgences  offered  us,  Catholics 
have  a  grand  opportunity  to  show  the  effects  of  their 
religion,  to  do  what  is  so  much  needed,  and  in  fact 
is  their  imperative  duty  in  this  country — set  a  good 
example.  We  are  watched,  criticised,  commented 
upon — in  every  way,  by  everybody.  A  slight  nat- 
ural failing  is  a  great  misdemeanor  if  committed 
by  a  Catholic.  It  is  useless  to  say  how  unjust  such 
judgments  are — but  this  much  we  must  accede : 
the  force  of  Catholic  example  is  tremendous.  Al- 
though not  acknowledged  by  Protestants,  it  is  felt. 
Notwithstanding  they  proclaim  that  we  teach  sin 
and  immorality,  perfection  is  expected  of  us.  This- 
is  one  of  their  many  inconsistencies.  How  strange, 
to  hope  for  purity  out  of  a  "den  of  iniquity!" 
Such  is  the  case,  nevertheless :  and  they  are  disap- 
pointed if  it  is  not  found. 

Catholics  being  objects  of  curiosity  with  so 
many,  we  should  arm  ourselves  for  the  inspection — 
show  that  we  can  conquer  our  passions  and  resist 
the  temptations  we  meet.  Here  is  one  way  to  work 
for  the  Church.  Catholic  young  ladies  are,  in 
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society,  thrown  almost  entirely  with  young  Prot- 
estants of  both  sexes.  If  they  choose,  they  can  do 
a  great  deal  of  good  or  harm.  It  is  sad  to  see  a 
young  Catholic — who  always  has  the  example  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  to  guide  her — plunged  in  the 
same  excesses  of  fashion  and  frivolity  as  those  who 
do  not  possess  the  faith ;  the  one  to  be  in  no  way 
superior  to  the  other ;  struggling  like  her  friend 
after  worldly  joys,  praises  and  quasi  blessings. 
This  should  not  be ;  and  if  every  young  Catholic 
man  and  woman  would  check  as  much  as  possible 
their  desires  for  the  goods  of  this  world,  which  in 
reality  lead  our  souls  to  destruction  and  turn  us 
from  God — it  would  not  be  money,  horses,  carriages, 
silks,  satins,  jewelry,  which  run  off  with  many  a  good 
heart.  Resist  these  things  and  their  influence,  and 
we  shall  aste  such  pure,  real  blessings  as  we  had  not 
even  in  our  most  vivid  imaginings  painted,  or 
dreamed  to  exist.  How  often  do  we  see  what  we 
thought  a  great  trial  prove  to  have  been  one  of 
the  greatest  blessings  which  could  have  befallen  us ! 
But  how,  until  we  knew  the  good  results,  did  we  act 
and  accept  it?  With  repinings  and  complaints 
against,  and  even  to,  God  for  His  unkindness.  Oh, 
ye  of  little  faith !  Trust,  and  we  shall  be  blessed. 


A.  3V  US' A.  11,  S 

OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART. 


At  the  expiration  of  three  months,  during 
which  I  have  had  the  honor  of  being  the  Di- 
rector of  the  Association  of  OnrLady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  Lowe  to  the  dear  Associates 
a  faithful  account  of  the  progress  and  con- 
dition of  the  Association  during  this  short 
period. 

The  Association  has  only  existed  here 
for  three  years,  and  already  its  members  are 
counted  by  thousands.  This  wonderful 
development  has  ever  been  on  the  increase, 
and  for  the  last  three  months  10,000  new 
names  have  been  entered  on  our  register. 
Hundred  of  letters  have  been  sent  to  the 
Secretary  of  the  Association,  all  soliciting 
the  prayers  of  the  Associates  for  temporal 
or  spiritual  favors,  and  not  a  few  acknowl- 
edging and  expressing  gratitude  for  favors 
already  received  through  the  medium  of 
the  Association.  These  are  facts  that 
speak  for  themselves,  and  show  better  than 
words  could  express  how  great  is  the  power 
of  our  sweet  Mother,  and  how  agreeable  to 


God  is-  the  new  title  under  which  she  is 
honored — Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 
Let,  then,  the  Associates  conceive  everyday 
a  greater  confidence  in  Mary.  Let  them 
vie  with  one  another  in  zeal  and  fervor  by 
procuring  new  members  who  may  share 
with  them  the  protection  of  our  heavenly 
Mother,  and  while  trying  to  imitate  her  vir- 
tues let  them  also  pray  for  one  another.  This 
is  the  unspeakable  benefit  of  an  Association : 
that  each  of  its  members  shares  in  the 
prayers  of  all.  How  powerful  before  th.6 
throne  of  Mary  are  the  pious  aspirations  of 
millions  of  hearts  soliciting  their  common 
Mother  to  speak  herself  to  the  Heart  of  her 
Divine  Son,  Jesus ! 

I  would  then  direct  the  Associates  to 
offer  up  every  day  the  Memorare  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  for  all  the  inten- 
tions of  the  Associates.  The  many  letters 
we  receive  from  members  of  the  Associa- 
tion are  so  pressing,  the  object  of  their 
petitions  so  important,  that  we  feel  the  need 
of  being  supported  by  the  prayers  of  all 
the  members.  We  have  here,  it  is  true, 
three  novenas  a  month,  besides  a  Mass 
every  week  for  the  various  intentions  of 
the  Association,  but  how  encouraging  for 
us  would  be  the  thought  that  we  are  sup- 
ported by  thousands  of  pious  children  of 
Mary,  all  soliciting  the  same  favors  we  ask, 
all  pouring  out  their  hearts  in  that  Heart 
of  their  heavenly  Mother,  for  the  common 
wants !  May  God  inspire  all  the  Associates 
with  a  still  more  animated  spirit  of  fer- 
vor!  May  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
take  every  one  of  them  under  her  protec- 
tion !  A.  G. 

In  the  mean  time,  I  recommend  to  the 
prayers  of  the  Association  60  recommend- 
ations for  cpnversion  to  be  effected,  20  cases 
of  sickness,  and  30  spiritual  favors  to  be 
obtained. 


"  IF  we  desire  ourselves  to  enter  one  day 
into  the  community  of  the  Saints,  let  their 
lives  be  the  constant  model  of  ours;  and 
having  before  our  eyes  the  picture  of  such 
high  virtues,  shall  we  not  be  inexcusable 
if  we  live  evil  lives  ?  " — St.  Bernard. 
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THE   POPE. 


BY  MONSEIGNEUR  DE  SEGUR. 


XI. 

Is  THE  GOVERNMENT  OF  THE  POPE  COMPAT- 
IBLE WITH  THE  MARCH  OF  INTELLECT  ? 

And  why  not  ?  Was  it  not  the  Church 
which,  in  the  opinion  of  everyone,  civil- 
ized the  world  and  formed  our  modern  so- 
ciety ?  And  is  not  the  Pope,  the  head  of 
the  Church,  in  a  better  position  than  any 
other  ruler  to  confer  on  his  people  the 
benefits  of  true  civilization? 

If  by  the  march  of  intellect  is  under- 
stood the  development  of  manufactures,  the 
establishment  of  railroads,  steamboats,  the 
extension  of  commerce,  etc.,  the  govern- 
ment of  the  Pope,  far  from  opposing  itself 
to  such  material  improvements,  has  intro- 
duced them  into  the  Roman  States  to  the 
extent  which  it  deems  compatible  with 
the  true  happiness  and  true  prosperity  of 
the  people.  But  if  by  the  march  of  intel- 
lect we  are  to  understand  revolutionary 
ideas,  the  spirit  of  insubordination,  the 
contempt  of  legitimate  authority,  the  lib- 
erty of  saying  and  writing  indiscriminately 
good  and  evil,  falsehood  and  truth,  ortho- 
doxy and  heresy — then,  in  that  case,  I  al- 
low willingly  that  the  government  of  the 
Pope  is  behind  the  age.  But  this  so-called 
progress  is,  in  reality,  a  state  of  decay, 
which  decks  itself  with  pompous  phrases, 
and  prepares  for  the  people  nothing  but 
ruin  and  misfortune. 

The  immutability  of  Catholic  dogma 
offers  no  obstacle  to  true  progress ;  it 
serves  but  to  regulate  it.  It  is  not  the 


immobility  of  the  barrier  which  arrests 
your  impetus,  but  the  parapet  which  pre- 
vents your  going  over  the  precipice. 

The  first  rule  of  the  Pope's  government 
is  the  observance  of  the  law  of  God  and 
respect  for  His  Church.  Viewed  in  this 
point  of  view,  it  is  the  first  government 
in  the  world,  being  at  the  same  time  the 
wisest  and  the  most  enlightened. 

XII. 

CAN   THE   POPE,  WHO  is  ESSENTIALLY  A 
PRIEST,  APPEASE  THE  SPIRIT  OF  RE- 
VOLT BY  ARMED  RESISTANCE? 

It  is  true  that  the  Pope  is  essentially  and 
first  of  all  a  Priest,  and  Sovereign  Pontiff; 
but  he  is  at  the  same  time  king,  and  as 
really  king  as  he  is  Pontiff.  He  combines 
then,  without  confounding  them,  all  the 
essential  rights  of  the  Pontificate  and  all 
the  essential  rights  of  royalty.  As  all 
these  rights  are  legitimate  (otherwise  they 
would  no  longer  be  rights),  he  can  and 
ought  to  exercise  them  all  according  to 
the  necessities  of  his  double  administra- 
tion. 

Why  should  not  then  Pius  IX,  king  of 
a  portion  of  Italy,  exercise  the  legitimate 
rights  of  his  crown,  and  among  others  the 
right  of  defending  it?  Because  he  is  Pope ! 
they  say.  This  is  an  additional  reason  for 
defending  this  crown  bravely,  since  it  is 
the  safeguard  of  an  interest  more  elevated 
than  any  other.  He  would  be  perfectly 
right  in  not  making  war  in  person  ;  but  it 
would  be  a  ridiculous  assertion  to  pretend 
that  he  could  not  send  officers  and_fifildiers 
against  rebels ;  and  if  he 
this  duty  to  the  utmost 
would  be  weakness  and  not 
part.  According  to  this 
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would  he  be  justified  in  sending  gendarmes 
to  a  village  infested  by  robbers  and  assas- 
sins. What,  in  point  of  fact,  is  theexercise 
of  justice  on  the  wicked,  but  the  exercise 
of  kindness  towards  the  good  ?  It  is  a 
fundamental  duty  both  of  kings  and  pas- 
tors. 

But  ought  not  the  Pope  to  avoid  any- 
thing which  might  cast  odium  on  his 
spiritual  ministry  ?  Doubtless  everything 
should  be  avoided,  as  far  as  the  state  of 
things  here  below  will  permit,  which  might 
in  any  way  render  the  ministry  of  souls 
odious  ;  but  care  must  also  be  taken  to 
prevent  the  diminution  of  the  influence  of 
this  divine  ministry,  and  its  discredit  in 
the  eyes  of  the  people  ;  more  especially 
must  we  guard  against  whatever^  might 
hamper  it  to  such  an  extent  as  t?>  rentier 
it  impossible. 

This  is  not,  they  add,  the  spirit  of  the 
Gospel.  Had  our  Lord,  I  would  ask  you, 
the  spirit  of  the  Gospel?  And  do  we  not 
see  Him,  on  a  certain  occasion,  taking 
knotted  cords  to  lash  the  profaners  of  the 
temple  with  the  same  hand  which  was 
wont  to  heal  and  bless  the  wretched  ? 

The  Pope  is  a  father  who  exercises  the 
right  of  justice  in  the  most  legitimate  man- 
ner. Who  thinks  of  laying  cruelty  to  the 
charge  of  a  parent  who  chastises  his  child 
after  having  in  vain  employed  mildness  to 
reduce  him  to  obedience  ? 

XIII. 

CANNOT  ANYONE  BE  A  GOOD  CATHOLIC  AND 

BE  OPPOSED  AT  THE  SAME  TIME  TO  THE 

TEMPORAL  POWER  OF  THE  POPE? 

The  question  is,  to  know  what  is  a  good 
Catholic. 

To  be  a  good  Catholic,  it  is  not  enough 
to  have  religious  sentiments,  to  respect 
religion  as  a  whole,  or  even  to  practice  its 
external  observances ;  it  is  necessary  to 
have,  further,  the  Christian  spirit,  the  Cath- 
olic spirit,  the  spirit  of  submission  to  the 
divine  authority  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff 
and  the  Bishops. 

Our  Lord,  when  assigning  their  mission 
to  Saint  Peter  and  the  Apostles, 'said  to 


them :  "  Whosoever  heareth  you,  heareth 
Me  ;  whosoever  despiseth  you,  despiseth 
Me."  It  is  impossible  to  be  a  Christian 
and  at  the  same  time  to  despise  Jesus 
Christ;  and  in  despising  the  Pastors  of  the 
Church,  in  neglecting  their  teaching,  de- 
cisions and  awards,  we  do  not  despise  a 
human  authority,  but  the  divine  authority 
of  Jesus  Christ. 

Now  the  Church,  united  in  General 
Council  and  assisted  infallibly  by  the. 
Holy  Ghost,  decided,  on  two  different  oc- 
casions, that  the  temporal  States  of  the 
Holy  See  were  sacred  possessions,  and  as 
such  she  protected  them  against  usurpa- 
tion by  fulminating  her  excommunication 
against  every  Christian,  prince  or  subject, 
who  should  dare  to  attack  them  directly 
or  indirectly. 

This  conduct  of  the  Catholic  Church  at 
the  Council  of  Trent  plainly  shows  us 
what  should  be  the  rule  of  our  judgment 
on  this  grave  question,  which  is  so  warmly 
discussed  in  our  own  days.  It  affords  us 
food  for  reflection.  It  is  an  obligation  of 
conscience,  which,  though  not  an  article  of 
faith,  does  not  the  less  exact  obedience — 
and  that  of  a  practical  nature — from  all 
Catholics. 

XIV. 

Is  EXCOMMUNICATION,  THEN,  so  TERRIBLE 
A  THING  ? 

Terrible — most  certainly.  Excommuni- 
cation is  the  sentence  by  which  the  Cath- 
olic Church  casts  from  her  bosom  such 
of  her  members  as  she  deems  unworthy. 

Without  wishing  here  to  enter  on  a 
course  of  canon  law,  I  shall  be  satisfied 
with  stating  that  there  are  two  principal 
kinds  of  excommunication  :  one,  in  which 
the  offender  is  designated  by  name  ;  the 
other,  in  which  he  is  not  so  mentioned. 

Both  of  these  deprive  the  excommuni- 
cated of  any  participation  in  the  Sacra- 
ments, in  the  prayers  and  in  the  life  of  the 
Christian  society;  but  the  external  effects 
of  the  excommunication  by  nante  are  even 
still  more  terrible.  When  a  man  struck 
by  this  sentence  dares  to  enter  a  church, 
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the  temple  sullied  by  his  presence  is,  ow- 
ing to  this  very  fact,  shut  up — so  much 
so  that  in  it  divine  worship  can  -no  more 
be  celebrated  until  the  Bishop  has  per- 
formed in  it  the  ceremonies  of  reconcilia- 
tion. In  addition  to  this,  the  excommu- 
nicated'person  is  deprived  of  Christian 
sepulture  and  buried  like  a  heathen,  and 
after  his  death  it  is  forbidden  to  pro- 
nounce his  name  in  the  public  prayers 
of  the  liturgy.  The  excommunication  by 
name  can  only  be  raised  by  the  Sovereign 
Pontiff,  or  one  specially  delegated  for  that 
purpose  by  him. 

I  ask,  then,  if  there  can  be  anything  more 
terrible  than  excommunication,  to  anyone 
who  retains  a  particle  of  faith  in  his  heart? 

xv. 

Is  NOT  EXCOMMUNICATION  ALTOGETHER  A 
SPIRITUAL  WEAPON  ?     Is  IT  FAIR,  THEN; 

TO  USE  IT  FOR   THE    DEFENCE    OF  A  TEM- 
PORAL INTEREST  ? 

No,  certainly;  spiritual  things  can  never 
be  made  subservient  to  such  as  are  merely 
temporal;  and  the  Church  has  never  availed 
herself  of  her  power  of  excommunication 
solely  to  further  some  human  interest. 

If  the  Church  excommunicates  all  those 
who  violate  the  integrity  of  the  Pontifical 
domain,  it  is  because  she  looks  upon  this 
violation  as  a  direct  attack  on  the  inde- 
pendence of  the  Holy  See,  which  is  an  en- 
tirely spiritual  interest.  The  temporal  do- 
minion of  the  Pope  does  not  admit  of  com- 
parison with  any  other  State  ;  it  is  a  terri- 
tory consecrated  to  the  Church,  and  in- 
vested, so  to  say,  with  a  sacred  and  Cath- 
olic character.  It  is,  par  excellence,  the 
kingdom  of  the  Church  in  this  world, 
and  a  kind  of  new  Holy  Land  glorified  by 
the  new  Jerusalem,  Rome,  the  city  of  the 
Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ,  and  the  capital  of 
the  Christian  world.  Do  you  not  think  it 
very  natural  that  the  Church  should  menace 
with  her  anathemas  all  those  who  strive  to 
shake  an  institution  of  this  nature  ? 

To  continue  our  comparison  of  the  body 
and  the  garment — what  would  you  say,  1 
beg,  if  anyone,  striking  the  cloak  you 


wear,  but  which  is  perfectly  distinct  from 
yourself,  should  blame  you  for  defending 
yourself  to  the  extent  of  your  power? 

Whoever  violates,  in  any  way,  the  tem- 
poral domain  of  the  Popes;  whoever  fa- 
vors, openly  or  secretly,  this  sacrilegious 
violation;  whoever  applauds,  supports  or 
approves  of  it,  whether  by  his  words,  writ- 
ings or  actions,  is  by  the  very  fact  placed 
under  the  ban  of  excommunication,  as  has 
been  expressly  declared  by  Pius  IX,  Vicar 
of  Jesus  Christ ;  and  this  sentence,  ratified 
in  heaven,  is  the  most  legitimate  of  sen- 
tences on  earth. 

XVI. 

IT  IS  SAID  THAT  ONLY  ULTRAMONTANES  AND 
FANATICS  DEFEND  THE  TEMPORAL  POAVER 
OF  THE  POPE  ;  BUT  THAT  ENLIGHTENED 
CATHOLICS  DESIRE  ITS  SUPPRESSION. 

These  enlightened  Catholics  are  the  par- 
ishioners of  Beranger's  good  Cure,  who, 
in  point  of  fact,  was  everything  but  a  good 
Cure. 

If  any  doubt  could  remain  in  the  mind 
of  a  Catholic  with  respect  to  the  necessity 
of  the  temporal  power  of  the  Pope,  would 
not  this  doubt  be  cleared  up — and  that  a 
thousand  times — by  this  simple  considera- 
tion, that  all  unbelievers,  all  impious  per- 
sons, all  socialists,  all  heretics,  in  a  word, 
all  the  enemies  of  the  Church,  band  to- 
gether to  make  this  power  the  object  of 
their  attack?  So  the  Bishops,  who  are 
the  representatives  of  Catholicism,  are  all 
unanimous  on  this  question.  In  opposi- 
tion to  such  harmony  of  views,  who  is  the 
Catholic  who  would  not  fear  to  ally  him- 
self to  the  opposite  party  ? 

Fanatics,  ultramontanes,  obscurantists, 
etc.,  these  are  high-sounding  words,  which 
deceive  the  people,  but  which,  in  the  mouth 
of  the  enemies  of  the  Church,  signify  sim- 
ply— Christians. 

We  are  Catholics:  that  is  to  say,  chil- 
dren of  the  Church,  spiritual  sons  of  the 
Pope ;  when  our  Father  is  attacked,  we 
all  close  our  ranks  around  him,  and  are 
ready  to  die  in  his  defence.  If  that  is 
what  they  call  "  ultraniontanism,"  be  it 
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so  !  We  are  all  ultramontanes — archbish- 
ops, bishops,  priests,  laics ;  we  love  the 
Pope,  who  is  ultramontane,  that  is  to  say  at 
Rome,  beyond  the  mountains,  ultra  monies. 
Intolerant  and  blind  fanaticism  exists  in 
reality  only  among  our  enemies,  and  it  is 
one  of  their  most  ordinary  tactics  to  charge 
us  with  the  excesses  of  which  they  them- 
selves are  guilty. 

XVII. 

Do  CATHOLICS,  IN  DEFENDING  THE  TEMPO- 
RAL POWER  OF  THE  POPE,  MIX  THEM- 
SELVES UP  WITH  POLITICS? 

No ;  they  defend  a  purely  religious  in- 
terest. There  are,  I  know,  some  politi- 
cians who  are  fond  of  disguising,  as  they 
say,  their  political  passions  under  >the  sa- 
cred mantle  of  religion.  Men  of  tnat  kind 
pursue  their  political  schemes,,  while  ap- 
pearing to  treat  of  religious  questions. 
But  such  is  not  the  case  with  the  Catholic 
episcopacy,  the  clergy  and  the  faithful, 
who  throughout  Europe  rise,  and  will 
always  rise,  as  one  man  to  defend  the  Holy 
See  and  its  liberty. 

Profligate  journals  would  gladly  mislead 
public  opinion  on  this  point;  but  we  know 
what  our  opinion  should  be;  and  it  requires 
no  great  penetration  of  mind  to  under- 
stand that  behind  this  question,  apparently 
entirely  political,  is  concealed  the  great 
and  imposing  question  of  the  religious  in- 
dependence of  the  Church  and  of  her  head. 

Religion,  it  is  true,  touches  here  on  pol- 
itics, but  only  in  the  point  of  view  refer- 
ring to  faith,  conscience,  the  rights  of 
Catholicism,  and  the  interests  of  the  Chris- 
tian world.  Religion  touches  on  all  these 
matters  in  this  direction ;  and  very  natu- 
rally so,  since  everything  depends  upon 
God — and  it  is  the  mission  of  the  Church 
to  make  known  to  man  the  will  of  God. 
In  every  age,  and  without  quitting  her 
own  proper  sphere,  the  Church  has  exer- 
cised this  right,  which  is  at  the  same 
time  her  duty.  It  is  the  will  of  God  that 
the  powers  of  this  world  should  respect 
the  Pope  and  all  his  rights;  whoever  med- 
dles with  the  Pope  is  lost. 


Our  Bishops  and  priests,  then,  are  ac- 
cused wrongfully  of  interfering  in  matters 
which  do  not  concern  them,  when  they 
defend,  together  with  the  temporal  power 
of  the  Pope,  the  sacred  cause  of  Catholic 
liberty. 


The  Wife's  Crucifix. 


FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  LAMARTINE.  * 


Dear  token,  left  me  with  her  dying  breath, 

Her  last  farewell,  and  fainting  faltering  word, 
Twice  sacred  relic  from  the  hand  of  Death, 
And  image  of  my  Lord ! 

How  oft  my  tears  have  steep'd  Thy  sacred  Form 
Since  that  dark  moment,  now  so  long  gone  by, 
My  trembling  hands  received  thee,  freshly  warm 
With  her  last  hallowing  sigh. 

The  holy  tapers  shed  a  feeble  light, 

The  Priest  was  murmuring  requiems  low  and  deep, 
Like  plaintive  songs  by  mother  breathed  at  night 
To  soothe  an  infant's  sleep. 

Of  holy  faith  her  brow  retained  the  trace  : 
That  beauty  too  divine  and  pure  to  die, 
Death,  as  he  pass'd,  left  stamped  upon  her  face — 
Left,  too,  his  majesty  ! 

The  breeze  that  waved  her  floating  ringlets'  gloom, 
/  At  times  her  features  veiled,  at  times  display'd, 
As  we  see  hanging  o'er  a  marble  tomb 
The  cypress  with  its  shade. 

One  arm  was  drooping  from  the  funeral  couch, 

The  other,  gently  folded  on  her  breast, 
Seemed  still  to  clasp  with  fond  and  lingering  touch 
The  Saviour's  image  blest. 

Her  lips  once  more  to  press  the  Form  had  sought, 

But  in  that  holy  kiss  her  spirit  passed, 
As  alight  perfume  that  the  flame  has  caught 
Ere  wafted  by  the  blast. 

Then  silence  reigned  upon  her  features  pale, 

The  breath  in  her  cold  bosom  stirred  no  more, 
And  o'er  her  eyes  their  curtain's  snowy  veil 
A  dreamy  stillness  wore. 

And  I,  while  nameless  terrors  hushed  my  breath, 
Dared  not  approach  the  soul's  forsaken  shrine, 
As  if  the  speechless  dignity  of  death 
Had  rendered  it  divine. 


*  In  the  account  of  the  death  of  this  poet,  an  interesting  men- 
tion is  made  of  the  cross  which  he  continually  wore,  and  which 
inspired  the  poem. 
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The  Priest  read  well  that  agonizing  look — 
"Hope  and  remembrance  yet  with  thee  may 

dwell," 

He  said,  as  from  her  hand  the  cross  he  took, 
"My  son,  preserve  them  well!" 

Yes,  mournful  heritage,  thou  shalt  remain ; 

Seven  times  the  tree  that  on  her  tomb  I  set 
Has  lost  its  foliage,  and  has  bloomed  again, 
But  thou  art  with  me  yet. 

Pkced  on  this  heart,  where  all  but  woe  is  dead, 

Thou  hast  defended  it  from  many  a  storm, 
And  drop  by  drop  my  eyes  their  grief  have  shed 
Upon  the  Holy  Form. 

Last  confidant  of  spirits  heavenward  bound, 

Come  rest  upon  my  heart  and  breathe  to  me, 
The  words  she  uttered  when  their  feeble  soXmd 
Was  only  heard  by  thee. 

In  that  dim  hour,  when  the  departing  soul 

Hid  by  the  veil  that  thickens  o'er  her  view, 
Retiring  'mid  the  shades  that  deeper  roll, 
Scarce  hears  the  last  adieu ! 

"When  floating  vaguely  betwixt  life  and  death, 
Like  the  ripe  fruit  suspended  from  the  tree, 
The  spirit  hovers,  trembling  at  each  breath 
Over  eternity. 

When  the  sad  harmonies  of  tears  and  prayer 

No  longer  on  the  clouded  mind  descend, 
Press'd  to  the  dying  lips  Thou  still  art  there, 
Thou  true  and  faithful  friend ! 

To  raise  those  faltering  thoughts  from  earth  to 

Heaven, 

To  clear  the  terrors  of  the  thorny  way, 
Divine  Consoler,  for  our  comfort  given, 
Reveal,  what  dost  thou  say  ? 

Thou  kuowest  Death,  tears  from  Thy  sacred  Eye, 
On  those  dark  nights  when  Thou  didst  pray  in 

pain, 

Have  bathed  the  olives  of  Gethseinani 
From  eve  to  morn  again. 

And  when  Thy  lifedrops  on  the  Cross  did  flow, 
Earth  mourned,  Thy  Mother  wept,  but  could  not 

save, 

Like  us,  Thou  left'st  Thy  Heart's  best  friends  below, 
Thy  body  to  the  grave. 

Oh,  may  my  weakness  by  that  Death  divine 

Yield  on  Thy  Breast  the  agonizing  sigh, 
When  comes  my  hour,  oh,  then  remember  Thine, 
Thou,  who  didst  deign  to  die ! 

And  I  will  seek  the  spot  where  she  I  love 

Breath'd  out  her  last  adieu  upon  Thy  feet : 
Her  soul  shall  guide  my  soul  to  realms  above, 
By  the  same  God  to  meet. 


Oh !  then  when  stretched  upon  my  dying  bed, 
Serene,  though  mournful,  calmly  standing  by, 
May  some  lov'd  one  receive,  when  I  am  fled, 
The  sacred  legacy. 

Her  sorrows  soothe,  her  wavering  faith  sustain, 
And  hallowed  by  the  spell  of  memories  flown 
From  those  that  part  to  those  that  here  remain, 
Oh!  mayest  thou  still  pass  on — 

Till  the  Last  Trumpet  to  destruction  deep 

Shall  doom  the  quaking  Earth,  the  roaring  Flood, 
And  wake  the  blest,  who  in  the  shadow  sleep 
Of  the  Eternal  Rood! 

— The  Month. 


Vocations  and  Schools. 


There  is  much  talk  at  the  present  time 
about  the  system  of  common  schools  in 
this  country;  and,  as  is  usual  with  the  ad- 
versaries of  the  Catholic  Church,  the  views 
of  Catholics  as  well  as  the  doctrine  of  the 
Church  on  this  subject  have  been  greatly 
misrepresented.  This  need  not  surprise 
us,  if  we  consider  that  the  adversaries  of 
the  Church  could  have  nothing  to  say 
against  us  if  they  did  not  misrepresent 
our  demands — for  the  demands  are  just, 
and  our  opponents  are  too  wily  to  deny 
justice  openly;  they  therefore  pass  over 
what  we  really  do  ask,  and  accuse  us  of 
asking  something  else. 

They  say  we  wish  to  do  away  with  com- 
mon-school education.  We  do  not;  on 
the  contrary,  while  we  have  to  bear  the 
expense  of  a  system  which  we  cannot  ap- 
prove and  by  which  we  cannot  profit,  we 
support  another  system  of  our  own — a 
system  which,  with  all  the  disadvantages 
of  want  of  funds,  produces  better  schools 
than  the  law-established  system  can  with 
its  great  pecuniary  advantages,  derived 
from  taxes  paid  by  Methodists  and  Pres- 
byterians as  well  as  by  Catholics — all  of 
which  denominations  contain  many  mem- 
bers who  cannot  conscientiously  send  their 
children  to  the  common  schools  as  now 
conducted. 

They  say  we  want  the  Bible  excluded 
from  the  schools.  This  is  not  true.  We 
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would  prefer  that  the  Bible  should  be  kept 
with  more  respect  than  to  be  held  as  a 
common  school-book,  huddled  away  in  a 
desk  crowded  with  dog-eared  class  books, 
dime  novels,  if  not  worse  books,  and  other 
trumpery  that  is  frequently  found  in  boys' 
desks.  We  would  prefer  to  have  selec- 
tions made  of  the  gospels  and  epistles  of 
the  Sundays,  for  example, — and  to  have 
the  events  related  in  the  Bible  put  in  an 
agreeable  style,  in  the  form  of  a  Bible 
History — like  the  one  published  by  the 
Messrs.  Benziger,  or  by  Messrs.  Murphy 
&  Co.  But  we  do  not  object  to  others 
using  the  Bible,  so  they  do  not  force  us  to 
use  it  in  a  manner  we  do  not  approve,  or 
to  use  a  garbled  edition. 

What  we  object  to  is  not  the  sehools, 
but  the  present  tyrannical  and  oppressive 
system,  which  obliges  us  to  pay  for  the 
erection  of  big  school-houses  we  cannot 
use,  and  for  the  support  of  teachers  to 
whom  we  cannot  confide  our  children. 

We  have  no  intention  of  entering  upon 
the  merits  of  this  subject ;  indeed  it  was 
only  by  association  of  ideas  that  we  wrote 
the  above.  We  had  been  looking  over  a 
little  book  containing  the  life  of  a  young 
man  who,  before  he  attained  the  age  of 
thirty  years,  gained  the  crown  of  martyr- 
dom. And  we  thought :  How  many  vo- 
cations to  high  and  noble  actions  have 
been  frustrated  by  the*  system  of  Common 
Schools,  by  law  established  in  this  unfor- 
tunate God-forsaken  land  !  The  enemy  of 
God  and  of  man  could  not  himself  have 
matured  a  better  plan  to  kill  all  holy  and 
lofty  aspirations  in  the  souls  of  Christian 
youth,  than  the  one  made  to  his  hand  by 
men  many  of  whom  no  doubt  were  sincere 
in  their  intentions  to  benefit  the  people  of 
this  country.  We  by  no  means  impute 
evil  designs  to  all  who  favor  the  pres- 
ent system  of  Common  Schools :  nay,  we 
go  so  far  as  to  admit  that  many  who  openly 
profess  infidelity  suppose  that  they  are 
conferring  a  benefit  on  their  country  by 
excluding  God,  and  all  things  relating  to 
God,  from  the  schools ;  but  they  are  none 
the  less  wofully  mistaken,  and  have  played 


into  the  hands  of  the  enemy  of  the  human 
race. 

The  life  we  refer  to  is  that  of  HENRY 
DORIE,  a  name  that  should  become  a  house- 
hold word  in  every  Catholic  family ;  and 
though  few,  most  likely  not  one,  of  the 
present  rising  generation  of  young  Amer- 
icans will  have  the  honor  of  dying  for  the 
faith  of  Christ,  yet  what  an  improvement 
would  it  not  be  on  the  kind  of  boys  and 
girls,  young  men  and  women,  we  now  have,  • 
if  they  had  something  more  of  the  holy 
desires,  of  the  lofty  aim,  of  the  holy  life  of 
Henry  Dorie. 

The  whole  came  out  so  plain  and  palpa- 
ble, as  we  read,  that  Henry  Dorie  owed 
the  fulfilment  of  his  high  vocation  to  a 
course  of  training  which  could  not  be 
found  in  our  Common  Schools,  that  we 
could  not  help  speaking  of  them  in  con- 
nection with  him  whom  we  present  to  the 
admiration  and  imitation  of  our  children 
and  young  Catholics. 

There  is  no  shame,  certainly,  attached 
to  the  ambition  which  fills  the  breasts  of 
the  vast  majority  of  the  lads  and  young  men 
around  us.  The  desire  of  making  a  for- 
tune, of  gaining  a  name  and  fame  in  his 
native  village  or  State,  may  be  praisewor- 
thy in  most  cases;  for  in  most  cases  they 
are  not  called  by  God  to  do  any  more. 
The  world  is  made  of  all  kinds  of  men, 
and  the  rank  and  file  must  of  necessity 
form  the  bulk ;  but  is  it  not  deplorable  that 
nothing  higher  is  presented  to  those  who 
have  received  noble  and  generous  souls, 
and  who  with  proper  education  would  be 
developed  into  brave  apostles,  ready  to  live 
and  die  for  God — ready,  eager,  like  Henry 
Doric,  to  lay  down  their  life  for  Christ's 
dear  sake?  You,  dear  reader,  doubtless 
know  in  the  circle  of  your  acquaintance — 
perhaps  among  your  relations — talented 
young  men,  full  of  the  generosity  of  youth, 
who  would  willingly  and  cheerfully  make 
great  sacrifices  of  ease  and  comfort,  of 
money  and  time,  for  the  sake  of  their  pa- 
rents, of  their  friends — or  for  their  coun- 
try's sake — had  they  the  opportunity.  Cer- 
tainly we  have  seen  examples  of  this  in 
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the  late  war,  amid  the  selfishness  displayed 
by  many  more.  And  yet,  are  you  not 
convinced  that  those  same  young  men 
would  laugh  at  the  idea  of  making  a  sac- 
rifice for  God's  sake?  They  would  simply 
not  know  what  you  meant.  And  if  you 
were,  by  way  of  illustrating  your  mean- 
ing, to  tell  them  of  a  rich  young  noble- 
man, having  it  in  his  power  to  aspire  with 
certainty  of  success  to  the  honors  of  the 
first  Court  of  Europe,  who  gave  up  his 
riches  and  his  future  hope  of  worldly  ad- 
vancement, to  enter  a  Religious  Order — 
like  St.  Aloysius — and  pass  his  time  in 
instructing  ragged  little  boys  in  their  Cat- 
echism, they  would  say  he  was  "  crazy," 
and  did  not  know  what  he  was  about. 
They  would  pass  the  same  judgment  on 
the- celebrated  writer  Gerald  Griffin,  who 
in  the  height  of  his  fame  and  full  vigor. 
of  manhood  joined  the  Christian  Broth- 
ers and  devoted  his  life  to  teaching  boys 
in  the  Christian  Schools.  And  were  you 
to  go  still  farther,  and  bring  forward  that 
scene  which  took  place,  more  than  eigh- 
teen centuries  ago,  between  the  God-Man 
and  the  rich  young  man,  they  would  have, 
perhaps,  grace  enough  and  sufficient  re- 
spect for  our  Divine  Redeemer  not  to  say 
that  He  was  "  foolish,"  or  "  crazy ,^^^^n 
He  advised  the  rich  young  man  to  sell  ail 
he  had  and  give  the  price  to  the  poor,  and 
then,  having  made  himself  poor,  to  take 
up  the  cross  and  follow  the  Divine  Teach- 
er who  w'as  addressing  him ; — they  would 
not,  most  likely,  actually  condemn  in 
words  the  advice  of  our  Blessed  Lord,  but 
they  would,  just  as  likely,  approve  the  con- 
duct of  the  young  man,  who  found  the  ad- 
vice too  difficult  for  him  to  follow,  and 
who  went  away. 

Perhaps  you,  dear  reader,  would  approve 
his  conduct  too !  It  is  this  total  lack  of  ap- 
preciation of  noble  motives,  this  thoroughly 
worldly,  or  Pagan,  estimate  of  what  is  great 
and  what  is  low,  that  is  fostered  by  the 
present  system  of  common  "schools.  We 
do  not  now  refer  to  the  many  who  lose  their 
faith  entirely,  after  their  moral  character 
had  been  tainted,  perhaps  ruined ;  but  to 


those  who  have  preserved^  their  faith,  or  a 
semblance  of  faith,  and  yet  whose  minds 
are  thoroughly  imbued  with  those  Pagan 
Ideas  about  riches  and  poverty,  authority 
and  independence,  and  who  practically 
despise  the  maxims  of  Jesus  Christ,  think 
themselves  "  up  to  the  times,"  "  enlight- 
ened," "  liberal,"  when  they  follow  the 
example  of  the  Pagans  of  old,  and  of  non- 
Catholics  in  all  ages — to  whom  the  cross  is 
a  folly  and  a  stumbling  block, — and  tacitly 
or  outspokenly  disapprove  of  what  the 
Church  of  Christ,  of  which  they  profess  to 
be  members,  most  highly  commends.  They 
"cannot  understand  this  thing  of  joining  a 
Religious  Order, — renouncing  all  property, 
and  many  of  the  pleasures  that  are  lawful, 
and  one's  own  will."  This  going  as  a 
missionary  to  far-off  lands,  and  suffering 
so  much,  even  death,  to  convert  a  lot  of 
heathens,  may  all  be  fine  enough ;  but  they 
beg  to  be  excused  from  giving  counte- 
nance to  such  folly.  They  "maintain  that 
it  is  a  shame,  and  very  imprudent  too,  for 
young  ladies — girls,  in  fact,  who  don't 
know  their  own  mind — to  enter  a  convent 
before  they  have  seen  the  world."  We 
need  not  weary  the  readers  of  AVE  MARIA 
by  giving  more  examples  of  these  outcrop- 
pings  of  Pagan  thought  that  must  neces- 
sarily take  possession  of  those  unfortunate 
Catholics  who  have  passed  their  schooldays 
in  the  totally  heathen,  or  else  intensely  Pro- 
testant, atmosphere  of  the  common  schools. 

We  do  not  assert  that  there  are  no  other 
causes  of  this  Pagan  estimate  of  Catholic 
life  and  Catholic  practices. 

We  wish  to  impress  on  our  readers  that 
these  schools  are  one  great  source  of  it. 

The  advocates  of  the  system,  far  from 
denying  this,  actually  glory  in  the  fact. 
What  we  wish  now  to  call  your  attention 
to,  is  that  many  vocations  are  frustrated 
by  this  system,  and  by  the  wm-ldly,  Pagan 
spirit  engendered  by  it. 

Alas,  poor  mother !  your  little  boy  shows 
marks  of  great  talents — he  really  has  them, 
— it  is  not  maternal  affection  only  that 
makes  you  think  so.  You  send  him  to  the 
common  school.  He  learns  well:  his 


672 


AVE      MARIA. 


mind  is  in  full  activity;  his  brain  is  in 
seething  action.  He  is  first  in  all  his 
classes.  For  a  while,  your  good  influence 
has  power  over  him:  he  is  still  a  pious  lad. 
By-and-by  he  is  promoted  to  the  High 
School.  He  increases  in  age.  He  con- 
tinues to  be  successful,  for  he  has  real 
ability.  All  this  while  he  hears  nothing 
in  the  school  about  God,  about  his  duties 
to  God.  He  hears  nothing  of  his  glorious 
Church,  of  her  saints,  her  grand  confessors 
of  the  faith,  her  martyrs,  her  pure  and  holy 
virgins, — nothing  of  the  Mother  of  God, — 
nothing  of  the  more  perfect  life  of  the  Re- 
ligious in  his  monastery,  nothing  of  the 
high  calling  to  be  a  priest  of  God.  'Tis 
true  when  very  young  you  spoke  to  him 
of  these  things,  and  he  took  delight  in 
listening  to  legends  of  the  saints;  he  re- 
joiced your  maternal  heart  with  his  in- 
nocent, childish,  yet  earnest  aud  sincere 
assurance  that  he  "would  be  a  priest." 
You  silently  prayed  in  your  heart  that  he 
might,  and  you  thought  to  yourself  "  what 
a  smart,  learned  priest  he  will  be."  But, 
now  those  things  are  forgotten  by  him,  or 
remembered  only  to  be  ashamed  of.  Noth- 
ing is  said  in  class  about  the  Church,  per- 
haps; but  the  sneer  of  his  companions 
at  the  "  Papists,"  the  mocking  allusion  to 
the  ceremonies  of  the  Church,  the  ridicu- 
lous pantomiming  the  sign  of  the  cross ; 
the  insults,  sometimes  covert,  sometimes 
gross  and  open,  against  the  most  holy 
doctrines  of  the  Church — all  these  repeated 
day  after  day — have  their  effect,  and  your 
poor  boy  comes  out  of  the  school  to  begin 
life — a  smart  boy,  well  up  in  the  branches 
taught,  but  without  faith,  or  with  faith 
sadly  weakened,  so  sadly  that  a  long  life 
fails  to  make  it  strong  again.  We  do  not 
speak  of  his  morals  ;  we  suppose  that,  by 
a  miracle  as  it  were,  he  escaped  with 
shaken  faitb|rbut  with  an  innocent  heart. 
Is  not  even  this  sad  ?  your  boy  might  have 
been  destined  to  be  the  great  regenerator 
of  his  country — a  zealous  missionary,  or 
hard-working  Bishop,  who  would  have  con- 
verted thousands  to  the  true  faith. 

Is  it  an   improbability  to  assert  that 


among  the  thousands  who  have  lost  their 
faith  entirely — or  who,  retaining  it,  have 
lost  Catholic  tone  and  Catholic  feeling — 
there  are  those  who  were  destined  by  God 
to  be  the  means  of  salvation  to  many? 
that  there  are  those  who  have  lost  their 
vocation  to  the  priesthood,  to  the  religious 
life — and  that  consequently  the  conversion 
of  the  country  has  been  greatly  retarded  ? 
— that  many  have  been  lost  who  would 
have  been  saved  ? 

These  are  sad  considerations,  and  yet 
true.  Our  duty,  as  Catholics,  is  to  avoid 
this  open  and  palpable  snare  that  is  pro- 
fessedly placed  for  our  children ;  and,  by 
supporting  schools  of  our  own,  to  have 
them  as  aids  to  help  parents  and  the  priest 
to  educate  Catholic  children — mind,  heart, 
and  soul. 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BY   MKS.    ANNA   H.    DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

HOW  THE  CLOUD  PASSED  AWAY  AND  THE 
LIGHT  SHONE. 

"  Yes,  Hope,  your  mother  is  quite  out  of 
;j;er.  Give  her  some  broiled  chicken 
to-day,  and  a  slice  of  toast  with  her  tea. 
But  she  mustn't  eat  too  much  at  a  time, — 
mind  that !  People  who  are  getting  over 
a  low  fever  never  know  when  they  have 
enough,"  said  the  doctor,  one  morning  as 
he  was  going  away. 

"  I'll  feed  her  like  a  motherless  bird," 
answered  Hope,  laughing.  "  Indeed,  doc- 
tor, I  am  so  happy  and  thankful  I  don't 
know  what  to  do  with  myself.  Under 
God,  your  skill  and  attention  have  saved 
my  mother's  life." 

"  Well,  I  don't  know  about  that.  You 
mother  has  a  pretty  tough  constitution  of 
her  own  to  begin  with.  But  I  had  no  hope 
of  her  at  one  time,  I  assure  you  ;  she  was 
pretty  nigh  gone,  and  I  did  nothing  but 
come  and  look  at  her,  and  feel  her  pulse, 
for  three  days.  It  was  her  tough  consti- 
tution brought  her  through." 
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"  And,"  thought  Hope,  "  the  compas- 
sion of  God,  in  answer  to  our  prayers." 
But  she  kept  her  thoughts  to  herself,  for 
the  old  doctor,  who  had  got  his  diploma  in 
Paris,  was  very  atheistical  in  his  notions, 
and  would  not  have  understood  her. 

"  And  see  here,  Hope,"  he  said,  with 
one  foot  in  the  stirrup,  "  I  think  you  might 
fix  some  pillows  and  blankets  on  that 
lounge  in  your  mother's  room,  and  let  your 
father  and  Nick  lift  her  very  gently  and 
lay  her  upon  it.  It  will  rel3t  and  refresh 
her.  And  remember  :  she's  not  to  be  ex- 
cited about  anything  at  all.  Good  day." 

It  was  a  happy  day  for  the  Flemmings, 
and  fervent  were  the  thanks  which  they 
offered  Almighty  God  for  the  restoration 
of  the  beloved  one.  They  gathered  around 
her,  as  she  lay  upon  the  lounge,  as  white  as 
the  pillows  on  which  she  reposed,  and  so 
feeble  that  she  could  only  speak  in  whispers, 
and  thought  that  she  was  the  loveliest  and 
most  precious  sight  on  earth.  A  bright 
fire  crackled  and  blazed  merrily  on  the  red 
hearth,  and  the  sun  shone  warmly  through 
the  white  curtains,  making  arabesque  shad- 
ows of  the  leafless  boughs  of  the  old  elms 
upon  them.  Reuben,  in  a  quiet  transport, 
had  cuddled  himself  upon  the  floor  close 
beside  his  mother — his  head  re  sting  against 
the  lounge,  his  hand  clasping  hers,  which 
every  now  and  then  he  softly  kissed,  look- 
ing supremely  happy.  Her  eyes  full  of 
patient  love  followed  her  dear  ones  as  they 
moved  to  and  fro  about  the  room,  watch- 
ing their  incomings  and  outgoings — glad 
when  they  came,  and  looking  after  them 
with  wistful,  tender  glances  when  they 
went.  There  was  a  look  of  deep,  placid 
content  in  her  face,  a  sort  of  spiritualized 
expression,  which  seemed  to  come  from 
some  higher  cause  than  the  healthful  reac- 
tion of  the  vital  forces.  Hope  and  Eva 
had  noticed,  since  their  mother  had  recov- 
ered her  consciousness,  that  she  would 
sometimes  lay  with  her  eyes  closed,  her 
hands  folded  on  her  breast,  and  her  lips 
moving  as  if  in  prayer.  There  had  been 
no  hour  of  the  day  or  night  while  she  lay 
helpless  and  unconscious,  that  prayers, 


with  the  silent  appeal  of  tears,  were  not 
offered  to  heaven  for  her ;  there  was  not 
an  hour  of  the  day  or  night  now  that  they 
did  not  offer  thanks,  and  pray  for  her  con- 
version to  the  True  Faith. 

One  evening  Wolfert  Flemming  sat  alone 
with  her.  The  night  shadows  had  crept 
into  the  room,  and  the  firelight  played 
upon  the  wall  in  grotesque  forms,  flickering 
up  and  down  like  the  figures  of  an  elfin 
dance.  He  thought  she  was  sleeping — 
she  lay  so  quiet ;  but  when  he  closed  his 
book  and  looked  towards  her,  he  observed 
her  lips  moving  and  her  hands  folded  in  an 
attitude  of  prayer.  Presently  she  opened 
her  eyes, — and,  seeing  him  standing  there, 
smiled  and  held  out  her  hand. 

"Mother,"  he  said  very  gently,  as  he 
drew  his  chair  close  to  her  bedside  and 
held  her  attenuated  hand  in  his,  "  would  it 
be  a  comfort  to  you  to  see  the  minister  ? 
If  it  will,  I  will  go  for  him  now:" 

"  No,"  she  answered,  after  a  pause,  in 
which  it  was  evident  that  a  struggle  was 
going  on  in  her  mind  ;  "  no,  I  am  going 
to  tell  you  something  that  will  surprise 
you." 

"  Had  you  not  better  wait  until  you  get 
stronger  ?"  he  asked. 

"No  ;  it  will  do  me  good  to  relieve  my 
mind.  I  shall  never  get  stronger  with  this 
weighing  on  me  as  it  does,"  she  replied. 

"  I  hope  I  may  be  able  to  help  you,  dear 
wife,"  he  answered.  "  What  is  it  that  you 
wish  to  tell  me?" 

"  You  know,  father,"  she  began,  "  what 
a  bitter  trial  your  change  of  religion  was 
to  me,  and  how  deeply  grieved  I  was  that 
Eva  and  Hope  should  have  followed  your 
example — how  angry  and  disappointed 
when  they  ruined  their  earthly  prospects 
for  the  sake  of  a  religion  which  I  thought 
worse  than  idolatrous." 

"  Yes,  mother.  You  should  have  been 
spared  it  all,  if  the  issue  had  been  a  merely 
earthly  one  ;  there's  no  sacrifice  that  I  and 
your  children  would  not  have  made  to 
spare  you  a  single  unnecessary  pang ;  but 
this  was  an  affair  upon  which  the  salva- 
tion of  our  souls  depended, — an  affair  which 
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lay  between  Almighty  God  and  our  own 
souls  for  all  eternity,"  he  answered  in  low 
earnest  tones. 

"I  know  it;  I  know  it  now,"  replied 
Mrs.  Fleraming  with  quivering  lips.  "  It 
caused  me  such  suffering  of  mind  as  I  had 
never  imagined,  and  the  unchristian  treat- 
ment you  received  at  the  hands  of  those 
who  had  been  your  friends  and  brethren 
was  like  gall  and  wormwood  added  to  it. 
Then  I  began  to  contrast  the  patient  firm- 
ness, the  cheerful  humility  and  deep  faith 
of  you  Catholics,  with  the  fierce,  unrelent- 
ing, persecuting  spirit  of  the  people  of  my 
own  sect.  And  through  it  all  I  wa& 
troubled  about  our  Saviour's  words  con- 
cerning the  Bread  of  Life.  I  tried  to  stop 

thinking  about  it — but  could  not.  x  Hav- 

0 

ing  got  this  far,  I  began  to  read  your  Cath- 
olic books  by  stealth,  and  my  mind  got  so 
torn  and  tossed  between  my  pride  and  my 
conscience,  that  I  used  to  think  sometimes 
that  I  was  going  stark  crazy.  Then  one 
night  I  was  going  past  that  room — Eva's 
room — and  heard  you,  as  I  thought,  pray- 
ing. I  stood  at  the  door  and  listened,  and 
heard  every  word  that  you  and  Eva  said 
about  the  Mother  of 'Jesus;  and  oh,  hus- 
band, it  never  left  me  an  instant,  but  kept 
going  on,  and  on,  and  on,  in  my  mind,  day 
and  night,  waking  and  sleeping.  I  had 
been  more  than  usually  exercised  the  day 
the  ceiling  fell.  You  know  I  was  at  the 
door,  speaking  to  Eva,  when  it  gave  way; 
and  as  it  came  crashing  down  I  thought  I 
saw  the  image  suddenly  grow  large  and 
bright,  and  stretch  out  its  arms  to  save  her. 
But  that  was  owing,  I  guess,  to  the  excited 
state  of  my  mind,  and  the  terrible,  terrible 
fright !  An  hour  or  two  afterwards  I  fell 
ill,  and  began  to  dream  of  her, — and  I  kept 
on  dreaming  and  dreaming  constantly  about 
her.  It  seemed  to  me  that  she  was  always 
standing  by  me,  and  told  me  that  she  had 
promised  Eva  .to  take  care  of  me.  But  I 
was  afraid  of  her :  she  was  '  as  bright  as 
the  sun,  as  fair  as  .the  moon,  and  as  terrible 
as  an  army  in  array.'  The  books  I  have 
read,  and  your  example — oh,  husband ! — I 
am  vanquished  !  I  give  up  !  All  that  you 


believe  I  believe.  Take  me  with  you  into 
the  fold  of  Faith,  for  I  have  been  like  one 
lost  in  the  wilderness." 

"  Oh,  my  God  !"  murmured  the  man, 
almost  overcome,  "  how  can  1  thank  Thee 
for  this?"  This  answer  to  his  prayers  for 
her  was  so  unexpected,  full  and  complete, 
that  he  was  filled  with  a  joy  akin  to  awe  1 
He  covered  his  face  with  his  hands  and 
bowed  his  head,  and  what  passed  in  his 
soul  was  known  only  to  Him  by  whose 
grace  salvatioti  had  come  to  him  and  his 
household. 

"  Wife,  this  is  good  news;  the  very  best 
I  ever  heard  in  my  life,"  he  said  at  last. 

"  Help  me,  and  pray  for  me,"  said  Mrs. 
Flemming.  I  have  been  wishing  to  tell 
you,  but  was  too  weak." 

"  Truly  are  we  united  now,  in  one  faith 
and  one  hope  ;  together,  dear  wife,  we  will 
work  out  our  salvation ;  and  together,  I 
hope  ere  long,  we,  with  our  children,  will 
be  received  into  the  One  True  Fold,  and 
partake  of  the  Bread  of  Eternal  Life.  Oh, 
wife  !  this  moment  foreshadows  heaven  !" 
exclaimed  Wolfert  Flemming,  full  of  a 
profound  emotion  in  which  adoration  and 
thanksgiving  were  so  blended  that  earthly 
language  could  not  express  it. 
/  I  will  leave  it  to  you  to  imagine  the  joy 
of  Mrs.  Flemming's  children  when  their 
father  related  to  them  what  I  have  related 
to  you.  Truly  did  they  realize  upon  earth 
the  joy  of  the  angels  in  heaven  over  a  res- 
cued soul ! 

One  day,  the  very  day  before  the  note 
fell  due,  Nicholas  Flemming  came  home 
from  Wier's  Landing,  where  he  had  been 
on  an  unsuccessful  errand  to  raise  money 
on  the  quarry,  and  brought  in  two  letters 
from  the  post-office — one  for  his  father, 
and  one  for  Reuben.  Eva  was  up  stairs 
with  her  mother;  Hope  and  Hulda  Sneath- 
en  were  sitting  together,  talking  and  sew- 
ing by  the  bright  firelight;  Wolfert  Flem- 
ming was  reading  in  his  old  Lutheran  Bi- 
ble the  psalms  of  David,  while  Reuben, 
at  his  side,  was  poring  over  the  less  ex- 
alted strains  of  "Tommy  Moore." 

"  Here's  a  letter  for   you,    father,  and 


A  V  E     MARIA 


675 


here's  one  for  you,  Ruby,  from  your  friend, 
Patrick  McCue.  How  do  you  do,  Hulda? 
I'd  like  some  supper,  Hope ;  I'm  half  fam- 
ished." It  was  clear  that  Nick  was  in  a 
disagreeable  humor,  and  Hope  bestirred 
herself  to  mrke  him  comfortable  as  quickly 
as  possible.  Hulda  looked  frightened,  but 
not  at  Nick's  grimness  ;  she  was  watching 
Wolfert  Flemming  as  he  turned  the  letter 
over,  held  it  up  to  the  candle-light  to  ex- 
amine the  superscription,  and  finally  broke 
the  seal  and  unfolded  it.  Something,  sev- 
eral somethings,  slipped  out  and  fluttered 
down  upon  the  pages  of  the  old  Bible; 
very  crisp  and  clean  they  were,  with  a 
great  deal  of  figuring  and  printing  over 
them  ;  but  he  did  not  heed  them,  and  went 
on  reading  the  letter  to  the  end,  while  a 
strange  paleness  overspread  his  face,  and 
his  hands  trembled  as  he  held  it  near  the 
light. 

"  Come  here,  Hope,"  he  said,  "and  read 
this  aloud.  I  don't  know :  perhaps  I  have 
made  a  mistake  ;"  and  he  passed  his  hand 
over  his  forehead,  still  heedless  of  what 
had  fallen  out  of  the  letter.  And  Hope 
read  aloud : 

"DEAR  FRIEXT>: 

"I  have  been  wishing  to  write  to  you  for 
the  last  six  weeks,  but  had'  to  wait  for 
something  I  wanted  to  send.  Yesterday  I 
got  it :  twenty-five  thousand  dollars,  which 
the  city  of  Boston  has  paid  for  a  lot  of  land 
they're  going  to  build  the  new  State  House 
on  ;  and  I  send  you  five  thousand  on  loan, 
and  ask  you,  as  a  favor,  to  apply  it  to  that 
mortgage  business  of  yours.  You  can  pay 
me  the  interest  until  I  ask  for  the  princi- 
pal. It  will  be  no  use  to  send  it  back,  be- 
cause when  you  are  reading  this  I  shall 
bo  half  way  to  Europe.  I  intend  to  throw 
away  the  balance  in  having  a  good  time 
while  I'm  abroad ;  so  if  you  don't  take 
care  of  the  five  thousand  for  me,  I  shan't 
have  a  cent  to  begin  with  when  I  get  back, 
which  won't  be  for  three  years.  Give  my 
love  to  all  the  family,  and  ask  them  to 
think  of  the  wanderer  sometimes.  When 
you  see  Hulda — bless  her  soul — tell  her  I 


thank  her.  for  having  written,  and  didn't 
answer  her  letter  for  the  same  reasons 
given  above.  I  have  written  to  Ruby. 
With  affection  and  respect,  dear  Mr.  Flem- 
ming, 

"  I  am  sincerely  your  friend, 

"  GEORGE  MERRILL." 

"  Was  that  your  secret,  Hulda  ?"  asked 
Nicholas,  whispering  over  her  shoulder. 

"  Yes,"  she  replied  almost  inaudibly. 

"'Forgive  me,  Hulda?"  he  asked  humbly. 

"  Yes,"  she  whispered.  All  this  was  in 
a  moment,  while  Hope  was  gathering  up 
the  five  bank  bills,  of  a  thousand  dollars 
each,  which  were  scattered  over  the  pages 
of  the  old  Bible.  One  had  fallen  on  the 
floor,  and  the  cat  was  playing  with  it. 

"  It  is  really  true,  then,"  said  Wolfert 
Flemming,  rousing  himself  as  from  a 
dream.  "  Thanks  be  to  God  !  thanks  be 
to  God  !" 

"  It's  just  like  George  Merrill !"  said 
Hope,  laughing  and  crying. 

"  Here's  more,"  said  Reuben,  holding 
up  two  bank  bills  towards  his  father, 
while  his  beautiful  face  glowed  with  de- 
light. "  Here,  father !  I  told  you  I'd 
show  you  my  letter  when  it  came.  Read 
it  out ;  I  don't  care  who  hears  it  now. 
Here's  the  money  !  Mr.  Adams  paid  two 
hundred  dollars  for  my  Peri." 

It  was  true.  Reuben  had  sculptured  the 
"  disconsolate  Peri  waiting  at  heaven's 
gate  ;"  designed  and  sculptured  it,  and 
packed  it  and  sent  it  two  months  before 
to  George  Merrill  to  sell  for  him ;  and 
George  Merrill  not  only  sold  it,  but  wrote 
the  most  distracting  things  that  had  been 
said  about  it ;  and  sent  him  several  highly 
favorable  art  criticisms,  which  he  had  cut 
from  the  Boston  papers,  in  which  it  was 
pronounced  to  be  the  most  wonderful  at- 
tempt of  untaught  genius  that  had  ever 
been  seen  this  side  of  the  Atlantic.  I 
can't  tell  one  half  of  all  the  kind  and  ap- 
preciative things  that  were  said  about  it; 
but  Ruby  was  filled  with  new  life ;  he 
knew  now  that  he  had  not  been  idling  his 
life  away,  but  had  been  blindly  working 
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out  bis  vocation,  and  making  much  of  the 
talent  Almighty  God  had  given  him. 

"  I  must  go  up  and  tell  my  little  mam- 
my !"  said  the  boy,  so  delighted  and  ex- 
hausted that  he  felt  as  if  he  trod  upon  air. 
"  I  guess  she  won't  want  me  to  knit  stock- 
ings and  churn  now." 

"  Reuben,  my  lad,"  said  his  father,  while 
an  indescribable  expression  of  peace  lit 
up  his  noble  face,  "  not  to-night.  Mother 
is  feeble,  and  all  this  joy  might  make  her 
ill  again.  God  is  very  good  to  us,  my 
children.  Hulda,  dear  child,  I  thank  you 
for  all  that  you  have  done.  I  could  not 
have  asked  this  favor  of  George  myself; 
but  coming  in  this  way,  through  you  and 
him,  I  cannot  refuse  it,  particularly  since 
I  know  how  easy  it  will  be  for  me  U>  repay 
him  when  I  begin  to  work  the  quarry.  I 
will  go  up  and  send  Eva  to  .you.  Tell 
her — "  and  Wolfert  Flemming  left  the 
room,  his  heart  very  full.  HulcJa  was  cry- 
ing softly,  her  head  on  Nick's  shoulder 
and  his  arm  about  her  waist,  ready  to 
thump  his  own  head  for  ever  having  doubted 
her ;  but  before  they  separated  that  night 
Hulda  was  herself  again,  and  threatened 
to  marry  her  father's  partner  the  next  day 
if  he  didn't  walk  very  straight, — which  he 
did.  Eva  was  speechless  when  she  heard 
the  news.  Nicholas  thought  she  would  be 
enthusiastic,  and  write  a  gushing  letter 
that  night  to  George  Merrill  to  come  home 
and  marry  her;  "it  was  nothing  more," 
he  said,  "than  she  ought  to  do;"  but  she 
didn't;  she  only  looked  round  on  them 
all  with  a  pleased,  happy  smile,  kissed 
Reuben,  and  went  up  to  the  little  Sanc- 
tuary of  Our  Lady,  where  she  spent  half  the 
night  in  sweet  thanksgiving  and  commu- 
nings  with  her,  oifering  herself,  soul  rnd 
body,  as  her  handmaid  and  servant,  to  be 
presented  as  a  holocaust  to  her  Divine 
Son. 

That  night  Wolfert  Flemming  read  the 
Psalm  Confitemini  Domino*  at  prayer- 
time  ;  nothing  could  have  expressed  better 
all  that  he  felt ;  nothing  could  have  been 


*  Psalm  cvl 


more  appropriate ;  and  as  the  exalted  words 
fell  from  his  lips  in  deep  musical  tones, 
each  heart  responded  to  them  in  humble 
thanksgiving. 

"Hope,"  said  Nicholas  that  nipht,  as 
they  lingered  in  the  quaint  old  sitting-room, 
after  the  others  had  gone  to  bed ;  "  even 
the  old  rafters  look  bright  to-night.  I  be- 
lieve those  things  in  the  buffet,  are  danc- 
ing a  jig;  just  see  how  the  light  from  the  fire 
darts  around  them.  Everything  looks  as 
if  rainbows  were  hanging  about  the  room. 
I  never  was  so  happy  in  my  life.  How 
jolly  it  will  be  to  morrow,  when  mother 
knows  what  has  happened.  Forgive  me, 
dear  Hope — I  had  forgotten  about  John 
Wilde,"  said  Nick,  kissing  her. 

"  I  have  not  forgotten  John,"  answered 
Hope,  while  Nick  tenderly  wiped  the  tears 
from  her  cheeks.  "  I  shall  never  forget 
him.  But  I  am  very  happy.  I  am  con- 
tent. It  is  a  very  sweet  thing  to  live  for 
others."  And  it  did,  indeed,  seem  so  to 
her ;  and  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  of 
John  Wilde  again ;  until —  but  I  won't 
anticipate  the  sequel. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED."] 


Obedience, 


Not  long  since  we  read  the  following 
charming  anec.dote  in  an  admirable  biog- 
raphy— that  of  Elizabeth  Seton. 

"  One  day,  when  she  was  more  than 
usually  tormented  with  temptations  of  im- 
patience and  a  spirit  of  rebellion  against 
Providence,  God  caused  her  to  derive  from 
the  weakness  of  an  animal  an  instructive 
and  touching  lesson.  A  little  dog  which 
was  in  the  habit  of  frequently  accompany- 
ing her,  but  which  on  this  occasion  she 
wished  elsewhere,  persisted  in  following 
her.  '  In  order  to  drive  it  away,'  says 
Elizabeth,  'as  it  would  not  obey  me,  I 
took  a  little  stick  and  threatened  it  with 
it.  What  did  the  little  creature  do?  It 
crouched  beneath  the  stick,  and  began  to 
lick  the  end  of  it.  As  the  stick  remained 
motionless,  the  dog  approached  gently, 
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creeping  by  degrees  on  the  floor  until  it 
reached  the  feet  of  its  mistress,  which  it 
then  commenced  to  lick  with  transports 
of  tenderness  and  joy.  The  poor  mistress, 
touched  by  this  behavior,  threw  away  the 
stick;  and  taking  the  faithful  creature  into 
her  arms,  covered  it  with  caresses  and 
tears, — the  sweetest  tears  she  had  shed  for 
many  weeks. 

"  '  Yes,  my  beloved  Lord,  my  adorable 
Master,'  "  said  she,  '  I  also  will  kiss  the 
rod  raised  to  strike  me,  and  I  will  entwine 
myself  around  those  feet  which  threaten 
to  trample  on  me.'  Afterwards,  on  open- 
ing my  prayer-book,  the  first  lines  which 
met  my  view  were  the  resolutions  of  a 
soul  determined  entirely  to  abandon  self- 
will,  which,  among  other  things,  said:  'I 
will  obey  the  will  of  those  whom  I  regard 
with  the  greatest  repugnance  and  dislike  ; 
I  will  throw  myself  under  the  feet  of  all 
my  fellow-creatures.'  " 


A  pious  lady,  a  descendant  of  Lord  Bal- 
timore, sends  us  the  following  lines  which 
will  be  perused  with  more  than  common  in- 
terest : 

"  In  reading  an  old '  Pious  GUIDE,'  printed 
in  1795,1  was  very  much  struck  with  the  fol- 
lowing words,  taken  from  'Devotions  to  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus,'  which  seem  pro- 
phetic of  the  appellation  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  as  '  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart.' 

DIRECTION. 

"'Go,  you,  devout  client,  go  to  the  Heart  of 
Jesus,  but  Jet  your  way  be  through  the  Heart  of 
Mary.  The  sword  of  grief,  which  pierced  her  soul, 
opens  you  a  passage :  enter  by  the  wound  love  has 
made;  advance  to  the  Heart -of  Jesus,  and  rest 
there  even  to  death  itself.  Presume  not  to  separate 
and  divide  two  objects  so  intimately  one  or  united  to- 
gether ;  but  ask  redress  in  all  your  exigencies  from  the 
Heart  of  Jesus,  and  ask  this  redress  through  tlie  Heart 
of  Mary:" 

"  The  above  counsel  was  copied  from  a 
pious  book  which  contained  on  the  blank 
pages  a  record  of  the  Green  family,  whose 
ancestor,  Thomas  Green,  came  over  with 
George  Calvert,  Lord  Baltimore,  whose 
nephew  he  was.  M.  E.  C.  K." 
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EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One. 

—  OR, — 
THE  STORY  OF  THE  THBEE  BAPTISMS. 


BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF   "  BLIND  AGNESE, 
VIEVE,"  ETC. 


'  GENE- 


CHAPTER  VII. 

A  few  days  after  the  death  of  little  Chris- 
tine, Father  Francis  went  to  the  cottage  of 
the  Indian  woman  to  look  for  Angelina; 
and  not  meeting  her  there,  he  walked  on 
towards  the  burial-ground,  where  he  soon 
perceived  her  at  her  old  station  by  the  In- 
dian's grave.  When  he  came  near  he  per- 
ceived she  had  been  weeping  bitterly,  and 
at  first  she  seemed  unwilling  to  make  him 
acquainted  with  the  cause  of  her  tears ;  but 
he  pressed  her  so  earnestly  and  so  affection- 
ately  to  tell  him  the  truth,  that  at  last 
she  said,  with  some  hesitation, "  You  know, 
my  white  father,  that  I  have  but  one  cause 
for  crying ;  it  is  that  I  am  not  made  a  child 
of  the  good  white  Christ.  My  Indian  fa- 
ther is  baptized,  and  is  gone  to  Jesus; 
Christine  is  baptized,  and  is  gone  to  Jesus ; 
and  now  I  also,"  she  added,  with  much 
emotion,  "  desire  to  be  baptized,  that  I  may 
go  to  Jesus." 

"  But,  my  dear  child,"  said  Father  Fran- 
cis, "  it  does  not  necessarily  follow  that  Al- 
mighty God  will  call  you  to  Himself,  as  He 
did  the  little  Christine,  directly  after  re- 
ceiving the  sacrament  of  baptism.  On  the 
contrary,  I  hope  and  believe  that  it  will  be 
His  good  pleasure  to  leave  you  many  years 
in  this  world  to  glorify  Him  by  your  good 
works,  and  to  lead  others,  by  your  example, 
into  the  paths  of  salvation." 

"  Oh,  do  not  say  so,  my  white  father. 
Ever  since  I  have  been  the  age  of  the  little 
Christine,  I  have  prayed  so  earnestly  that 
I  might  receive  the  waters  of  baptism,  and 
then  die  and  go  directly  to  Him ;  and  He  is 
so  good,"  she  continued  with  affectionate 
simplicity,  "  that  I  am  sure  He  will  not  re- 
fuse me  the  only  request  I  have  ever  made 
of  Him." 
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"  Well,  ray  dear  child,"  said  Father  Fran- 
cis, "all  this  is  in  the  hands  of  Almighty 
God,  who  will  deal  with  you  in  this  matter 
as  in  His  infinite  wisdom  He  may  deem 
most  fitting ;  but  I  came  here  on  purpose 
to  tell  you  that  you  will  not  have  much  long- 
er to  wait  for  baptism,  as  I  mean  to  admin- 
ister that  sacrament  to  you  in  the  begin- 
ning of  next  week." 

"My  good  God!"  said  Angelina,  clasp- 
ing her  hands,  "  is  it  possible  that  in  one 
little  week  I  shall  rea'lly  become  Thy 
child?" 

"  You  shall,"  said  the  missionary,  "  if  it 
be  his  Holy  pleasure.  I  have  chosen  the 
feast  of  Corpus  Christi  for  this  purpose, 
because  it  is  a  day  appointed  by  the  Church 
to  honor  the  sacred  Humanity  of  Jesus,  and 
to  thank  Him  for  His  perpetual  presence 
amongst  us  on  our  altars.  And  now  I  will 
tell  you  why  I  have  delayed  your  baptism 
rather  longer  than  was  necessary.  It  is 
because  I  wished,  on  your  entrance  into  the 
Church,  to  make  you  a  participator  in  the 
greatest  happiness  that  a  Christian  can  pos- 
sess; for  when  your  soul  has  been  cleansed 
from  original  sin,  and  you  have  become 
a  child  of  Jesus  by  the  waters  of  baptism, 
then  you  shall  receive  Him  into  your  heart 
in  the  divine  sacrament  of  His  love."  As- 
tonishment and  joy  kept  the  little  Snow- 
drop silent,  while  Father  Francis  contin- 
ued— "  O  my  dear  child,  be  very  devout  to 
Jesus  upon  this  His  first  entrance  into  the 
temple  of  your  soul.  Tell  Him  how  you 
have  loved  Him,  and  how  you  have  longed 
for  His  divine  presence  within  you;  tell 
Him  all  your  wants,  and  all  your  wishes ; 
remember  that  perfect  love  casteth  out  fear, 
and  speak  to  Him  as  if  He  were  once  more 
visible  upon  earth,  and  you  were  another 
Mary  resting  at  His  feet.  Many  times  I  have 
heard  you  envy  the  happiness  of  St.  John, 
when  he  laid  his  head  on  the  bosom  of  his 
Lord ;  but  in  receiving  the  Holy  Commun- 
ion you  will  be  yet  more  happy,  for  Jesus 
will  lay  His  head  on  your  bosom,  and  re- 
pose in  your  heart." 

Angelina  had  sunk  on  her  knees,  and 
tears  were  streaming  from  her  eyes  as  she 


whispered,  "  O  precious  Jesus,  shall  I 
really  possess  Thee  thus?  Shall  I  receive 
Thee  into  my  heart?  shall  I  bear  Thee  about 
with  me  wherever  I  go?  shall  I  speak  to 
Thee  all  day  long — never  wearying  or 
growing  cold  in  Thy  presence?" 

"  My  little  child,"  said  Father  Francis, 
and  his  voice  grew  tremulous  in  the  deep 
love  of  his  soul,  "  thus  really  shall  you 
possess  your  God !  You  will  speak  to 
Him,  and  He  will  listen  to  all  you  have  tq 
say.  You  will  love  Him,  and  He  will  re- 
turn you  love  for  love.  You  will  thank 
Him  for  His  graces,  and  He  will  multiply 
them  a  hundredfold  on  your  head.  You 
will  cast  yourself  into  His  arms,  as  a  loving 
little  child  into  the  arms  of  its  mother; 
and  more  tenderly  than  mother  ever  cher- 
ished her  child  He  will  fold  you  in  the  em- 
braces of  His  eternal  love,  and  receive  you 
into  the  shelter  of  His  SACKED  HEART." 

There  was  a  pause,  only  broken  by  the 
sobs  of  the  child ;  at  last  she  whispered 
softly,  "  Ah,  my  good  father,  the  sweet 
Jesus  has  really  granted  my  prayer,  for  I 
shall  die  in  the  unspeakable  joy  of  that 
hour." 

This  idea  took  such  complete  possession 
of  the  mind  of  Angelina  that  she  never  con- 
yemplated  for  a  moment  the  possibility  of 
surviving  the  hour  of  her  first  Commun- 
ion ;  and  even  Father  Francis,  who  saw  her 
cheek  grow  paler  every  day,  began  to  fear 
that  her  life  would  not  be  a  long  one. 
Some  days  before  the  feast  of  Corpus 
Christi  the  little  Snowdrop  begged  Father 
Francis  to  allow  her  to  remain  apart  from 
the  other  children,  in  order  to  prepare  her- 
self for  the  reception  of  the  sacrament  in 
retirement  and  prayer.  "  I  cannot,"  she 
said  with  her  usual  simplicity,  "  think  of 
Jesus  whilst  I  am  playing  with  the  chil- 
dren ;  and  since  He  is  so  good  as  to  come 
to  me,  I  wish  to  devote  to  Him  alone  every 
moment  of  my  life,  and  every  feeling  of 
my  heart." 

Father  Francis  willingly  consented  to 
her  making  this  little  retreat;  and  Angel- 
ina was  therefore  seen  no  more  in  the  play- 
ground or  the  schoolroom.  Her  mornings 
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were  chiefly  spent  in  the  church,  and  she 
employed  her  afternoons  in  listening  to 
the  instructions  of  the  missionary,  or  in 
reading  the  pious  books  which  he  lent  her ; 
and  when  not  thus  engaged,  she  frequent- 
ly spent  a  long  time  in  silent  prayer. 
God  only  knows  what  passed  in  the  heart 
of  the  child  during  these  hours  of  secret 
communing  with  Him;  but  the  Indian  wo- 
man who  took  care  of  her  often  watched 
her  at  her  prayers,  and  ever  afterwards  ap- 
proached her  with  a  feeling  of  reverence, 
as  if  she  were  indeed  a  little  angel  from 
heaven;  and  Father  Francis  himself,  who 
once  chanced  to  see  her  as  she  knelt,  with 
with  her  hands  folded  on  her  bosom,  and 
her  eyes  closed  to  all  distractions  from  ex- 
ternal objects,  said  she  put  him  in  mind 
of  a  picture  he  had  once  seen  of  the  Bless- 
ed Virgin  praying  in  the  Temple  while  yet 
a  little  girl.  On  the  eve  of  Corpus  Christi 
he  came  to  the  cottage,  and  desired  her  to 
go  and  prepare  one  of  the  many  little  al- 
tars* which  the  Indian  children  were  ar- 
ranging for  the  reception  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  during  the  grand  procession  on 
the  following  morning.  He  showed  her 
the  spot  where  it  was  to  be  placed,  and  told 
her  she  should  adorn  it  entirely  herself, 
in  order  that  she  might  not  be  disturbed 
by  the  chattering  of  the  other  children. 
Angelina  instantly  set  to  work,  and  in 
about  two  hours'  time  had  just  finished 
her  task,  when  some  of  the  Indian  chil- 
dren returning  to  the  village  caught  sight 
of  her,  and  she  was  surrounded  in  an  in- 
stant. They  were  so  enchanted  to  see 
their  little  white  angel,  as  they  began  to 
call  her,  that  she  was  obliged  to  stay  and 
listen  to  them  while  they  told  her  all  their 
plans  and  projects  for  the  morrow.  They 
held  her  fast  while  they  examined  the  ar- 
rangements of  her  altar ;  but  they  were 
greatly  disappointed  at  the  effect  it  pro- 
duced. "  If  is  not  near  so  pretty,"  they 
said, "  as  any  of  the  altars  you  formerly 
made ;  they  used  to  have  pink  and  blue  flow- 

*  These  altars  were  usually  placed  in  little  chapels 
built  for  this  purpose. 


ers,  and  now  you  have  gathered  none  but 
these  sad-looking  wreaths." 

"  They  are  not  so  pretty,  certainly," 
said  little  Snowdrop  ;  "  but  they  are  made 
of  the  passion-flower,  the  dearest  of  all  to 
a  Christian's  heart." 

"  But  they  are  not  pretty,"  said  the 
children  ;  "  do,  dear  Snowdrop,  take  them 
down,  and  we  will  get  you  plenty  of  others 
to  put  in  their  place." 

Snowdrop  did  not  much  like  complying 
with  their  request ;  but  she  reflected  that 
she  would  have  more  merit  in  yielding  to 
their  wishes  than  in  following  her  oAvn  ;  so 
without  saying  another  word  she  began  to 
take  down  the  wreaths  which  it  had  cost 
her  so  much  trouble  to  make,  when  one  of 
the  elder  girls  prevented  her,  saying,  "  It 
is  not  fair  that  Snowdrop  should  undo  her 
garlands  merely  to  please  us ;  Father 
Francis  gave  her  this  altar  to  arrange, 
therefore  she  has  a  right  lo  put  what  flow- 
ers she  likes  upon  it." 

"  We  will  ask  Father  Francis,"  cried 
some  of  the  children,  who  saw  him  coming 
down  the  avenue.  He  was  soon  in  the  midst 
of  the  group,  and  he  smiled  when  he  heard 
the  subject  of  their  dispute. 

"My  dear  children,"  said  he,  "  it  is  not 
the  gift  that  our  good  Father  in  heaven  re- 
gards, but  the  heart  of  her  who  gives  it. 
Cain  and  Abel  both  offered  Him  the  best  of 
their  possessions ;  the  one  gave  Him  the 
first  lambs  of  his  flocks,  the  other  the  first 
fruits  of  his  fields :  but  the  gift  of  Cain  was 
rejected,  because  it  was  the  offering  of  a 
heart  tainted  by  envy ;  that  of  Abel  was  ac- 
cepted, because  it  was  the  tribute  of  a  soul 
unspotted  by  sin.  So  to-morrow  the  good 
Jesus  will  give  the  choicest  of  His  graces, 
not  to  her  who  pluces  the  most  beautiful 
flowers  upon  the  altars,  but  to  her  who 
brings  with  her  gifts  a  heart  most  com- 
pletely adorned  by  the  virtues  that  He  loves 
to  behold  among  children — humility,  obe- 
dience, purity,  and  tender  devotion  to  God, 
and  love  for  His  Immaculate  Mother,  the 
dear  and  all-sinless  Mary." 

"  Ah,  then,"  said  one  of  the  children, 
rather  sorrowfully,  "  little  Snowdrop's  al- 
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tar  will  please  Him  best  of  all ;  for  she  is 
a  great  deal  more  pious,  and  loves  Him  bet- 
ter than  any  of  us." 

"My  little  children,"  answered  Father 
Francis  affectionately,  "  you  all  love  the 
good  Jesus,  and  the  good  Jesus  in  return 
loves  you  all.  While  He  was  yet  upon 
earth,  He  loved  to  be  among  young  chil- 
dren ;  He  placed  them  on  His  knee,  and  ten- 
derly caressed  them.  And  I  doubt  not  that 
to-morrow,  when  He  honors  you  by  His 
sacramental  presence  on  your  little  altars, 
He  will  also  be  well  pleased  to  be  in  the 
midst  of  you,  and  will  give  His  blessing  to 
each  of  you  before  He  departs ;  for  very 
dear  are  His  little  Indian  children  to  the 
Heart  of  the  good  Jesus." 

The  children  knelt  around  Father  Fran- 
cis as  he  finished  speaking,  to  beg  Ifis  bless- 
ing: and  he  laid  his  hand  on  each  little 
head  in  particular,  and  prayed  over  them 
with  affectionate  earnestness,  before  he  suf- 
fered them  to  depart  for  their  homes.  He 
himself  took  no  rest  that  night,  but  re- 
mained assisting  those  Indians  who  were 
deputed  to  complete  the  arrangements  for 
the  festival  of  the  morrow. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Devotion  to  the  Blessed  Virgin. 


"  The  Father  takes  pleasure  in  looking 
upon  the  heart  of  the  most  holy  Virgin 
Mary,  as  the  masterpiece  of  His  hands ;  for 
we  always  like  our  own  work,  especially 
when  it  is  well  done.  The  Son  takes 
pleasure  in  it  as  the  heart  of  His  Mother, 
the  source  from  which  He  drew  the  Blood 
that  has  ransomed  us ;  the  Holy  Ghost  as 
His  temple. 

"  The  Prophets  published  the  glory  of 
Mary  before  her  birth  ;  they  compared  her 
to  the  sun.  Indeed,  the  apparition  of  the 
Holy  Virgin  may  well  be  compared  to  a 
beautiful  gleam  of  sun  on  a  foggy  day. 

"Before  her  coming,  the  anger  of  God 
was  hanging  over  our  heads  like  a  sword 
ready  to  strike  us.  As  soon  as  the  Holy 
Virgin  appeared  upon  the  earth,  His  an- 


ger was  appeased.  .  .  .  She  did  not 
know  that  she  was  to  fee  the  Mother  of 
God,  and  when  she  was  a  little  child  she 
used  to  say,  'When  shall  I,  then,  see  that 
beautiful  creature  who  is  to  be  the  Mother 
of  God?' 

"  The  Holy  Virgin  has  brought  us  forth 
twice — in  the  Incarnation  and  at  the  foot 
of  the  Cross ;  she  is  then  doubly  our 
Mother. 

"  The  devotion  to  the  Holy  Virgin  is 
delicious,  sweet,  nourishing.  When  we 
talk  on  earthly  subjects  or  politics,  we 
grow  weary  ;  but  when  we  talk  of  the  Holy 
Virgin,  it  is  always  new. 

"All  the  saints  have  had  a  great  devotion 
to  our  Lady;  no  grace  comes  from  heaven 
without  passing  through  her  hands.  We 
cannot  go  into  a  house  without  speaking 
to  the  porter  ;  well,  the  Holy  Virgin  is  the 
portress  of  heaven. 

"When  we  have  to  offer  anything  to  a 
great  personage,  we  get  it  presented  by 
the  person  he  likes  best,  in  order  that  the 
homage  may  be  agreeable  to  him.  So  our 
prayers  have  quite  a  different  sort  of  merit 
when  they  are  presented  by  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  because  she  is  the  only  creature 
who  has  never  offended  God.  The  Blessed 
Virgin  alone  has  fulfilled  the  first  com- 
mandment— to  adore  God  only,  and  love 
Him  perfectly.  She  fulfilled  it  completely. 
"  All  that  the  Son  asks  of  the  Father 
is  granted  to  Him.  All  .that  the  Mother 
asks  of  the  Son  is  in  like  manner  granted 
to  her." 

"  When  we  have  handled  something 
fragrant,  our  hands  perfume  whatever  they 
touch :  let  our  prayers  pass  through  the 
hands  of  the  Holy  Virgin,  and  she  will 
perfume  them." — Cure  of  Ars. 


MOST  undoubtedly  science  adorns  piety 
greatly,  as  the  Fathers  and  Doctors  of  the 
Church  prove.  But  when  we  examine 
the  two,  and  we  must  make  our  choice, 
there  is  none  that  would  not  prefer  a  good 
conscience  to  the  most  recondite  learning. 
— St.  Francis  of  Sales. 
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VI. 

EXTREME  UNCTION. 

As  the  "  royal  unction  "  gives  us  strength 
to  fight  the  battles  of  life,  so  the  "  anoint- 
ing of  the  sicJcf  or  the  Extreme  Unction, 
enables  us  to  fight  successfully  the  last 
grand  battle  at  the  hour  of  death.  So  far 
as  the  dying  were  concerned,  the  early 
Church  regarded  this  sacrament  as  stand- 
ing in  the  same  relation  to  Penance,  i.e.,  to 
confession  and  its  adjuncts,  as  does  Confir- 
mation to  the  holy  sacrament  of  Baptism. 
So  far  as  our  knowledge  of  the  subject  goes,, 
the  catacombs  up  to  this  day  have  revealed 
nothing  concerning  Extreme  Unction. 
Hence,  until  further  developments  are  made 
we  shall  content  ourselves  with  merely 
mentioning  a  little  article  of  Christian 
antiquity,  which  some  archaeologists  pro- 
nounce as  bear  ing  directly  upon  our  subject ; 
but  which,  even  though  this  supposition 
should  be  unfounded,  would  still  remain  to  us 
of  the  greatest  importance.  The  discovery 
has  been  made  of  a  small  box  having  upon 
it  a  little  gold  plate.  The  whole,  so  far  as 
evidence  would  show,  is  most  likely  a  pro- 
duct of  the  second  century.  On  this  box, 
about  equally  divided  on  both  sides,  there 
is  found  the  following  inscription  in  Greek : 
"  Oh  !  cross,  purify  me  ! — I  conjure  thee, 
Satan  (EXOPKIZO  CE),  that  thou  never  again 


leave  thy  place,  in  the  name  of  the  Lord, 
the  living  God. — Thus  read  in  the  house 
of  her,  whom  I  have  anointed. — EPIKEXPIKA. 
It  is  very  probable  that  this  closing  word 
has  reference 'to  the  sacrament  of  Extreme 
Unction.  In  fact,  it  is  so  interpreted  by 
most  who  have  experience  in  these  matters. 
In  this  case,  the  priest  who  administered 
the  sacrament  probably  left  the  formula,  as 
quoted  above,  with  the  person  anointed,  to 
serve  her  as  a  means  of  comfort  and  protec- 
tion; while  she,  as  a  mark  of  gratitude  for 
favors  received,  had  the  same  engraven  on 
the  precious  tablet  above  mentioned.  But 
even  leaving  this  question  altogether  aside, 
the  inscription  under  consideration  is  of 
great  value  to  us  in  yet  other  respects. 
For  it  proves  in  the  most  conclusive  man- 
ner, first,  that  exorcisms  were  known  and 
practiced  in  the  early  Church,  and  that,  too, 
in  the  very  same  form  as  they  are  now ; 
while  it  convinces  us,  secondly,  that  the 
faith  of  the  Church  in  the  power  of  the 
cross  against  Satan  is  as  old  as  the  Church 
itself,  and  must  be  considered  as  one  of 
the  most  valuable  traditions  that  have  been 
handed  down  to  our  time  from  the  remo- 
test days  of  Christian  antiquity. 

VII. 

HOLT  OKDEES. 

Let  us  now  turn  our  attention  to  that  sa- 
crament which  gives  to  the  house  of  God 
upon  earth  its  pillars  and  columns,  and  to 
the  people  of  God  their  shepherds  and  me- 
diators,— we  mean  the  sacrament  of  Holy 
Orders.  In  order  to  avoid  repetition,  we 
must  here  beg  the  reader  to  recall  to  me- 
mory what  we  have  already  said  regarding 
the  divinely  ordained  organization  of  the 
Church,  by  which  some  of  its  members  are 
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appointed  superiors,  while  other  again  rank 
as  inferiors.  By  way  of  supplementing 
our  remarks  previously  made  on  this  sub- 
ject, we  shall  here  only  add  an  important 
inscription  dating  from  the  third  century. 
This  inscription  was  designed  by  the  dea- 
con Aurelius  Saturninus  for  his  own  grave, 
and  it  closes  with  the  following  most  im- 
pressive words :  "  I  pray  and  beseech  the  en- 
tire clergy,  and  also  the  whole  brotherhood, 
that  absolutely  no  one  else  be  interred  in 
this  tomb." — OMNEM  CLERVM  ET  CVNCTAM 

FBATERNITATEM.        Now,    JUSt    as    this     in- 

scription  draws  a  sharp  line  of  distinction 
between  the  clergy,  the  entire  order  of  mi- 
nisters of  the  Church  and  spiritual  superi- 
ors, the  especial  inheritance  and  portion  of 
God,  in  its  character  as  a  conditioner  state 
of  life  differing  from  that  of  the  multitude 
of  the  faithful,  thus  an  epigraph,  upon  yet 
another  monument  expresses  the  dignity 
of  the  clerical  vocation.  We  have  refer- 
ence here  to  the  celebrated  memorial  tablet 
which  was  designed  and  executed  by  St. 
Damasus.  This  tablet  was  discovered  by 
DeRossi  in  the  Papal  burial  chamber,  which 
occupies  the  centre  of  the  catacombs  of 
Callistus,  and  was  fortunately  put  together 
by  him  in  such  a  manner  as  to  be  read- 
able, although  at  the  time  of  the  discovery 
it  consisted  of  112  marble  fragments.  The 
inscription  begins  with  these  words: 

"  Here  are  sleeping  in  peace  the  noble  and  godly ; — 
Bodies  of  saints,  deserving  much  to  be  honored, 
Here,  in  this  city  of  death,  are  reposing  in  number?. 
While  the  souls  that  once  indwelt  them  as  temples 
Long  ago  have  entered  the  heavenly  city. 
Sixtus'  companions  lie  here,  and  rest  from  their  la- 
bors, 

Decked  with  the  trophies  they  won  in  their  desper- 
ate battles, 

Here  the  noble  ones  rest,  who  guarded  tJie  altars  of 
Jesus. " 

HIC     KVMEBVS     PROCERVM     SERVAT     QVI    ALTARIA 
CHRISTI. 

Still,  it  must  not  by  any  means  be  imagin- 
ed that  the  monumental  records  of  the  cata- 
combs content  themselves  with  merely  thus 
indicating  in  general  terms  the  distinction 
that  exists  between  the  clergy  and  the 
laity.  On  the  contrary  the  inscriptions 


there  found  make  us  acquainted  with  every 
grade  of  the  imposing  Catholic  hierarchy. 
Thus,  from  the  very  first  century,  we  fiiM 
them  drawing  a  strict  line  of  distinction 
as  to  rank  and  dignity  between  the  bishop, 
the  priest,  and  the  deacon. — EPISCOPVS, 
PRESBYTER,  DIACONVS.  If,  on  the  other 
hand,  we  find  here  and  there  a  monument 
that  speaks  of  the  bishop  simply  as  a  priest, 
SACEKDOS,  we  must  take  this  as  equivalent 
to  saying  that  he  is  the  first,  highest,  and  • 
chief  priest ;  which  interpretation  will  ap- 
pear all  the  more  natural  when  we  consider 
that,  according  to  the  ancient  Church  dis- 
cipline, the  bishop  generally  was  the  only 
one  who  offered  up  the  Holy  Sacrifice, — 
that  function  devolving  on  the  presbyter 
or  priest  only  when  the  bishop  was  unable 
to  attend  to  it  personally.  The  Greek  ti- 
tle of  deacon  is  often  found  rendered  in 
Latin  by  the  term  MJNISTRATOU,  i.  e.,  servant 
or  minister.  But  in  all  such  cases  there  is 
generally  yet  added  the  word  CHRISTIANVS, 
thus  making  it  read  "a  Christian  servant," 
in  contradistinction  to  the  inferior  min- 
isters at  the  altars  of  the  heathens,  who 
were  also  called  MINISTRATORES.  Next  to 
the  three  oldest,  and,  in  fact,  original 
grades  of  the  clergy, — namely,  that  of 
bishop,  priest  and  deacon, — the  inscrip- 
tions found  in  the  catacombs,  and  more  es- 
pecially those  dating  from  the  end  of  the 
second  century,  speak  very  often  of  the 
order  of  '•'•Readers,''''  "  ^Exorcists,"  smd  "Ex- 
cavators,"— LECTORES,  EXORCIST^E,  Fos- 
SORES, — if  properly  the  latter  class  of  men 
is  to  be  numbered  among  the  ecclesias- 
tics. Much  more  seldom,  and  even  then 
not  until  the  beginning  of  the  fourth  cen- 
tury, do  we  meet  with  the  terms  "  subdea- 
con,"  "acolyte,"  and  "door-keeper," — SUB- 

DI  AC  ONUS,    ACOLYTVS,    OsTIARIVS.        While 

referring  the  reader  to  some  of  the  in- 
scriptions already  given  elsewhere,  we 
shall  here  add  further,  as  examples,  the 
following  sepulchral  inscriptions  :  "  Here 
resteth  in  peace  TJlpius,  a  Lector,  aged  20 
years."  "  Cinnaucius  Opas,  a* Lector  of 
the  parish  of  Fasciola,  and  a  friend  of  the 
poor."  "  [Here  resteth]  Macedonius,  an 
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Exorcistofthe  Catholic  [Church]."  "[This 
is]  the  tomb  of  the  acolyte  Romanus."  "In 
this  holy  spot  resteth  the  venerable"  Janua- 
rius,  a  deacon,  who  performed  the  offices 
of  deaconship  for  the  space  of  47  years." — 

MlNISTEAVIT    IN    DIAC.    OFPIC.        "  [This     IS 

the  resting-place]  of  the  presbyter  (priest) 
and  physician  Dionysius."  By  way  of 
properly  understanding  this  latter  inscrip- 
tion, it  must  be  remembered  that  during 
the  times  of  the  persecutions,  bishops, 
priests  and  deacons  very  frequently  prac- 
ticed the  medicinal  art,  just  as  even  to  this 
day  some  of  our  Catholic  missionaries  find 
it  necessary  to  do  in  the  remote  districts 
whither  they  are  sent  to  labor. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Corean  Martyrs. 


THE  COREAN  MARTYRS:  a  Narrative.    By  Canon 
Shortland. 

THE  LIFE  OF  HENRY  DORIE,  MARTYR.    Translated 
from  the  French  by  Lady  Herbert. 

Where  were  you,  reader,  on  the  8th  of 
March,  1866,  and  what  were  you  doing  that 
day?  The  one  who  asks  you  these  ques- 
tions does  not  keep  a  journal,  and  never 
did,  as  the  events  of  his  life  are  so  insignifi- 
cant in  his  own  estimation,  much  more  so 
in  others',  that  they  would  not  repay  the 
trouble  of  recording  them;  yet  he  would 
like  to  be  able  to  recall  exactly  what  he  was 
doing  on  that  day.  If  you  remember  what 
you  were  doing,  compare  it  with  what  a 
Catholic  bishop  and  three  Catholic  priests 
did  and  suffered  on  that  day  in  the  far-off 
land  of  Corea. 

On  that  day  Bishop  Berncux  and  Fath- 
ers Doric,  Bretinieres  and  Beaulieu,  after 
having  confessed  the  faith  of  Christ  and 
suffered  most  atrocious  torments,  obtained 
— in  this  19th  century,  while  we  were  eat- 
ing our  meals,  and  concerned  by  a  thousand 
little  trifles,  which,  likely,  sorely  tried  our 
patience — the  palm  of  martyrdom. 

This  brings  vividly  to  our  minds  that 


there  are  now,  at  the  moment  you  are  read- 
ing the  pages  of  AVE  MARIA  by  your  fire- 
side, devoted  missionaries,  especially  in 
Japan,  Corea  and  China,  who  are  fearlessly 
preaching  the  doctrines  of  the  Catholic 
Church,  though  they  know  that  at  any  mo- 
ment a  cruel  persecution  may  arise  and 
they  may  have  to  lay  down  their  life  for 
the  faith  which  they  preach. 

When  you  hear  your  good,  ignorant 
Protestant  friends  speaking  of  the  "  down- 
fall of  Popery,"  and  such  like  nonsense, 
tell  them  of  what  is  now  taking  place  the 
world  over,  and  give  them  the  particulars 
you  will  find  in  the  following  pages  and  in 
future  numbers  of  the  AVE  MARIA. 

Lady  Herbert,  who  has  furnished  so  much 
good  reading  matter,  both  by  translations 
and  original  writings,  to  the  Catholic  read- 
er, has  lately  translated  from  the  French 
the  life  of  Henry  Dori6,  one  of  the  mar- 
tyrs just  mentioned  ;  and  Canon  Shortland 
has  gleaned  from  the  Annals  of  the  Prop- 
agation of  the  Faith  a  short  account  of 
the  Missions  in  Corea,  from  their  first  be- 
ginning up  to  the  present  time.  We  wrote 
to  a  Catholic  publisher  and  suggested  that 
the  two  books  be  reprinted  in  this  country. 
The  answer  given  was  that  the  sale  would 
not  justify  the  expense.  We  perfectly  un- 
derstand that  a  publisher  is  not  bound  to 
give  at  his  own  expense  good  books  to 
Catholic  readers;  and  yet  it  did  seem 
strange  to  be  told  that  in  this  country,  where 
some  of  the  most  trashy  books  are  sold  by 
thousands — and  Catholics  among  the  buy- 
ers— such  truly  interesting  books  as  these 
could  not  be  sold  in  sufficient  number  to 
repay  the  expense  of  publication.  Cer- 
tainly a  screw  is  loose  somewhere,  and  we 
do  not  think  it  is  with  the  Catholic  readers 
entirely.  If  the  intensely  interesting  con- 
tents of  those  little  books  were  known  to 
children. — who  devour  Robinson  Crusoe 
and  all  tney  can  get  hold  of, — thousands  of 
copies  could  be  disposed  of  if  put  within 
their  reach.  And  not  only  children,  but 
all  Catholics  would  eagerly  purchase  them 
did  they  but  have  an  idea  of  what  is  in 
them  and  know  where  to  get  them  cheap. 
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The  English  edition  is  printed  on  excel- 
lent paper,  and  comes  too  high  to  come  in 
competition  with  the  cheap  publications 
of  this  country,  especially  as  the  importer 
must  have  his  profit  also.  We  have  there- 
fore made  extracts  from  these  books,  that 
our  readers  may  have  all  the  facts  concern- 
ing the  missions  of  Corea. 

COREA  has  long  been  a  name  famous  in  mission- 
ary annals.  It  has  been  preeminently  the  post  of 
danger ;  and  yet  it  has  been  the  one  sought  out  be- 
yond all  others  by  missionary  zeal.  There,  one 
after  another,  priest  and  bishop  have  gone  to  an 
almost  certain  death ;  while  risks  and  fatigues,  with 
the  most  extreme  privations,  are  their  daily  and 
inevitable  lot.  And  yet  they  go  cheerfully ;  and 
they  do  not  simply  go  cheerfully,  for  they  go  with 
a  sense  of  privilege  and  happiness  thaWs  unmis- 
takable. It  was  thither  that,  some  twelve  years 
ago,  Mgr.  Berneux,  and  two  of  his  companions 
who  have  now  been  his  partners  in  death,  went  to 
sacrifice  their  lives  in  the  service  of  souls.  They 
knew  what  they  were  doing,  and  they  did  it  gladly. 
The  mature  and  experienced  Bishop,  who  had  al- 
ready felt  the  pains  of  captivity  and  persecution, 
had  here  feelings  and  thoughts  the  same  as  the 
young  missionary  fresh  from  the  seminary,  who  as 
yet  knew  nothing  of  those  realities  into  which  he 
would  soon  be  introduced. 

In  that  unknown  peninsula,  far  away  in  the  dis- 
tant East,  from  a  period  commencing  in  the  last 
century,  there  has  been  a  succession  of  fierce  strug- 
gles between  a  rising  Christianity  and  the  old  super- 
stitions of  the  country.  How  and  when  the  Chris- 
tian religion  had  made  its  entrance,  was  hardly 
known.  Corea  was  shut  out  from  the  outward 
world,  not  only  by  its  situation,  but  by  a  stern  and 
jealous  legislation.  The  stranger  was  excluded 
from  the  land  under  the  most  strict  penalties.  No 
intercourse  was  allowed  with  him.  It  was  death  to 
go  into  his  country  and  to  deal  with  him,  or  even 
to  traffic  with  him  on  the  open  seas.  His  customs 
and  habits  of  every  kind  were  eschewed,  and  above 
all,  his  religion. 

And  so,  up  to  the  end  of  the  last  century,  no  mis- 
sionary had  been  known  to  penetrate  there.  But 
Christianity  had  made  its  appearance  :  and,  in  a 
marvellous  way,  had  attained  a  purity  and  vigor 
that  attracted  attention.  It  is  said  that,  many  years 
before,  one  of  the  learned  men  of  the  country  had 
gained  intelligence  of  the  progress  and  the  power  of 
the  Christian  faith  in  China ;  that  in  one  of  the 
accustomed  embassies  which  went  to  Pekin  he  es- 
tablished communications  with  the  missionaries  j 


there ;  that  books  were  brought  in,  the  religion 
was  studied,  and  he  became  a  Christian ;  that  after- 
wards another  emissary  went,  and  was  baptized; 
and  in  this  way  Christianity  silently  spread,  and 
gained  a  powerful  hold  over  many  hearts. 

By  1792,  it  had  become  noticeable.  It  was  talked 
of  at  Pekin ;  and  the  wish  to  send  missionaries,  to 
nurture  the  growing  faith,  began  to  prevail.  One 
went — a  Chinese  priest.  But  already  that  impe- 
tuous hatred,  which  has  since  brought  so  many  cal- 
amities, betrayed  itself.  The  Chinese  priest  fell  a 
victim  to  it ;  and  the  infant  Church  was  dreadfully- 
thinned  by  the  sword  of  the  persecutor.  Terrible 
were  the  sufferings  that  the  Christians  of  those 
early  times  were  willing  to  undergo  for  a  religion 
that  had  sprung  up  in  so  strange  a  way.  There  is 
one,  Lawrence  Pak,  whose  name  has  been  recorded 
and  preserved,  who  underwent  such  a  series  of 
frightful  beatings  that  it  might  seem  impossible  for 
human  life  to  sustain  them.  He  was  but  young 
when  he  embraced  the  faith ;  but  he  did  so  with  an 
ardor  that  nothing  could  extinguish.  Again  and 
again  he  was  left  for  dead,  stunned  by  a  repetition 
of  blows  that  were  intended  to  kill  him ;  but  each 
time  he  rose  up  again,  to  disgust  by  his  presence 
his  angry  judge,  who  had  given  the  order  "Exter- 
minate him,"  and  who,  after  all,  was  obliged  to  turn 
to  some  other  mode  of  satisfying  his  vengeance. 

The  religion,  nevertheless,  in  spite  of  these  perse- 
cutions, could  not  be  suppressed ;  and  at  length 
about  1886,  the  arrival  of  Mgr.  Imbert,  as  well  as  of 
t,wo  French  priests,  gave  it  a  support  and  impulse 
7that  caused  a  very  sensible  progress.  Mgr.  Imbert 
spoke  with  much  satisfaction  of  what  he  had  wit- 
nessed,— of  the  dispositions  of  the  people,  of  the 
chances  of  the  advance  of  the  religion ;  and,  for  a 
season,  he  was  able  to  go  on  quietly,  collecting  to- 
gether his  Christians  in  small  bodies  in  the  town, 
and  traversing  the  country,  and  finding  them  out 
in  their  little  hamlets,  in  the  retired  spots  that  they 
had  chosen.  But  it  was  only  for  three  years  that 
this  was  permitted;  then,  with  slight  warning,  sud- 
denly the  work  was  stopped  by  a  fury  of  persecu- 
tion that  most  piteously  beat  down  everything. 
Missionaries,  Christians — men,  women,  children, — 
none  were  spared.  Many  were  thrown  into  prison, 
many  were  tortured — some  standing  out  bravely, 
and  witnessing  for  their  faith;  others  shrinking 
back  from  the  pains  or  giving  way  under  them, 
and  saving  themselves  by  apostasy.  Young  chil- 
dren, boys  and  girls,  were  some  of  the  boldest  con- 
fessors ;  women,  as  well  as  men,  were  mercilessly 
beaten  after  the  fashion  of  the  country,  and  were 
firm  to  the  end;  and  some  of  those  who  fell,  at  once 
rose  up  again,  indignant  with  themselves  for  those 
short  signs  of  weakness,  and  atoning  for  their  fault 
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by  a  quick  return  and  an  eager  seeking  of  those 
very  pains  from  which  they  had  just  fled.  There  is 
an  instance  that  the  Bishop  gives  us  of  one  who, 
having  failed  in  his  trial,  immediately  repairs  his 
misdeed  by  a  noble  example  of  heroism.  He  sees  his 
crime  as  soon  as  it  has  been  committed  ;  he  weeps 
and  bewails  it ;  he  cannot  rest  at  home ;  he  hastens 
forth  into  the  streets,  seeks  out  his  judge,  throws 
himself  at  his  feet,  and  entreats  him  to  send  him 
back  to  his  dungeon :  having  his  request  granted,  he 
docs  not  wait  to  be  conducted,  but  runs,  full  of  a 
holy  joy,  to  console  and  receive  the  congratulations 
of  his  brother-confessors.  And  now,  with  resolute 
courage,  he  submits  to  his  last  beating — a  beating  so 
severe,  that  he  almost  expires  under  it ;  for  that  very 
night  he  dies,  "  a  martyr,"  as  the  Bishop  says,  "  of 
faith  as  well  as  of  repentance." 

The  persecution  lasts  for  months.  Mgr.  Imbert  is 
at  first  in  concealment  in  the  capital,  in  the  midst  of 
his  beloved  flock,  narrowly  watching  them,  receiv- 
ing daily  accounts  of  all  that  is  happening ;  inter- 
changing messages  with  those  who  are  in  prison, 
consoling  and  exhorting  them,  and  consoled  himself, 
by  the  accounts  of  their  fervor  and  constancy ; 
noting  down  all  in  his  journal.  Afterwards,  the  per- 
secution relaxing,  he  remains  for  a  time  in  retreat  in 
an  island  off  the  coast.  M.  Mauband  and  M.  Chas- 
tan  havingjoined  him,  they  confer  together  as  to  what 
shall  be  done ;  each,  with  a  noble  emulation,  while 
he  urges  the  escape  of  his  companion,  desiring  by 
his  own  sacrifice  to  stop  the  reviving  persecution  : 
for  the  sufferings  of  the  Christians  had  again  in- 
creased, and  had  become  more  painful  than  ever; 
and  though  they  had  afforded  examples  of  generous 
endurance,  they  had  also  been  the  -occasion  of  the 
fall  of  several,  too  weak  in  the  faith,  even  after  bear- 
ing much,  to  persevere  to  the  end.  These  last  days 
had  indeed  been  days  of  calamity ;  some  who  up 
to  then  had  stood  firm,  gave  way  in  that  prolonged 
contest,  in  which  the  Pagans  were  striving  to  ex- 
tinguish Christianity;  and  those  who  would  not 
yield  had  their  bodies  torn  and  bruised,  and  expi- 
ated by  d  eath  the  resolution  of  holding  fast  their  faith. 

Then  it  was  that  the  young  Agatha  Ny,  only  fif- 
teen years  of  age,  one  of  the  first  imprisoned,  through- 
out patient  and  firm,  not  to  be  seduced  by  bribes 
nor  to  be  intimidated  by  menaces  and  pains,  sealed 
her  fidelity  with  her  blood.  Of  a  noble  family, — 
noble  for  their  Christian  virtues, — her  uncle  was 
one  of  the  earliest  of  these  martyrs,  and  her  father 
now  died  with  her.  Then  it  was  that  the  most  ap- 
proved and  most  eminent  of  the  flock  were  singled 
out  for  destruction ;  three  brave  ehanipions  espe- 
cially— Paul  Tin,  Charles  Tchao,  and  Augustin 
Lieou.  All  of  these  had  been  active  in  the  service 
of  the  mission :  Paul  Tin  was  the  Bishop's  host ; 


Charles  Tchao  was  the  courier  to  Pekin,  clever  in 
the  management  of  business,  and  employed  in 
various  charges  ;  Augustine  Lieou  was  a  mandarin 
of  high  distinction, — his  influence  had  introduced 
from  China  articles  required  for  the  altar,  of  which 
his  house  had  been  the  depository,  and  his  coun- 
tenance had  in  many  ways  been  a  valuable  support. 
And  now  these  bold  witnesses  had  to  go  through  a 
severity  of  torture  that  left  their  bodies  a  piteous 
spectacle.  "  They  had  not,"  writes  M.  Mauband, 
only  just  before  his  own  death,  "  a  part  of  their 
body  left  whole  on  which  to  place  a  new  blow ;" 
and  their  sufferings  were  only  closed  by  death. 

Mgr.  Imbert  knew  that  it  was  himself  and  his 
priests  that  were  really  sought,  that  it  was  the  Eu- 
ropeans who  were  the  true  objects  of  hatred  ;  and 
he  could  not  consent  that  any  more  blood  should 
be  shed,  when,  by  placing  himself  in  the  hands  of 
his  enemies,  he  might  stop  the  effusion ;  so  he  came 
forth  from  his  hiding-place,  and  delivered  himself 
up ;  and,  a  few  days  after,  he  sent  messages  to  his 
two  priests,  and  asked  of  them  to  make  a  like  sur- 
render. The  feelings  with  which  these  martyrs 
approached  their  death  are  pictured  for  us  in  a  let- 
ter of  M.  Chastan,  written  on  the  very  day  he  re- 
ceived his  Bishop's  summons,  and  laying  bare  be. 
fore  us  the  generous  emotions  of  his  heart: 

"  Now,"  the  6th  of  September,  "  the  order  has 
arrived  from  the  prelate  for  us  to  present  ourselves 
to  martyrdom.  We  have  the  sweet  joy  of  setting 
out,  after  having  celebrated,  for  the  last  time,  the 
Holy  Sacrifice.  How  consoling  it  is  to  be  able  to 
say  with  St.  Gregory :  '  TTnum  ad  palmam  Her  ;  pro 
Christo  mortem  appeto1 — '  I  desire  to  die  for  Christ ; 
for  me  it  is  the  only  way  to  heaven' !  If  anything 
could  diminish  the  joy  we  experience  at  this  mo- 
ment of  our  departure,  it  would  be  the  grief  of 
those  fervent  neophytes  to  whom  we  have  had  the 
happiness  of  ministering  during  three  [years,  and 
who  love  us  as  the  Galatians  loved  Paul ;  but  we 
are  going  to  too  great  a  feast  to  allow  feelings  of 
sadness  to  enter  our  hearts." 

With  these  martyrdoms  the  persecution  ceased : 
but  not  less  than  a  hundred  Christians  died. 


"  THERE  are  two  sorts  of  avarice :  the  avarice  of 
heaven,  and  the  avarice  of  earth.  The  miser  of  the 
earth  does  not  carry  his  thoughts  beyond  time.  He 
never  has  riches  enough ;  he  is  always  heaping  up, 
heaping  up.  But  when  the  moment  of  death  comes 
he  will  have  nothing.  I  have  often  told  you  so ;  it 
is  just  like  those  who  make  too  large  a  provision  for 
winter,  and  when  the  next  harvest  comes  they  do 
not  know  what  to  do  with  it :  it  only  serves  to  em- 
barrass them.  We  carry  away  nothing ;  we  leave 
everything." — Cure  of  Ars. 
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THE  FLEMINGS. 


BY    MHS.    ANNA    H.    DOESEY. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

HOW  THE  CLOUD  PASSED  AWAY  AND  THE 
LIGHT  SHONE. 

(Continued.) 

The  next  day,  Mrs.  Flemming,  freshly 
dressed  and  looking  much  better  than  she 
had  done  since  her  illness,  was  sitting 
propped  up  by  pillows  in  her  bed,  trying 
to  knit — her  fingers  not  much  larger  than 
jack-straws  as  she  c lowly  took  up  the 
stitches  and  threw  the  fine  yarn  over  the 
glittering  needles — when  her  husband  came, 
and  by"  arrangement  found  her  alone. 

"  You  feel  strong  to-day,  mother  ?"  he 
said,  as  he  stationed  himself  upon  the  rug, 
and  with  an  amused  expression  watched 
her  indefatigaWe  efforts  to  slip  back  into 
her  old  industrious  habits. 

"  I  feel  as  chipper  as  that  robin  whist- 
ling out  there  by  the  window,"  she  an- 
swered cheerfully.  "  I  tell  you,  father,  that 
I  feel  like  one  risen  from  the  dead,  in  a  two- 
fold sense.  What  day  of  the  month  is  it?" 

"  The  first  of  December  !"  he  replied, 
watching  I  er  keenly,  for  he  almost  dreaded 
the  effects  of  what  he  had  to  tell  her,  upon 
her  nerves. 

"Ah!  have  I  been  ill  so  long?  And 
this  is —  Well,  father,  let  the  past  be  with 
the  past ;  it  would  seem  ungrateful  to 
fret  and  repine,  since  God  has  been  so 
good,  so  good  and  merciful  to  us.  I 
shall  be  ready  very  soon  now  to  go  to 
Ohio,"  she  added,  hesitating  a  little  at 
first,  then  speaking  more  blithely. 

"  I  don't  think  we  shall  go  to  Ohio  just 
yet,"  he  replied. 

"  I  should  like  to  know  !  I  thought  it 
was  all  settled,  if  that  money — " 

"  Wife  !" — he    said,   "  are   you   strong 
enough  to  hear  some  good  news  ?" 

"  I  guess  I  am.  It  will  do  me  good," 
she  replied  with  an  expectant  look. 

"  Well,  then,  we  shall  not  go  to  Ohio. 


We  shall  not  be  compelled  to  break  up 
our  old  home,  or  even  to  sell  Mill  Farm." 

"Why  I  the  land's-sake!"  she  exclaimed, 
dropping  her  hands  upon  the  coverlid,  and 
fixing  her  eyes  upon  him  with  an  eager 
alert  expression  in  them  which  half  fright- 
ened him.  "  That  is  good  news.  I  feel  it 
all  through  me!  Why,  father  !  how  did 
it  come  about  ?" 

"First  through  Ruby." 

"Ruby,  Ruby, — my  baby !"  she  murmured- 
softly,  while  a  happy  smile  lit  up  her  pale 
thin  face.     "  Go  on." 

"  Yes,  indeed  !  Your  boy  took  to  sculp- 
turing images  ;  and  while  looking  around 
for  some  soft  kind  of  stone  to  work  in,  he 
discovered  a  valuable  quarry  of  soapstone 
at  Mill  Farm  !" 

"  He  did  !  And  to  think  how  provoked 
I  was  at  him  that  day,  when  he  told  me 
he  had  been  searching  for  soft  stone !  I 
thought  he  was  crazy." 

"  Well,  he  found  it,  but  said  nothing,  as 
he  was  ignorant  of  its  great  value ;  and  it 
was  only  after  Cutter  came  the  other  day, 
to  pay  for  the  farm,  that  I  heard  a  word 
about  it." 

"  You  have  seen  Cutter,  then?"  she  in- 
quired anxiously. 

/  "  Yes,^mother,  he  came  back  a  few  days 
ago,  and  brought  the  money  to  pay  for  it; 
but  you  were  ill,  and  I  told  him  to  come 
the  next  morning;  for  I  knew — or  I  thought 
I  knew — how  much  depended  on  my  get- 
ting the  money  for  it." 

"And  you  didn't  let  him  have  it?  Don't 
tell  me  that  he  got  it !" 

"No.  I  heard  about  the  quarry  that 
night." 

"How  in  the  land—?" 

"  Wilbur  came  up  here  at  midnight,  and 
told  me  all  about  it." 

"Wilbur!"  repeated  Mrs.  Flemming, 
as  if  scarcely  comprehending  how,  by  any 
chance  upon  earth,  that  shiftless,  ungrate- 
ful man  had  got  to  be  mixed  up  in  their 
aifairs.  Then  Wolfert  Flemming  sat  down 
by  her  side  and  told  everything  that  had 
happened,  from  Wilbur's  midnight  visit 
to  George  Merrill's  letter;  he  dwelt  with 
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softened  voice  on  Hulda's  kind  ness,  in- 
formed her  of  Reuben's  suecess,  not  omit- 
ting the  smallest  detail  as  he  went  on. 
When  she  heard  how  her  great  bear,  Nick, 
had  served  the-man-with-the-hammer,  she 
laughed  out,  and  said  "  it  served  him 
right."  Then  he  gave  her  George  Mer- 
rill's letters  to  read,  and  showed  her  the 
new  crisp  bank  bills  he  had  sent,  and 
asked  her  how  she  felt? 

"  I  feel  well.  There's  no  cordial  could 
have  done  me  half  the  good  that  your  news 
has.  Oh,  husband !  help  me  to  thank  God ; 
He  has  been  so  patient  and  merciful." 
And  kneeling  down  beside  her,  he  lifted 
up  his  voice  and  poured  out  the  adoration 
and  gratitude  of  his  soul  to  God  for  all 
His  mercies,  for  all  the  trials  wherewith 
they  had  been  chastened,  and,  above  all, 
he  thanked  Him  for  the  gift  of  faith  which 
had  been  vouchsafed  to  him  and  his  house- 
hold, and  for  giving  new  life,  spiritually 
and  corporally,  to  her  who,  not  yet  risen 
from  her  bed  of  sickness,  lifted  up  her  soul 
with  his  in  genuine  faith,  true  humility 
and  fervent  gratitude  unto  the  Giver  of 
every  good  and  perfect  gift.  The  prayer 
tranquillized  and  composed  Mrs.  Flemming; 
and  the  soft,  happy  tears  she  shed  seemed 
brightened  with  the  bow  of  a  new  cove- 
nant, and  refreshed  her  body  as  chrism 
refreshes  and  strengthens  the  soul. 

"  Now,  wife,  God  bless  you,"  he  said, 
as  he  leant  over  and  kissed  her;  "it  is 
nearly  8  o'clock,  and  I  must  gallop  down 
to  Plymouth  to  pay  that  note,  and  attend 
to  some  other  business." 

"  Be  careful  of  your  wallet,  father.  You 
might  drop  it,"  she  said,  as  she  gathered 
up  her  knitting  once  more;  "and  send 
Hulda  to  me  if  she  is  not  gone." 

"  I'll  be  careful — depend  upon  that,  moth- 
er," he  answered,  thinking  how  natural  it 
was  to  hear  the  cautious,  thrifty  nature  of 
the  little  woman  cropping  out  once  more. 
He  took  it  as  one  of  the  best  symptoms  of 
a  healthy  recovery,  and  went  on  his  way 
rejoicing. 

Long  and  sweet  was  the  interview  be- 
tween Mrs.  Flemmiug  and  Hulda  Sneathen ; 


not  that  there  was  the  least  sentimental 
nonsense  about  it,  but  there  was  genuine 
gratitude  on  one  hand,  and  a  sincere,  rev- 
erent affection  upon  the  other,  which,  fused 
together  on  that  occasion,  in  a  simple, 
natural  way,  produced  a  confidence  between 
the  two  which  continued  and  ripened  until 
death  separated  them — many,  many  years 
afterwards.  Hulda's  modest  account  of  her 
management  of  the  dairy  and  other  do- 
mestic matters  which  must  have  been  ut- 
terly neglected  but  for  her,  did  Mrs.  Flem- 
ming's  thrifty  heart  good,  and  brought  her 
many  healthy  steps  forward  into  the  old 
busy  ways  of  life.  When  there  were  no 
more  questions  to  answer,  and  Hulda  had 
related  every  little  detail  which  she  thought 
would  please  her,  she  said:  "Hulda,  I 
don't  know  how  to  thank  you.  You'll 
make  my  boy  a  good  wife, — I  know  that, — 
and  be  a  comfort  to  father  and  me  in  our  old 
days;  and  I  pray  that  God  may  bless  and 
reward  you  as  you  deserve.  As  it  has 
turned  out,  it  was  a  good  thing  that  you 
wrote  to  GeorgeMerrill — poor,  dear  George! 
I  always  loved  the  boy.  None  of  us  could 
have  done  that,  you  know,  even  if  we  had 
thought  of  it ;  we  would  have  felt  a  sort  of 
pride  about  asking  such  a  favor  even  of 
our  own  kin,  if  we  had  any.  But  I  am 
very  thankful  to  you,  my  child,  and  don't 
know  how  the  house  would  have  get  on 
without  you."  And  Mrs.  Flemming  drew 
Hulda's  fresh  young  face  down  to  her,  and 
placing  her  hands  upon  each  of  the  girl's 
blooming  cheeks  she  kissed  her  tenderly. 
"  God  has  been  good  to  me,  child,  in  bring- 
ing me  out  of  the  darkness  of  error  into 
the  light  of  faith,"  she  said,  as  she  held 
Hulda  in  that  soft  motherly  embrace  ;  "  I 
am  now,  like  my  husband  and  children,  a 
Catholic.  Child!  child!  I  am  very  happy 
and  thankful!  Go  now;  I  want  to  be 
quiet  for  a  little.  I  must  rest  an  hour; 
then  you  must  all  come  up  and  spend  the 
rest  of  the  day  here,  when  we  will  talk 
over  everything."  And  when  Hulda  lifted 
up  her  face  from  the  motherly  bosom,  to  go 
away,  her  cheeks  were  wet  with  the  first 
happy  tears  she  had  ever  shed. 
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Truly,  indeed,  was  Mrs.  Flemming  a  lit- 
tle worn  out  by  all  this  excitement;  but  it 
was  very  pleasant  to  lie  there  in  her  bright 
quiet  room,  knowing  that  everything  was 
going  on  well  and  happily,  and  think  of 
the  wonderful  ways  of  Divine  Providence, 
which  had  turned  their  Badness  into  joy, 
put  a  new  song  on  their  lips,  and  deliv- 
ered them  from  misfortune  when  all  hu- 
man aid  seemed  hopeless — and  from  the 
bitter  struggles  of  poverty  amongst  stran- 
gers. And  yet  everything  appeared  to 
have  happened  in  the  natural  order  of 
things, — even  the  coming  of  Patrick  McCue 
on  the  night  of  the  storm,  his  leaving  that 
book  as  a  testimonial  of  his  gratitude — and 
the  conversion  of  her  husband ;  each  event 
taken  by  itself  was  simple  and  natural ; 
there  was  nothing  miraculous,  and^et  how 
wonderfully  had  the  mercy  and  love  of 
Almighty  God  towards  His  creatures  been 
illustrated  in  their  regard.  How  truly," 
she  thought,  "  do  all  things  work  together 
for  the  good  of  them  who  love  and  serve 
Him  !"  Mrs.  Flemming  could  make  noth- 
ing of  it  all,  humanly  speaking,  but  to 
feel  a  sweet,  humble,  utter  dependance  upon 
her  Father  in  heaven,  and  wonder  in  speech- 
less surprise  at  her  past  blindness,  and  His 
infinite,  unspeakable  patience  and  mercy. 
It  was  like  "  deep  calling  unto  deep ;"  it 
was  truly  a  new  birth  into  a  life  full  of 
consolation  and  hope. 

When  her  children  came  in  to  her  that 
day,  they  found  her  with  a  look  of  quiet 
content  upon  her  face,  and  a  softened  light 
in  her  eyes  which  tempered  their  natu- 
ral brightness  with  unwonted  gentleness, 
and  which,  interpreted  aright,  indicated  the 
the  new-born  humility  which  had  had  its 
birth  in  her  soul.  They  were  very  happy 
sitting  around  her,  each  one  relating  his 
or  her  personal  experience  during  the  dark 
sorrowful  days  just  past;  in  the  midst  of 
which  Reuben,  who  had  been  engaged 
busily  with  his  mother's  lap-board,  turned 
it  round  towards  them,  exposing  to  view 
a  spirited  charcoal  sketch  of  Nick  run- 
ning off  the-man-with-the-hammer,  which 
made  them  all  laugh  very  heartily. 


"  Ruby,  what  did  you  serve  my  board  in 
that  way  for?  It  will  have  to  be  planed 
to  get  that  thing  off,"  said  Mrs.  Flemming. 

"  I'll  scrub  it,  little  mammy,  as  white  as 
your  hands.  And  as  soon  as  ever  you  get 
strong  enough  I'm  going  to  fetch  up  loads 
of  that  soft  stone  for  you  to  stuff  your  pil- 
lows with !"  he  answered,  giving  his  sketch 
a  few  additional  touches  to  complete  it. 
Then  he  kissed  his  mother,  who  had  been 
watching  him  fondly,  and  set  the  board 
upon  her  bureau  for  his  father  to  see  when 
he  got  back. 

"I  can't  understand  Ruby,"  said  Mrs. 
Flemming  after  he  went  out ;  "  he  is  a  per- 
fect riddle  to  me,  and  will  be  as  long  as 
he  lives.  But  I  admire  to  see  him  looking 
so  bright  and  well.  I  shouldn't  wonder 
if  it  was  the  cool,  bracing  weather  that  has 
made  him  strong  again."  It  was  not  the 
cold,  bracing  weather  that  had  improved 
Reuben's  health,  but  the  fact  that  his 
genius  was  acknowledged  and  approved ; 
that  his  vocation  was  decided  upon ;  that 
he  had  made  a  successful  beginning,  and 
that  a  career  was  before  him  which  he 
determined,  if  life  were  spared  him,  should 
fulfil  all  his  most  ambitious  aspirations. 
This  it  was  which  gave  electricity  to  his 
steps,  which  made  the  young  blood  leap 
with  the  strong  impetus  of  hope  through 
his  veins,  and  imparted  new  life  and  strength 
to  his  being.  Mrs.  Flemming  did  not  com- 
pi  ehend  this;  it  was  not  in  her  nature  to 
understand  or  appreciate  the  utility  of  any 
profession  which  had  not  for  its  aim  some 
practical  advantage  or  use ;  but  she  did 
not  oppose  him,  later,  when  with  his  fath- 
er's consent  and  generous  assistance  he 
went  away, -to  be  gone  for  years,  to  study 
and  work  in  Rome.  She  only  said  "  it 
was  a  pity,  and  a  great  waste  of  time, 
in  her  opinion.  He  might  have  chosen 
some  more  useful  occupation ;  and  she 
couldn't  see  how  it  would  end."  Then 
she  hung  about  his  neck,  smoothed  back 
his  wild  golden  hair  for  the  last  time, 
kissed  him,  blessed  him,  and  let  him  go, 
sad  to  think  he  was  so  glad  to  be  gone. 
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As  soon  as  ever  Mrs.  Flemraing  was 
strong  enough  to  travel,  the  Old  Home- 
stead was  closed,  and  the  farm  matters  left 
in  care  of  the  man  who  had  been  working 
there  many  years,  and  his  sister,  who  took 
charge  of  the  dairy  and  other  affairs  be- 
longing to  the  feminine  department  of  the 
establishment, — and  all  the  family  went  to 
Boston.  Wolfert  Flemming  had  written 
to  Patrick  McCue  of  his  intention ;  and 
the  first  object  they  saw  when  the  stage 
drew  up  in  front  of  the  office  was  the  gaunt 
figure  of  the  good  Irishman,  his  face  beam- 
ing with  delight,  and  his  big  hands  out- 
stretched to  welcome  them  and  help  them 
down.  He  had  a  carriage  waiting  for  them, 
and  when  they  were  all  packed  in  it  he 
mounted  the  box  with  the  driver  and  con- 
ducted them  to  a  nice  boarding-house  near 
the  cathedral,  where  he  had  engaged  rooms 
for  them ;  and  having  introduced  them  to- 
the  landlady,  and  seen  them  comfortably 
settled,  he  drove  back  to  the  stage-office 
for  their  baggage.  His  joy  and  delight  at 
meeting  with  his  friends  defies  descrip- 
tion, and  I  leave  it  to  your  imagination. 
I  should  be  glad  to  tell  you  of  some  of  the 
remarkable  things  he  said  and  did,  which 
were  so  full  of  deep  earnest  feeling,  of  fun 
and  devotion  and  pathos  all  mixed  to- 
gether, that  the  Flemmings,  though  not 
given  to  such  things,  laughed  and  cried 
at  the  same  time.  His  last  acts  of  love 
that  night  were  to  go  and  inform  the 
Bishop  of  the  arrival  of  the  converts,  and 
to  spend  an  hour  in  the  cathedral  before 
the  Altar  of  Our  Lady  to  implore  her  favor 
and  patronage  for  them.  He  was  with 
them  betimes  the  next  morning,  to  show 
them  the  way  to  the  cathedral  to  assist 
at  the  Bishop's  Mass,  and  afterwards  con- 
duct them  into  his  presence. 

The  good  Bishop  received  Wolfert  Flem- 
ming and  his  family  with  friendly  welcome 
and  great  emotion  ;  and,  after  a  long  con- 
versation with  them,  was  consoled  as  well 
as  astonished  to  find  that  these  people, 
who  until  then  had  never  seen  a  Catholic 
priest  in  all  their  lives,  were  so  thoroughly 
instructed  in  Catholic  doctrine  and  dogma 


as  to  be  perfectly  prepared  even  then  to 
receive  the  Sacraments.*  On  that  day 
they  went  to  confession,  or  rather  began 
their  confession;  after  which  they  were 
conditionally  baptized — that  is,  Wolfert 
Flemming  and  his  wife;  their  children, 
never  having  received  the  rite,  now  received 
it  in  all  its  sacramental  fulness.  It  would 
be  simply  impossible  to  describe  the  sol- 
emn joy,  the  blissful  content,  the  deep  hu- 
mility and  fervent  faith  that  animated  the 
souls  of  our  converts  ;  they  seemed  to  en- 
ter a  new  life,  on  a  new  earth  and  under  a 
new  heaven ! 

It  appeared  so  natural, — and  yet  how 
strange, — this  actual  beginning  of  the  chief 
business  of  their  souls !  To  place  them- 
selves in  the  presence  of  Almighty  God 
and  examine  the  records  of  their  con- 
science, to  "  search  Jerusalem  with  lamps," 
to  hunt  the  "  little  foxes  that  destroy  the 
vines,"  to  enter  the  tribunal  of  penance 
and  confess  their  sins ;  to  receive  absolu- 
tion, in  the  firm  faith  that  what  was  "  loosed 
upon  earth  was  also  loosed  in  heaven," 
was  a  grave,  practical,  real  affair  to  them, 
in  comparison  with  which  all  temporal 
business  seemed  to  sink  into  utter  noth- 
ingness. It  was  the  immortal  grasping 
the  eternal ;  their  initiation  into  Christ's 
kingdom ;  the  beginning  of  the  means  by 
which  they  were  to  work  out  their  salva- 
tion. And  these  clear-headed,  simple- 
minded,  intelligent  people  felt  and  under- 
stood the  full  significance  of  that  which 
they  were  doing,  in  all  its  broad  spiritual 
meaning.  Their  reason  was  satisfied ;  they 
comprehended  the  meaning  of  faith  in 
their  own  experience,  and  the  necessity  of 
good  works  as  the  fruits  of  faith ;  they  ac- 
cepted with  joy  all  the  ceaseless  responsi- 
bilities of  a  spiritual  life,  courageously  de- 
termined, with  God's  help,  to  "work  out 
their  salvation  with  fear  and  trembling;" 
and  placing  themselves  under  the  protec- 
tion of  the  Mother  of  Jesus,  they  implored 
her  aid,  and  humbly  rejoiced  in  the  faith 
whose  consolations  were  "full  measure, 


*  A  literal  fact. 
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pressed  together  and  running  over."  There 
was  nolhing  left  for  them  to  desire,  noth- 
ing incomplete,  nothing  imperfect  or  mean- 
ingless in  this  holy  religion  into  whose  fold 
they  were  led;  and,  if  they  had  the  grace 
and  courage  to  persevere  to  the  end,  then 
— then  heaven  itself  would  be  their  eternal 
reward. 

Midnight,  Christmas  eve,  and  the  Bishop 
in  his  rich  pontifical  robes  at  the  altar ! 
Innumerable  lights  glittered  among  the 
fair,  fragrant  hot-house  flowers  and  luxu- 
riant evergreens  that  covered  it.  Around 
the  shrine  of  the  "  Blessed  amongst  women 
and  her  Divine  Babe,"  clustered  spotless 
lilies,  and  roses  as  lovely  as  the  roses  of 
Sharon — spangled  between,  wherever  one 
could  be  placed,  with  twinkling  Hghts  ! 
Fair  image  of  peace  and  holiness  1  well 
might  thy  children,  with  simple,  loving 
hearts,  decorate  thy  shrine  with  all  that  is 
lovely,  to  celebrate  that  wonderful  night 
when,  through  thee,  God  was  reconciled 
with  man  by  the  birth  of  His  only-begotten 
Son  !  Neither  gems  from  the  sea,  nor  gold 
from  the  mine,  nor  frankincense  nor  myrrh, 
could  make  a  memorial  worthy  of  thee, 
who  reignest  in  heaven,  thy  home  and  re- 
ward; but  thou  acceptest  the  intention  of 
thy  children,  whom  thou  lovest  andpitiest 
with  a  mother's  tender  affection  ;  thy  ears 
are  attentive  to  their  lowest  whispers  ;  and 
for  the  honor  which  they  pay  thee  for  the 
sake  of  thy  beloved  Son,  thou  bestowest 
upon  them  blessings  and  graces  exceeding 
their  timid  requests  ! — ever  ready,  ever 
swift  to  obtain  from  Him  the  fruits  of  His 
Passion  for  those  for  whom  He  suffered ! 

But  this  is  the  glorious  night  on  which 
thou  didst  heal  the  deadly  wound  inflicted 
by  Eve  upon  mankind,  by  giving  birth  to 
the  Saviour,  God's  only-begotten  Son  ! — 
and  thy  children  have  not  forgotten  thee  ! 
They  are  poor  and  humble,  but  they  have 
tried  to  make  thee  some  slight  amends  for 
the  poverty  and  needs  of  that  bitter  night 
in  the  stable  at  Bethlehem,  by  offering 
their  hearts  in  which  to  cradle  thy  Divine 
Son;  by  offering  their  service  to- thee,  as 
thy  handmaids  and  servants,  by  doing  all 


now  that  they  would  have  done  then,  had 
they  been  with  thee  beside  the  manger ! 
The  world  can  never  forget  thee,  O  sinless 
Mother !  and  in  looking  upon  this  specta- 
cle so  long  and  faithfully  celebrated  by  the 
Church,  it  halts  in  its  headlong  career  to 
gaze  upon  thy  beauty  a<  d  think  of  thy 
wonderful  Son,  the  Man-God,  who  was 
crucified  for  its  salvation  ;  and,  half  be- 
lieving, turns  away  with  softened  heart, 
and  bears  in  its  hidden  thoughts  the  mem- 
ory of  thee,  O  sweet  Maid  of  Nazareth  ! — a 
memory,  which,  times  without  number, 
brings  the  sinful  and  erring  in  humble  pen- 
itence to  the  "feet  of  thy  Beloved,  whose 
face  thou  beholdest  forever  ! 

The  cathedral  was  crowded  with  the 
humble  poor;  there  were  none  of  any 
other  class  in  those  days  in  Boston  who 
were  members  of  the  One  True  Fold.  The 
congregation  was  like  that  which  adored 
Jesus  in  the  arms  of  His  Mother  in  the  sta- 
ble at  Bethlehem,  bidden  thither  from  the 
hills  by  angel  messengers !  Their  faith 
was  the  same,  and  they  had  also  for  their 
consolation  JESUS  and  MARY. 

In  a  pew  in  front  of  the  sanctuary  knelt 
the  Flemmings,  their  souls  clothed  in  the 
newness  and  brightness  of  baptismal  in- 
njefcence,  and  as  fair  as  the  angels  who 
guarded  the  tabernacle  where  the  Lord, 
under  the  veil  of  bread,  reposed.  They 
awaited  in  almost  rapt  expectation  for  the 
moment  when  He  would  come  to  them  their 
food  and  their  guest. 

The  Gloria  in  excelsis  pealed  from  the 
organ  in  notes  of  solemn  joy,  the  words 
borne  upwards  by  voices  of  strange  power 
and  sweetness  ;  the  Credo  was  chante*d  in 
loud  sonorous  tones,  as  if  inviting  all  the 
world  to  listen  ;  then  followed  the  Offer- 
tory, when  the  Bishop,  in  a  low  voice,  of- 
fered the  bread  and  wine,  which  by  the 
power  of  Almighty  God,  and  the  words  of 
consecration,  would  soon  be  changed  into 
the  real  body  and  blood  of  His  Son.  In 
low,  sweet,  tremulous  notes,  the  organ 
breathed  its  music  as  the  unbloody  Sacri- 
fice went  on ;  then  it  burst  forth  again  in 
stately  melody  at  the  Preface,  increasing 
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in  power  and  sweetness  until  it  poured 
out  all  of  its  harmony  at  the  grand  and 
tremendous  moment  of  consecration,  when 
bread  was  no  longer  bread,  but  the  true, 
real,  living  Body,  Humanity  and  Divinity 
of  Jesus  Christ — which  all  present,  with 
lively  faith,  adored  as  the  Bishop  elevated 
the  host  which  veiled  His  glory,  as  His  hu- 
manity once  veiled  His  divinity  upon  earth. 
I  dare  not  attempt  to  describe  what 
passed  in  the  souls  of  our  converts  on  this 
occasion ;  the  pen  of  an  angel  only  could 
portray  the  sweet  and  heavenly  consola- 
tions vouchsafed  to  their  faith  !  The  long 
hoped  for  moment  at  length  came;  and 
they  went  forward  as  they  saw  others  do, 
and  knelt  at  the  sanctuary  railing — father, 
mother,  daughters  and  sons  together. 
When  the  good  Bishop  approached  where 
they  knelt,  he  recognized  them,  and  tears 
of  consolation  rolled  over  his  cheeks  and 
glittered  among  the  golden  embroidery  of 
his  vestments  as  he  administered  to  them 
the  Bread  of  Eternal  Life. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED. "1 


Order  of  La  Trappe. 


We  publish  with  pleasure  a  letter  from 
the  Right  Rev.  Abbot  of  Gethsemani,  Ky. 
No  Order  of  all  the  Orders  of  the  Church  is 
so  dear  to  us  as  this  one  of  the  Trappists. 
We  by  no  means  refuse  the  praise  that  is 
due  to  the  other  Orders — to  all  of  them, — 
but  anyone  who,  as  we  have,  has  experi- 
enced the  hospitality,  the  unfeigned  hearty 
welcome,  and  charitable  God-speed-you, 
of  the  good  Fathers  of  La  Trappe,  and 
who  knows  them  as  they  really  are,  can 
withhold  his  testimony  of  veneration  for 
rules  that  produce  such  men,  and  for  men 
who  have  the  courage  with  God's  grace 
to  live  by  such  rules. 

OBLATES. 

The  Cistercian  Order,  now  called  "La 
Trappe,"  being  from  its  origin  consecrated 
to  Mary,  I  select  your  worthy  AVE  MARIA 
to  publish  the  following  notice,  which  may 


interest  some  other  Orders  having  Oblates 
like  the  Cistercian  Order. 

We  call  Oblates  men  who  do  not  believe 
themselves  called  to  take  solemn  vows,  or 
who  cannot  for  one  reason  or  another 
comply  with  the  austerities  of  the  whole 
Rule,  and  who,  however,  wish  to  retire 
from  the  world  and  do  more  penance  than 
common  Christians. 

They  are  either  priests  or  laymen.  They 
give  themselves  to  the  Order  either  for 
lifetime  or  for  some  years,  and  they  are 
supported  by  the  Order  like  the  Religious ; 
and  like  the  Religious  also  they  work,  for 
the  Order  and  earn  no  wages. 

Being  seculars,  they  can  be  employed  in 
the  holy  ministry;  in  teaching,  and  in  any 
other  exterior  works  of  charity  to  which  the 
Religious  of  La  Trappe  with  solemn  vows 
could  not  properly  apply  themselves. 

The  savior  of  La  Trappe  during  the 
French  Revolution,  the  celebrated  Dom 
Augustin  de  Lestranges,  formed  a  Third 
Order,  especially  devoted  to  the  instruction 
of  children:  the  name  Third  Order  was 
nerc,  but  the  thing  itself,  under  the  name 
of  OblateSy  was  old.  Hence  his  Holiness, 
Pius  the  VII,  in  a  rescript  dated  7th  of  the 
Ides  of  April,  1804,  sanctioned  and  praised 
the  undertaking  of  the  Abbot  Dom  Au- 
gustin. Long  before  Pius  VII,  Benedict 
XIV  approved  of  Oblates.*  Oblates  ex- 
isted before  the  great  Benedict  XIV;  and 
now,  under  this  glorious  Pius  IX,  we  have 
to  procure  testimonials  for  an  oblate  as  for 
a  priest  or  a  layman  who  wishes  to  take 
solemn  vows. 

What  the  Church  approved,  sanctioned 
and  consecrated  in  the  constitutions  ofan 
Order,  is  nowadays,  in  this  age  of  light, 
deemed  contemptible ;  and  a  contract  made 
on  the  above  terms  and  conditions  is  pro- 
nounced ridiculous,  and  the  person  who 
took  the  engagement  is  induced  to  slight 
his  promises,  and  his  Superior  is  gently, 
politely,  and  hiddenly  annoyed,  till  for  the 
sake  of  peace  he  is  obliged  to  say :  I  am 
willing  to  give  up. 


*  See  De  Synodo  dicecesana. 
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May  our  Blessed  Mother,  to  whom  we 
have  been  consecrated  in  a  special  manner 
by  our  holy  founders,  protect  her  children, 
and  lead  them  in  the  path  of  contempt  to 
her  heavenly  abode !  O  Mary,  the  first 
oblate  and  the  model  of  oblates  of  our 
Holy  Church  which  celebrates  by  a  joyous 
festival  the  oblation  you  made  of  yourself 
in  the  temple  of  Jerusalem,  protect,  assist 
our  Oblates,  who  come  to  our  monasteries 
to  sei-ve  and  love  your  Divine  Son.  And 
you,  O  great  St.  Benedict,  stretch  forth 
your  powerful  arm  to  defend  the  success- 
ors of  those  little  Oblates  you  received  so 
kindly,  even  before  they  were  old  enough 
to  understand  the  fulness  of  the  grace  be- 
stowed upon  them  in  the- voluntary  offering 
of  them  by  their  parents  at  the  altar  of  God. 


BRIEF  OF  HIS  HOLINESS  PITTS  VII,  APPEOVING 
THE  OBLATES. 

PIUS  PP.  VIL, 

Dilecto  Filio  Augustino,  Abbati  Mbnasterii  Vallis- 
Sanctce,  Sanctae  Maries  nuncupati. 

Dilecte  Fill,  Salutein  et  Apostolicam  Benedictio- 
nem. 

Insignem  tu  certe  benevolentiam  ac  singulars  stu- 
dium  in  rein  Christianam  publicam  declaras,  cum 
tarn  sapiens  ceperis  consilium  incurnbendi  omni 
cogitatione  et  curS,  in  rectam  puerorum  institutio- 
nern.  Praeter  lianc  enim  nulla  melior  alia  inveniri 
potest  ratio  depellendi  earn  pravissimarum  opinio- 
nurn  perditorumque  morum  pestem,  qnse  tarn  late 
dominate.  Qua"  de  re  complura  ipsi  disputavimus 
in  iis  litteris,  quas  ad  nostros  Fratres  Episcopos 
circummisirnus  statim  ut  Pontificatum  Maximum 
sumus  adepti.  Quapropter  non  niodo  non  sumus 
adspernati ;  sed  magnS.  etiam  cum  laetitiS  accepimus 
quae  tu  breviter  descripta  detulisti  nuper  Nobis  de 
Tertio,  ut  appelas,  Ordine  Monachorum,  qui  edu- 
candis  et  imbuendis  Christianas  vitae  praeceptis  et 
litteris  et  artibus  pueris  totum  se  dederit.  Quse 
quidem  cum  dilecta  Congregatio  venerabilium  Fra- 
trum  nostrorum  Sanctae  Romanae  Ecclesiae  Cardi- 
nalium  consideranda  et  expendenda  susceperit,  cui 
id  nos  negotii  rnandassemus,  decrevit  ea  profecto 
laudandum  te  magnoperti  esse  ob  operam,  quam 
egregiS  adhuc  &  te  navatam  Ecclesiae  Christi,  vene- 
rabiles  Fratres,  Beryti  Archiepiscopus,  apostolicus 
in  Helvitiis  Nuncius,  ac  Saduni  et  Lausannae  Epis- 
copi  dissertissime  testantur,  teque  praeterea  hortan- 
dum,  ut  in  incepto  perseveres.  Itaque  macte  ani- 
mo,  dilecte  Fili,  et  confide,  nunquam  tibi  tarn  prae- 


claris  itineribus  eunti  defuturam  hujus  S.  Sedis 
gratiam,  et  auctoritatem  et  opem  cujus  nunc  pignus 
Benedictionem  Apostolicam  tibi  amantissimS  imper- 
timur. 

Datum  Romae,  apud  Sanctam  Mariam  Majorem, 
VII  Id.  Aprilis,  Anno  Domini  1804,  Pontificates 
nostri  V. 

<$•>  JOACHIMUS,  Epis.  Anagninus, 
a  Secretis. 


[TRANSLATION.] 

PIUS  VII,  POPE. 

To  our  beloved*  son  Augustine,  Abbot  of  the  Monastery 
of  the  Holy  Valley,  called  Our  Lady  of  La  Trappe : 
Beloved  Son,  Health  and  Apostolic  Benediction. 
You  certainly  manifest  a  remarkable  benevolence 
and  a  singular  solicitude  for  the  good  of  Christen- 
dom in  so  wisely  forming  the  design  of  laboring 
with  all  possible  application  and  care  for  the  proper 
education  of  children;  for  no  better  means  than 
this  can  be  found  to  chase  away  this  plague  of  most 
depraved  opinions  and  corrupt  morals  which  rules 
so  widely.  Of  which  matter  we  ourselves  have 
treated  fully,  in  those  letters  we  sent  to  our  brethren, 
the  Bishops,  immediately  on  our  elevation  to  the 
Sovereign  Pontificate.  Wherefore,  not  only  have 
we  not  despised,  but  have  even  received  with  great 
joy,  the  brief  description  you  have  lately  sent  us  of 
your  Third  Order  of  Monks,  as  you  call  it,  which  de- 
votes itself  entirely  to  the  education  and  training 
of  youths  in  the  duties  of  a  Christian  life,  in  learn- 
ing, and  in  the  arts.  For  this  reason,  when  the 
select  Congregation  of  our  venerable  brethren  the 
Cardinals  of  the  Holy  Roman  Church,  to  which  we 
committed  the  matter,  had  examined  and  considered 
it,  it  decreed  that  great  praises  were  indeed  due  to 
you  for  a  work  which  our  Venerable  Brethren  the 
Archbishop  of  Berythe,  Apostolic  Nuncio  in  Swit- 
zerland, and  the  Bishops  of  Sion  and  Lausanne,  most 
fully  testify  to  have  been  hitherto  carried  on  by 
you,  earnestly  and  in  a  manner  altogether  admir- 
able ;  and  that  moreover  you  should  be  exhorted  to 
persevere  in  your  enterprise.  Wherefore,  beloved 
Son,  go  on  as  you  have  begun,  and  be  assured  that, 
whilst  you  continue  to  walk  in  so  illustrious  a  path, 
neither  the  favor  nor  the  authority  nor  the  assist- 
ance of  this  Holy  See  will  ever  be  wanting  to  you ; 
and  as  a  pledge  of  it,  we  now  most  lovingly  impart 
to  you  the  Apostolic  Benediction. 

Given  at  Rome,  from  St.  Mary  Major's,  the  7th  of 
the  Ides  of  April,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1804,  the 
5th  of  our  Pontificate. 

«f>  JOACHIM,  Bishop  of  Anagni, 
Secretary. 
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In  a  sketch  of  the  actual  condition  of 
the  Cistercian  Order,  written  and  printed 
at  Rome  under  the  care  of  the  Right  Rev. 
Abbot  Regis,  Procurator  General  of  the 
three  Congregations  of  La  Trappe  in 
France  and  Belgium,  and  presented  to  his 
Eminence  Cardinal  Antonelli  when  he 
was  appointed  (1864),  by  our  Holy  Father, 
Protector  of  the  Trappists  of  both  observ- 
ances, we  read: 

"  Always  near  our  monasteries  we  have  a 
large  building  for  travellers  and  strangers. 
The  visitor  can  refresh  his  soul  by  the  re- 
ception of  Holy  Communion,  if  he  be 
pfous.  Not  far  also  from  some  of  our 
abbeys,  we  have  institutions  where  young 
men  are  formed  to  piety,  and  acquire  the 
habit  and  taste  for  a  busy  life. 

"We  so  act  as  not  to  be  strangers  to 
any  good  work  done  around  us  and  else- 
where ;  hence  our  Most  Rev.  Vicar  General, 
Abbot  of  La  Grande  Trappe,  has  a  colony 
of  200  children.  The  Abbot  of  Melleray, 
founder  of  Gethsemani,  has  a  house  for 
priests  who  no  longer  exercise  the  func- 
tions of  their  holy  ministry.  The  Abbot 
of  Mount  Melleray,  Waterford  Co.,  Ireland, 
has  a  college,  which  has  been  so  far  a 
nursery  of  priests,  religious  and  mission- 
aries. The  Abbot  of  Mount' St.  Bernard, 
England,  has  a  colony  of  200  children. 
The  Abbot  of  Fontgombaud,  diocese  of 
Bourges,  has  also  a  colony  of  two  hundred 
children." 

Rome  is  aware  of  all  this;  the  General 
Chapter  is  not  ignorant  of  it;  why  then  is 
not  a  stop  put  to  these  works,  if  it  be 
wrong  to  carry  them  on?  And  yet  more 
such  good  works  could  have  been  enumer- 
ated, since  our  brethren  have  a  congre- 
gation in  Dubuque,  Iowa  ;  in  St.  Louis  ; 
Old  Monroe  ;  say  Mass  out  every  Sunday, 
etc.,  at  Tracadie,  Nova  Scotia;  and  hear 
the  confessions  of  ladies  in  England  and 
Ireland,  and  even  in  France  where  in  the 
convents  of  our  sisters  our  Trappist  chap- 
lains hear  the  confessions  of  all  women 
calling  on  them,  and  receive  them  to  make 
a  retreat. 


Death  of  Mr,  James  Sadlicr. 


It  is  with  deep  and  unfeigned  sorrow  we 
learn  the  unexpected  demise  of  the  excel- 
lent and  highly  esteemed  gentleman  whose 
name  we  have  just  written.  We  too  were 
among  his  friends  for  a  number  of  years 
past,  and  have  had  large  dealings  with 
him ;  but  whether  in  our  friendly  or  in 
our  commercial  relations  with  the  deceased, 
we  always  found  him  a  most  amiable,  hon- 
est, and  upright  gentleman.  Honor  to  his 
memory  ;  peace  to  his  precious  soul. 

The  following  lines,  from  the  pen  of  his 
illustrious  friend,  Dr.  O.  A.  B.  (which  ap- 
peared in  the  last  issue  of  the  New  York 
Tablet],  will.be  read  with  no  ordinary 
interest : 

"  It  is  our  painful  duty  to  announce  the  decease 
of  Mr.  James  Sadlier,  of  the  firm  of  D.  &  J.  Sadlier 
&  Co.,  the  publishers  of  this  journal.  "We  are  too 
oppressed  by  this  to  us  sad  event  and  irreparable 
loss,  to  be  able  to  speak  of  our  friend  of  so  many 
years  standing,  and  with  whom  our  relations  have 
been  so  intimate,  in  the  terms  demanded  by  his 
noble  and  affectionate  character.  In  him  the  firm 
has  lost  an  active,  energetic,  capable,  and  high- 
minded  member,  and  the  community  an  honest,  up- 
right and  public-spirited  citizen.  We  cannot  now 
speak  of  the  husband,  the  father,  the  brother,  and 
the  friend.  As  yet  we  are  too  stunned  with  our 
loss  to  realize  its  greatness,  and  the  grief  is  too  fresh 
to  find  utterance. 

"  But  we  may  be  permitted  to  say  that  James 
Sadlier  was  a  true  and  faithful  Catholic,  whose 
whole  life  and  soul  were  filled  with  hearty  devotion 
to  his  Church,  whose  interest  he  ever  kept  in  view 
and  sought  to  promote  to  the  best  of  his  ability. 
As  a  publisher,  he  sought  not  simply  his  own  gain ; 
he  looked  to  the  spread  of  Catholic  truth  and  the 
promotion  of  Catholic  piety,  as  the  publications  of 
the  well-known  firm  can  amply  testify.  The  Cath- 
olics of  this  country  and  Canada  owe  him  a  debt  of 
gratitude,  which  they  will  never  be  able  to  overpay 
to  his  memory.  He  was  eminently  a  Catholic  pub- 
lisher and  bookseller. 

"James  Sadlier  was  a  true  man.  High-minded 
and  honorable ;  genial,  liberal  and  hospitable 
almost  to  a  fault ;  a  true  and  faithful  friend,  who 
never  forsook  his  friend  in  adversity;  open-handed 
to  the  poor  and  the  needy,  he  was  honored  and 
trusted  as  a  business  man,  and  as  a  citizen  and 
neighbor,  and  warmly  loved  by  all  who  knew  him 
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well  and  were  admitted  to  his  private  friendship. 
The  publishers  and  booksellers  of  this  city  hastened 
to  honor  by  their  resolutions  the  memory  of  one  of 
the  purest  and  most  disinterested  members  of  their 
brotherhood;  and  his  numerous  friends  and  ac- 
quaintances here  and  in  the  New  Dominion  felt,  at 
the  news  of  his  death,  that  they  had  lost  more  than 
a  brother.  In  him  they  lost  indeed  a  wise  coun- 
sellor, a  dear  friend,  and  a  firm  support. 

"Modest,  unassuming,  never  forth-putting,  only 
those  who  were  intimate  with  James  Sadlier  knew 
that  the  strength  of  his  intellect  and  the  solidity  of 
his  judgment  equaled  the  warmth  and  purity  of  his 
heart  and  the  nobility  of  his  'soul.  The  writer  of 
this  knew  him  well  and  intimately,  first  in  Mon- 
treal, and  afterwards  in  this  city,  and  has  been  sur- 
prised by  the  depth  and  justness  of  his  thought,  and 
his  varied  intelligence.  We  had  no  counsellor 
whose  judgment  we  prized  higher,  no  friend  whose 
approbation  was  dearer  to  us.  We  felt,  as  w,e  stood 
by  his  lifeless  remains,  that  a  chief  humaETsupport 
had  been  taken  from  us,  while  we  stood  there  al- 
most as  if  by  the  earthly  remains  of  a  dear  son. 

"  We  cannot  give  to-day  a  biographical  sketch  of 
our  deceased  friend.  We  can  only  say  that  he  was 
born  near  Cashel,  county  Tipperary,  Ireland,  the 
29th  of  September,  1821,  and  came  to  this  country 
with  his  family  when  about  eleven  years  of  age,  and 
had  with  his  brothers  to  struggle  his  way  up  through 
poverty  and  persevering  labor.  He  lived  the  larger 
part  of  his  life,  after  arriving  at  manhood,  in  Mon- 
treal, Canada,  but  returned  to  this  city  in  1861, 
where  he  with  his  family  have  since  resided.  He 
died  at  his  summer  residence,  in  Rockaway,  on  the 
evening  of  September  the  21st,  so  quietly,  that  the 
moment  of  his  departure  was  hardly  noticed.  He 
had  been  ailing  and  suffering,  in  mind  as  well  as 
body,  for  several  months,  but  hopes  had  been  en- 
tertained almost  to  the  last  of  his  complete  recovery, 
and  his  death  came  unexpectedly  and  with  a  shock 
upon  his  friends. 

"  On  the  Saturday  previous  to  his  death  he  ap- 
peared to  be  better,  and  had  the  full  exercise  of  his 
faculties,  and  made  the  necessary  arrangements  of 
his  affairs  for  his  family,  and  the  needed  spiritual 
preparation  for  his  death.  He  was  cut  down  in  the 
very  prime  of  his  life  and  the  midst  of  his  usefulness. 
It  seems  hard,  but  God  knows  best,  and  we  who 
loved  and  honored  him  cannot  be  permitted  to 
murmur.  We  doubt  not  our  loss  is  his  gain. — Re- 
quiescat  in  pace.  O.  A.  B." 


"  If  I  were  to  meet  a  priest  and  an  angel,  I  should 
salute  the  priest  before  I  saluted  the  angel.  The 
latter  is  the  friend  of  God,  but  the  priest  holds  His 
place." — Cure  of  Ars. 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


Little  Snowdrop,  the  Unbaptized  One, 

—  OR, — 

THE  STOBY  OF  THE  THEEE  BAPTISMS. 

BY  THE  AUTHOR  OF  "  BLIND  AGNESE,"   "  GENE- 
VIEVE,"   ETC. 

CHAPTER  VII.— (Concluded). 


The  sun  had  scarcely  risen  upon  the  feast 
of  Corpus  Christi,  when  Angelina — with 
every  other  creature  in  the  village — was  on 
her  way  to  the  church,  whence  the  pro- 
cession of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  was  in- 
tended to  proceed.  The  principal  avenues 
were  as  usual  adorned  by  triumphal  arches, 
birds,  and  every  species  of  fruit  and  flow- 
ers that  the  forests  could  afford.  The  In- 
dians had  also  caught  many  wild  animals, 
and  bound  them  by  strong  ropes  to  the 
trunks  of  large  trees.  Without  this  addi- 
tion to  the  decorations  of  the  village,  they 
would  not  have  thought  them  complete ; 
and  though  there  were  several  young  tigers, 
lions  and  wild  bulls  among  them,  the  chil- 
dren were  so  accustomed  to  the  sight  of 
these  savage  creatures  on  similar  occa- 
sions, that  they  passed  on  fearlessly  almost 
within  their  reach. 

Litte  Snowdrop,  however,  who  had  not 
been  in  the  habit  of  seeing  them,  could  not 
resist  a  shudder  of  terror,  as  she  observed 
a  young  bull  tied  to  a  tree  within  a  few 
yards  of  the  altar  she  had  adorned;  and  she 
almost  imagined  that  it  fixed  its  eyes  upon 
her  with  a  look  of  peculiar  ferocity;  but  as 
the  other  children  assured  her  it  was  safely 
secured,  she  walked  on  to  the  church  with- 
out bestowing  another  thought  upon  the 
subject.  F.  Francis  had  arranged  that  she 
hould  be  baptized  immediately  after  the 
onclusionof  the  grand  procession,  and  that 
she  should  approach  to  the  Holy  Commun- 
ion in  the  Mass  which  was  to  follow.  This 
\\as  not  the  usual  custom  of  the  Reduction, 

^  ' 

ere  baptisms  generally  took  place  upon 
grand  festivals  immediately  after  dinner; 
jut  the  extraordinary  devotion  of  the  little 
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Snowdrop  made  him  desirous  to  hold  her 
up  as  an  example  to  the  rest  of  the  chil- 
dren ;  and  he  was  anxious,  besides,  that  she 
should  have  the  happiness  of  making  her 
first  Communion  on  the  day  appointed  by 
the  Church  to  honor  the  perpetual  presence 
of  Jesus  in  the  sacrament  of  the  Eucharist. 
When  Angelina  reached  the  church,  she 
immediately  took  her  place  among  the  chil- 
dren who  were  to  walk  before  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  scattering  flowers  on  the  path  ; 
and  the  rest  of  the  neophytes  having  gone 
to  the  different  stations  assigned  them,  the 
procession  set  out  from  the  church,  and 
proceeded  slowly  down  the  principal  av- 
enue. It  had  nearly  reached  the  altar  of 
the  passion-flowers,  when  the  loud  bellow 
of  a  bull  was  heard,  and  the  animal  that 
had  frightened  Angelina  in  the  morning 
burst  from  the  ropes  by  which  it  was  fast- 
ened, and  with  one  bound  leaped  into 
the  road  immediately  facing  the  terrified 
people. 

They  fled  on  every  side  in  wild  dismay^ 
and  Father  Francis,  who  carried  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  stood  alone  face  to  face  with 
this  terrible  foe.  It  had  already  marked 
him  for  its  victim ;  its  fierce  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  him,  and  its  head  was  bent  in  the  act 
of  rushing  down  upon  him,  when,  quick  as 
thought,  the  light  form  of  a  child  passed 
between  them,  and  the  next  moment  Angel- 
ina was  bleeding  and  quivering  beneath 
the  horns  of  the  bull.  Once,  twice,  those 
terrible  horns  had  gored  her  side ;  a  third 
time  it  was  about  to  strike,  and  this  blow 
must  have  been  fatal,  when  one  of  the  In- 
dians, who  had  recovered  his  presence  of 
mind,  threw  the  ever-ready  lasso*  over  its 
head;  a  short  but  desperate  struggle  fol- 
lowed ;  then  the  beast  was  thrown  to  the 
ground  on  the  side  opposite  to  that  where 
his  victim  lay,  and  the  knife  of  the  Indian 
despatched  him  in  a  moment.  The  people 
now  began  to  understand  that  the  danger 


*  A  long  cord  with  a  noose  at  the  end  of  it,  used 
by  the  Indians  in  hunting.  They  threw  it  over  the 
head  of  the  animal  they  wished  to  catch,  and  almost 
in  variably  succeeded  in  throwing  him  to  the  ground, 
whun  he  was  easily  made  prisoner. 


was  over,  and  returned  slowly,  rather 
ashamed  of  having  deserted  their  pastor  in 
his  utmost  need;  but  when  they  beheld 
the  condition  of  little  Snowdrop,  whose 
dying  eyes  seemed  to  demand  the  last  con- 
solations of  religion  at  the  hands  of  her 
spiritual  father,  there  was  one  universal  cry 
of  sorrow  and  dismay.  When  order  had 
been  in  some  degree  restored  among  them, 
one  of  the  assisting  priests  undertook  the 
remaining  duties  of  the  day,  the  procession 
proceeded  once  more,  and  Father  Francis 
and  some  compassionate  women  were  left 
alone  with  the  child.  Her  wounds  were 
bleeding  sadly,  and  Father  Francis  could 
not  refrain  from  tears  as  he  stooped  to  ex- 
amine the  gashes  made  in  her  side  and 
shoulders.  "  G*bod  God  !"  he  said,  "  how 
terribly  you  are  wounded,  my  poor  unhappy 
child." 

"No,  no,  not  unhappy,"  whispered  An- 
gelina ;  and  then  she  fixed  her  eyes  stead- 
fastly on  his  face,  and  repeated  slowly, 
"  first  the  waters  of  baptism  ;  then  Jesus 
upon  earth ;  afterwards  Jesus  forever  in 
heaven." 

Father  Francis  understood  her  meaning, 
and  assured  her  she  should  have  all  she 
desired  in  a  few  moments.  By  his  direc- 
tion the  women  then  tore  their  shawls  and 
handkerchiefs  into  bandages,  with  which 
he  bound  up  the  wounds  as  well  as  he 
could;  he  then  made  the  mother  of  Christine 
sit  down  on  the  ground  ;  and  while  in  this 
position  she  supported  the  child's  head  on 
her  knees,  he  solemnly  baptized  her,  short- 
ening the  ceremony  as  much  as  he  could. 
Angelina  appeared  to  revive  as  the  water 
fell  on  her  brow ;  she  raised  her  eyes  full 
of  inexpressible  lo^e  towards  heaven,  and 
whispered  softly,  "My  good  God,  how 
sweet  a  thing  it  is  to  be  really  Thy  child !" 

She  took  the  hand  of  the  priest  as  he 
bent  over  her,  and  kissed  it  affectionately, 
while  she  added:  "  I  love  you  very  much, 
my  good  white  father;  but  still  it  was  not 
for  your  sake  that  I  stood  before  that  ter- 
rible beast." 

"  I  know  it  well,"  replied  Father  Fran- 
cis, with  a  smile. 
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"  It  was  for  Jesus,"  faltered  Angelina. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  child,  it  was  for  Jesus. 
I  carried  the  Blessed  Sacrament  in  my 
hand,  and  you  thought  that  if  I  was  thrown 
down  it  would  be  trampled  upon  and  dese- 
crated in  the  dirt." 

Angelina  looked  her  joyful  assent,  and 
asked  doubtingly,  "  Have  I  not,  then,  died 
for  Jesus?" 

"  I  really  believe  you  have,  my  dear  child. 
And  Jesus  is  about  to  give  you  a  rich 
reward — even  His  own  eternal  presence  in 
the  kingdom  of  His  Father." 

"  But  first  upon  earth, — but  first  upon 
earth,"  whispered  Angelina,  anxiously. 

"  But  first  upon  earth,"  repeated  Father 
Francis.  "  You  have  but  a  few  more 
minutes  to  live  ;  and  this  Jesus  is  jjo  good 
and  kind,  that  He  will  come  and  stay  with 
you  during  the  little  time  you  are  left  to 
linger  upon  earth." 

After  a  few  words  more  of  fervent  ex- 
hortation, Father  Francis  gave  her  her  first 
Communion,  by  way  of  viaticum  ;  and  the 
dying  child  then  closed  her  eyes,  and  seem- 
ed absorbed  in  thoughts  of  unutterable  joy. 
The  mother  of  Christine  could  no  longer 
restrain  her  tears.  "  O  thou  little  white 
angel !"  she  whispered  softly,  bending  over 
her,  "  tell  me,  before  you  depart,  that  you 
forgive  all  the  cruelty  with  which  I  former- 
ly treated  you."  Snowdrop  tried  to  turn 
towards  her,  but  the  movement  pained 
her,  and  she  put  her  hand  upon  her  side. 
"  Ah,  it  hurts  you,  it  hurts  you,"  sobbed 
the  woman ;  "  that  cruel  wound  in  your 
side  is  killing  you." 

"  Hush,"  whispered  Snowdrop.  "  His 
side  was  pierced  for  me ;  and  now  mine  is 
wounded  for  the  love  of  Him." 

There  was  a  long  pause.  Father  Francis 
knelt  down  beside  her,  and  she  tried  to 
raise  his  hand  to  her  lips. 

"My  child,"  said  the  good  man  through 
his  tears,  "are  you  happy? — is  there  noth- 
ing more  that  you  desire?" 

Her  strength  seemed  to  revive  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  she  answered  in  a  low  but  steady 
voice,  "  My  white  father,  I  want  nothing 
now,  for  I  have  Jesus," 


And  this  sweet  name,  so  dear  to  every 
Christian  soul,  which  had  been  ever  in  her 
heart,  and  almost  for  ever  on  her  lips,  was 
the  last  they  ever  pronounced.  She  closed 
her  eyes  once  more ;  and  so  gently  did  her 
spirit  pass  away  to  the  presence  of  its  God, 
that  the  women  never  perceived  her  death, 
until  Father  Francis  began  to  repeat  over 
her  the  prayers'  appointed  for  the  soul  de- 
parted. 

They  buried  her  beside  her  old  Indian' 
father.  And  every  year,  upon  the  eve  of 
Corpus  Christi,  the  young  girls  of  the 
reduction  used  to  adorn  her  grave  with 
wreaths  of  her  favorite  passion-flower  ; 
and  when  a  stranger  passed  through  the 
village,  they  always  told  him  the  story  of 
the  little  Snowdrop,  whom  God  had  sent 
among  them  to  teach  them  how  full  of 
sweetness  and  love  the  good  Jesus  ever  is 
for  all  little  children  who  pronounce  His 
name  with  reverence  and  devotion. 


Value  of  Worldly  Esteem. 


One  day  the  Cure  of  Ars  received  a  let- 
ter full  of  insults,  and,  soon  after,  another 
expressing  nothing  but  affection  and  con- 
fidence, and  calling  him  a  saint.  He 
showed  them  to  his  dear  daughters  of  the 
Providence.  "See,"  said  he,  "  the  danger 
of  trusting  to  human  feelings.  This  morn- 
ing I  should  have  lost  the  peace  of  my 
soul  if  I  had  paid  attention  to  the  insults 
that  were  addressed  to  me  ;  and  this  even- 
ing I  should  have  been  greatly  tempted  to 
pride  if  I  had  listened  to  all  those  com- 
pliments. Oh,  how  prudent  it  is  not  to 
dwell  upon  the  vain  opinions  and  discourse 
of  men,  nor  to  take  any  account  of  them  !  " 

He  said  also,  on  another  occasion :  "  I 
received  two  letters  by  the  same  post ;  one 
said  that  I  was  a  great  saint,  and  the 
other  that  I  was  a  hypocrite  and  an  im- 
postor. .  .  .  The  first  added  npthing  to 
me,  and  the  second  took  nothing  from  me. 
We  are  what  we  are  before  God,  and 
nothing  more!" 
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FOB  THE  MONTH   OF  NOVEMBER -DEDICATED 
TO  THE  SOULS  IN  PURGATORY. 


"  Maria  bona  existentibus  in  purgatoria  quia  per 
earn  liabeat  suffragium.  —  Mary  is  kind  and  benev- 
olent to  the  souls  in  purgatory  ;  for  through  her 
their  pains  are  soothed."  —  St.  Vincent  Ferrier,  Serin. 
ii.  de  Nat. 


x  Church  triumphant,  the  Church 

militant,  the  Church  suffering  :  these  are 
the  three  grand  divisions  of  the  family,  or, 
if  you  prefer  it,  of  the  society  of  Christ, 
and  these  are  also  the  three  principal  di- 
visions of  the  family  of  Mary.  She  makes, 
as  we  have  already  seen,  the  joy  of  the 
blessed  whom  God  glorifies  in  heaven; 
she  protects  Christian  pilgrims  on  their 
march  through  a  hostile  world;  she  as- 
sists with  her  prayers  and  soothes  with 
her  merits  the  souls  in  purgatory.  Her 
empire  is  not  bounded  either  by  heaven  or 
earth.  Death  does  not  break  her  sceptre, 
and  the  grave  does  not  wrest  from  her  ei- 
ther her  children  or  her  subjects.  Her 
love,  stronger  than  death,  surmounts  the 
barrier  of  the  tomb,  and  penetrates  even  to 
the  depth  of  the  abyss. 

Yes,  Mary,  thou  canst  say,  I  will  descend 
into  the  lowest  parts  of  the  earth,  and,  af- 
ter having  consoled  those  who  repose  in 
the  Lord,  I  will  grant  them  the  enjoyment 
of  the  divine  light,  which  is  the  object  of 
their  hopes  and  wishes.  Thy  goodness 
is  a  sun  with  vivifying  rays,  from  which 
no  one  can  withdraw  himself,  unless  he 
has  fallen,  and  that  foreverj  under  the 
malediction  of  God. 

But  the  souls  detained  in  the    tempo- 


rary prison  of  divine  justice, — those  souJs 
are  happily  far  from  being  in  such  a  state; 
God  loves  them,  and  it  is  only  because  He 
loves  them  that  He  chastises  them  with 
severity,  if  not  with  rigor.  It  is  the  gold, 
the  silver,  which  the  goldsmith  places  even 
seven  times  in  the  crucible,  and  allows  it  to 
remain  in  the  fire  of  the  furnace  in  order 
to  render  them  more  beautiful  and.  pre- 
cious, and  consequently  more  worthy  of 
adorning  the  tables  of  the  great  and  re- 
flecting a  lustre  on  the  daughters  and 
brides  of  kings. 

To  complete  our  tableau,  let  us  say  a 
few  words  regarding  the  sovereignty  of 
Mary  over  this  interesting  portion  of  Jesus 
Christ's  flock,  which,  having  quitted  this 
life,  is  neither  in  heaven  nor  hell ;  which 
does  not  number  in  its  ranks  the  blessed 
or  the  reprobate ;  which  does  not  partici- 
pate in  the  torments  of  the  demons,  but 
which  still  less  tastes  the  joy  of  the  an- 
gels ;  which  has  succeeded  in  escaping 
endless  punishment,  but  which  is  not  yet 
sufficiently  holy  and  pure  to  quench  its 
thirst  at  the  stream  of  heavenly  delights. 
Let  us  portray  the  Mother  of  Grace  extend- 
ing her  loving  kindness  even  over  purga- 
tory, and  the  unfortunate  souls  which  se- 
vere justice  purifies  therein  from  all  im- 
pure alloy  and  from  whatever  renders 
them  unworthy  of  heaven.  Lastly,  let  us 
establish,  to  the  glory  of  Mary  and  the  ad- 
vantage of  the  souls  which  God  entirely 
justifies  before  admitting  them  into  the 
companionship  of  the  perfect,  that  the 
Blessed  Virgin,  who  is  called  by  St.  Ber- 
nard the  Queen  of  Purgatory,  soothes  and 
abridges  their  sufferings. 

Sovereign  of  heaven  and  earth, — and,  as 
sovereign,  far  more  powerful  and  absolute 
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than  kings  and  queens  below, — is  it  possi- 
ble that  Mary  should  be  debarred  from  a 
privilege  granted  by  every  people  to  its 
ruler — that  of  commuting,  or  in  other  words 
of  mitigating,  in  favor  of  those  condemned 
by  human  justice,  the  penalties  attached 
to  their  crimes?  Certainly  not. 

So  a  thousand  testimonies,  a  thousand 
arguments,  and  a  thousand  facts,  establish 
the  power  of  Mary  even  over  the  flames  of 
purgatory. 

Mary,  says  St.  Vincent  Ferrie*r  whom 
we  have  quoted  above,  Mary  makes  her 
kindness  felt  even  by  the  sotils  in  purga- 
tory ;  for,  through  her,  these  souls  obtain 
beneficial  suffrages.  And  St.  Bernard ine 
of  Sienna,  understanding  of  and  referring 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin  those  words  of  Ec- 
clesiasticus,  I  have  walked  on  fhe  waves 
of  the  sea,  says  in  his  third  sermon  on  the 
glorious  name  of  Mary :  "  The  Mother  of 
God  exercises  supreme  power  in  the  realms 
of  purgatory,  according  to  those  words  of 
Holy  Writ :  '  I  .have  walked  on  the  waves 
of  the  sea.'  iFor  the  pains  of  purgatory 
may  most  aptly  be  compared  to  the  waves, 
since  they  are  transitory,  and  to  the  waves 
of  the  sea  because  they  are  bitter  as  the 
waters  of  the  ocean.  The  august  Virgin, 
then,  delivers  her  devoted  servants  from 
these  pains,  either  by  visiting  them,  or  by 
assisting  them  in  their  various  necessities." 
^Jesus  Christ  Himself  confirms  this  priv- 
ilege of  His  Blessed  Mother,  when  He  says 
to  her,  in  the  book  of  the  Revelations  of 
St.  Bridget:  "feThou  ai-e  the  soother  and 
consoler  of  souls  detained  in  the  expia- 
tory flames."  The  name  alone  of  Mary, 
according  to  a  pious  author,  is  sufficient 
to  assuage  their  woes ;  for  he  makes  the 
Virgin  say:  "  Those  who  are  in  purgatory 
are  as  much  soothed  at  the  bare  hearing 
of  my  name,  as  those  who  are  sick  on  hear- 
ing on  their  couch  a  word  of  consolation." 

In  the  sixth  book  of  her  Revelations, 
St.  Bridget  introduces  her  again  saying: 
"  I  am  the  Queen  of  heaven  and  the  Moth- 
er of  mercy,  the  joy  of  the  just  and  the  ad- 
vocate of  sinners  with  God.  There  is  no 
pain  in  purgatory  which  is  not,  through 


my  means,  rendered  milder  and  more  tol- 
erable." 

Elsewhere,  but  always  in  the  body  of 
the  same  Revelations,  she  adds :  "  I  am 
the  Mother  of  those  who  are  in  purgatory; 
and  it  has  pleased  God  that,  through  my 
prayers,  the  penalties  due  to  their  sins 
should  be  hourly  mitigated  to  a  greater 
extent  than  they  would  ha¥fr1)een  without 
my  intervention."  Y-""' 

But  we  have  brought  forward  sufficient 
authorities  and  quotations  to  prove  this 
truth. 

Reason,  illuminated  by  the  light  of  faith, 
furnishes  arguments  in  its  favor  no  less 
conclusive. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


All  Souls'  Day. 


By  Holy  Mass,  where  Calvary's  pains 

And  mystic  sufferings  dire 
Are  shadowed  forth, — the  solemn  gloom 
That  compassed  Thee  within  the  tomb, — 
The  glorious  Resurrection  light 
That  drove  away  the  shades  of  night, — 
Cleanse  Thou,  O  Lord,  their  sinful  stains 

Who  wait  in  penal  fire. 

By  Dies  Tree's  thrilling  strains, 

By  De  Prof  undid  chaunt, 
By  Rosary  and  Litany, 
By  vow  and  prayer  and  Miserere, 
The  Church,  dear  Lord,  beseeches  Thee 
Take  pity  on  our  brethren's  pains, 

Take  pity  on  their  want. 

In  penances  and  fastings  sore, 

With  vigils,  alms  and  tears : — 
Thinking  how  long  a  time  hath  fled 
Since  first  we  mourned  our  precious  dead,- 
How  slow  perchance  in  suffering  sped 

And  longing  wish  for  evermore, 
For  them,  these  long,  long  years. 

Our  Mother,  Mary,  fondly  yearns 

Her  children  true  to  greet 
And  lifts  her  supplicating  hands, — 
And  great  St.  Michael  waiting  stands 
To  hear  Thee  bid  him  loose  their  bands, — 

Each  saint  with  holy  pity  burns 
And  prostrates  at  Thy  feet. 
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Oh,  let  heaven's  pearly  portals  ope, 
Oh,  let  their  sufferings  cease ! 

O  Lord !  on  angel  wings  upborne, 

In  the  fair  golden  light  of  morn, 

Oh,  comfort  Thou  the  souls  that  mourn, 
The  patient  "  prisoners  of  hope," — 

Give  them  eternal  peace.  R.  V.  R. 


MART   OUR  MODEL. 


GOOD  EXAMPLE. 

It  is  not  enough  to  speak  prudently,  we 
must  also  act  wisely,  if  we  would  edify  our 
neighbors ;  for  words  are  liable  to  the  im- 
putation of  hypocrisy  when  unaccompanied 
by  corresponding  actions.  Besides,  ex- 
ample is  more  powerful  than  precept.  "We 
are  persuaded  by  counsel,"  say  s  the  proverb, 
"but  we  are  carried  away  by  the  force  of  ex- 
ample." 

Was  it  not  evidently  for  this  reason  that 
our  Lord  commenced  His  career  by  a  course 
of  action,  and  deferred  preaching  until  He 
had  shown  an  example?  Did  He  not  de- 
vote the  first  thirty  years  of  His  life  to  the 
practice  of  humility,  obedience  and  the 
domestic  virtues,  in  obscurity  and  poverty, 
amid  coarse  and  laborious  occupations,  be- 
fore He  announced  the  Gospel  ?  Was  He  not 
satisfied  with  devoting  the  comparatively 
short  space  of  three  years  to  His  ministry? 
He  knew  well  the  spirit  of  men,  and  fore- 
saw that  these  thirty  years  of  hidden  life 
would  be  incomparably  eloquent. 

In  truth,  what  sermon  could  be  more 
deeply  eloquent?  When  the  apostles  re- 
vealed these  mysteries  to  the  world,  and  men 
of  good  sense  contemplated  the  Incar- 
nate Word  lying  on  straw  in  a  manger, 
watched  over  by  a  mother  in  the  humblest 
condition  of  life,  were  not  all  their  ideas 
upset?  This  divine  Infant  had  not  yet 
uttered  a  cry,  when  His  first  worshippers 
understood,  or  at  least  were  able  to  un- 
derstand, the  whole  scheme  of  redemption  ! 
The  foundations  of  Christianity  were  laid. 
This  abasement,  this  poverty,  this  studied 
contempt  for  everything  which  men  had 


hitherto  sought  so  eagerly,  condemned  the 
world  of  that  day,  and  proclaimed  aloud  a 
new  era. 

Is  there  anything  which  strikes  us  so 
forcibly  and  comes  home  so  directly  to 
our  hearts  as  this  choice  of  a  life  of  poverty, 
followed  by  the  rude  trials  of  His  infancy, 
the  labors  of  His  youth,  the  heroism  of  His 
apostolic  mission,  and,  to  close  all,  His 
death  upon  the  cross?  There  is  no  text 
which  stands  less  in  need  of  any  commen- 
tary, and  which  can  be  better  understood 
by  the  high  and  low,  by  the  ignorant  as 
well  as  by  the  learned, — which  is  less  open 
to  objection,  and  which  shuts  more  com- 
pletely the  mouths  of  unbelievers. 

Now,  we  may  say  almost  the  same  thing 
of  the  august  Virgin  Mary, — her  different 
sphere  being  of  course  kept  in  view.  As- 
sociated from  the  commencement  with  her 
divine  Son,  reflecting  His  virtues  and  sen- 
timents as  far  as  was  consistent  with  her 
nature  as  a  created  being,  she  affords  us 
the  same  example  of  sanctity,  humility, 
poverty,  meekness,  and  devotedness.  Who 
can  contemplate  without  admiration  and 
emotion  the  poverty  and  trials  of  this  young 
Virgin,  so  rich  in  graces,  so  elevated  in 
dignity  as  the  Mother  of  God,  destined  to 
the  throne  of  Heaven  and  the  adoration  of 
all  generations!  What  a  complete  break- 
up of  all  our  worldly  ideas!  How  Provi- 
dence seems  to  pique  Itself  in  disconcert- 
ing our  ambitious  calculations  and  proud 
pretensions  !  To  what  trials  does  It  not 
subject  souls  which  It  holds  most  dear, 
and  which  It  wishes  to  crown  with  the 
purest  glory  ! 

At  the  same  time,  how  these  lessons  ar- 
rest our  attention,  accompanied  by  such 
an  example?  There  is  no  heart  so  cold 
and  hard  but  must  be  profoundly  touched  in 
following  this  amiable  Virgin  in  all  the 
humiliating  or  sorrowful  vicissitudes  of 
her  life,  from  the  grot  of  Bethlehem  to  the 
mount  of  Calvary.  Contemplate  the  Mother 
of  God  and  the  future  Queen  of  heaven 
engaged  in  household  cares,  going  to  draw 
water  at  the  neighboring  well,  bearing 
back  the  full  pitcher  on  her  head,  prepar- 
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ing  the  repasts  of  her  husband  and  her  Son, 
eating  with  them  the  bread  of  poverty,  de- 
voting the  remainder  of  the  day  to  labor, 
and  entirely  devoid  of  envy  when  compar- 
ing her  own  lot  with  that  of  others !  O 
ladies,  this  is  sublime !  this  is  truly  elo- 
quent! This  condemns  in  you  much  vain 
daintiness  and  many  foolish  pretensions! 

Follow  Mary  -farther.  She  is  not  less 
admirable,  and  is  even  still  more  heroic, 
in  the  days  of  her  most  bitter  anguish,  dur- 
ing the  passion  of  Jesus,  at  the  foot  of  that 
cross  where,  speechless  with  grief,  she 
contemplated  in  His  dying  agony  Him 
whom  she  loved  more  than  her  own  life, 
and  yet  had  it  not  in  her  power  to  die  with 
Him.  O  Christian  mothers  ! — there  are  no 
sufferings  which  cannot  find  consolation 
in  the  remembrance  of  her  sufferings.  How 
many  tears  have  they  not  dried  up  ! 

See  from  this  the  force  of  example.  The 
effect  of  words  is  never  either  so  prompt 
or  so  profound. 

Become  saints  yourselves,  ladies — be- 
come the  living  images  of  the  Holy  Virgin, 
and  you  will  work  marvels  of  sanctification 
in  the  hearts  of  your  children,  your  hus- 
bands, your  fathers,  and  your  brothers. 
You  will  be  of  immense  service  to  society, 
which  is  always  so  much  in  need  of  good 
examples. 

Your  sex  is  very  powerful  for  good  and 
for  evil.  I  should  excite  your  wrath  were 
I  to  repeat  to  you  the  shameful  things 
which  ancient  authors  have  written  on  your 
character  and  your  influence  on  manners 
before  the  coming  of  the  Saviour  and  His 
divine  Mother.  On  the  other  hand,  I  should 
fill  you  with  pride  were  I  to  analyze  the 
fair  pages  which  have  since  that  period 
been  written  in  your  favor. 

I  will  do  neither  the  one  nor  the  other. 
It  suffices  me  to  avow,  what  you  are  per- 
fectly aware  of,  that  you  exercise  a  vast 
influence  amongst  men,  in  your  capacity 
of  daughters,  wives,  and  mothers.  It  is 
your  duty  to.  employ  it  for  good  purposes. 

Now,  observe  well — if  you  do  not  edify, 
you  will  do  harm.  The  passions  admit  ol 
no  middle  course.  You  must  choose  your 


part — either  to  be  the  servants  of  God  or 
the  instruments  of  Satan.  But  I  doubt 
not  your  choice  is  already  made ;  you  will 
aid  Jesus  and  Marv  in  the  salvation  of  men. 


SCANDAL. 

The  scandal  which  drags  souls  into  sin 
may  spring  from  various  sources ;  but  the 
most  fruitful  is  that  of  bad  example,  and 
the  most 'dangerous  that  which  proceeds 
from  the  evil  conduct  of  women. 

Now,  there  are  .iri  the  world  women,  de- 
cent by  reputation,  who  amuse  themselves 
by  troubling  souls,  even  at  the  risk  of  tear- 
ing them  from  God.  This  class  may  even 
be  found  among  those  who  pride  them- 
selves on  the  title  of  Christians,  but  whose 
dress,  walk  and  manners  are  so  likely  to 
seduce  others  into  sin  that  they  ought 
to  be  branded  by  religion. 

"  Oh  !  branded?"  cries  Madame  de  P . 

"That  is  going  a  little  too  far." 

"No,  madarne;  when  one  knows  the  value 
of  a  soul,  all  that  Jesus  Christ  has  done 
for  its  salvation,  and  the  various  means  em- 
ployed by  our  heavenly  Father  to  snatch 
it  from  the  evil  one,  one  cannot  reprobate 
in  too  severe  terms  those  culpable  artifices 
which  seduction  employs  to  murder  and  de- 
stroy that  soul." 
"  To  murder  !" 

"  Yes,  madame ;  to  introduce  sin  into  a  soul 
is  to  put  it  to  death,  according  to  the  doc- 
trine of  the  Church  ;  now,  is  it  a  less  hein- 
ous crime  to  kill  a  soul  than  to  murder  a 
body?  What  will  the  culprit  reply  at  the 
tribunal  of  God,  when  He  demands  of  him, 
as  of  Cain,  '  What  hast  thou  done  with 
thy  brother?'  Do  you  imagine  that  the 
excuses  of  vanity  and  pleasure  are  well 
received  by  the  thrice-holy  Judge?" 

"  On  the  whole  you  are  right;  but  is  a  wo- 
man who  is  fond  of  dress,  and  who  has  no 
intention  beyond  that  of  simply  amusing 
herself,  to  be  responsible  for  the  evil  which 
she  does  not  design?" 

"  Yes,  madame,  when  she  does  all  that  is 
calculated  to  produce  it,  and  when  nothing 
can  excuse  her  style  of  dress  and  manner. 
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"But  if  she  does  not  think  about  it?" 

"  She  ought  to  think  about  it ;  for  she  can- 
not pretend  not  to  know  that  chastity  is  a 
delicate  virtue,  and  that  the  mere  thought 
of  evil  may  prove  fatal  to  it.  Besides,  do 
not  take  the  part  of  these  immodest  wo- 
men ;  they  know  very  well  what  they  are 
about,  and  do  not  shrink  from  what  would 
frighten  us." 

"  I  think  you  judge  them  too  severely." 

"How,  for  instance,  can  you  justify  the 

coquetry  of  your  friend,  Madame  de  V , 

when  she  indulges  in  a  style  of  dress  and 
manner  which,  if  we  did  not  know  her, 
might  lead  us  to  suppose  she  was  a  courte- 
zan? Is  it  to  be  tolerated  in  a  married  wo- 
man who  pretends  to  be  a  Christian,  to 
prefer  invariably  the  most  shameless  fash- 
ions, and  to  appear  in  public  in  a  dress 
which  forces  you  to  avert  your  eyes?  Your 
own  conduct,  in  going  to  a  ball  in  a  cos- 
tume of  which  I  have  heard  so  much  said 
lately,  requires  explanation.  You  are  both 
blinded  by  the  immoderate  desire  of  attract- 
ing attention, — if  not  of  making  an  impress- 
ion on  the  hearts  of  others." 

"  Do  you  intend  to  attack  me  now?" 

"  Yes,  and  that  to  your  face." 

"You  think,  then,  that  we  desire  to 
please?"  ' 

"You  dream  of  nothing  else;-  and,  to  at- 
tain your  object,  you  boldly  incur  the  risk 
of  wounding  souls, — nay  more,  of  destroy- 
ing them,  and  delivering  them  into  the 
possession  of  that  same  demon  who  has  in- 
spired you  with  this  passion  for  dress." 

"  If  that  is  so,  all  women  are  very  cul- 
pable." 

"No,  all  women  are  not  so  culpable. 
Happily,  many  of  them  place  the  law  of 
God  above  that  of  fashion,  and  are  by  no 
means  willing  to  be  the  instruments  of 
Satan.  I  trust  you  will  yourself  ere  long 
weary  of  this  part,  which  is  at  the  same 
time  so  criminal  and  so  unworthy  of  you ; 
and  I  pray  God  to  hasten  this  moment." 


"  IP  we  were  good  Christians,  we  should 
do  as  the  saints  have  done." — Cure  of  Ars. 


[Translated  from  "  La  Semaiue  du  Fidele,"  4th  September,  I860.] 

The  House  of  Loreto. 


We  are  happy  to  find  in  one  of  our  best 
French  periodicals  a  new  testimony  to  the 
statement  we  have  often  published *n  the 
columns  of  the  AVE  MARIA, — viz. :  that  the 
Blessed  Virgin  was  born  in  the  House  of 
Loreto.  Doubtless  our  pious  readers  will 
read  with  interest  the  new  evidence  we 
translate  and  subjoin  in  the  following 
lines : 

WAS  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN  BORN  AT  NAZA- 
RETH OR  AT  JERUSALEM? 

Such  is  the  title  of  a  pamphlet  just  pub- 
lished by  Mgr.  Mislin,  mitred  Abbot  of 
Saint  Mary  of  Dey,  in  Hungary.  It  con- 
tains historical  documents  which  cannot 
fail  to  interest  the  minds  of  the  pi<5us. 
We  extract  the  principal  passages  in  it  for 
the  benefit  of  our  readers. 

As  the  Holy  Scriptures  are  silent  re- 
garding the  birth-place  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin, three  different  opinions  have  been 
started  on  the  subject.  According  to  the 
first,  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  born  at  Seph- 
oris,  a  town  of  Galilee,  near  Nazareth, 
where  there  are  yet  to  be  seen  the  ruins  of 
a  fine  church,  formerly  dedicated  to  Saint 
Anne.  This  idea  rests  on  no  solid  found- 
ation. 

In  general,  oriental  tradition  favors  the 
opinion  that  the  Blessed  Virgin  was  born 
at  Jerusalem,  in  a  house  or  rather  in  a 
temporary  dwelling  belonging  to  Saint 
Joachim  and  Saint  Anne,  opposite  to  the 
Probatica  Piscina,  in  the  very  place  where 
we  see  at  the  present  day  the  ruins  of  the 
convent  and  church  of  Saint  Anne,  which 
were  ceded  by  the  Sultan  to  the  Emperor 
Napoleon,  and  formally  given  up  to  the 
French  Consul,  Monsieur  de  Barre're,  by 
the  Governor  of  Jerusalem,  Kiamil  Pacha, 
on  the  first  of  November,  1855.  Accord- 
ing to  the  third  opinion,  Mary  was  born  at 
Nazareth,  in  the  same  house  which  in  the 
present  day  is  the  object  of  veneratioj 
Loreto.  This  latter  opinion  appj 
most  probable  one  to  Mgr.  Mis 
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much  as  it  has  the  bulls  of  several  Popes 
in  its  favor.  The  following  are  some  of 
the  principal  items  of  evidence  on  which 
he  supports  his  preference: 

Sixtus  V,  on  erecting  the  church  of  Lo- 
reto  i«to  a  cathedral,  proclaims  that  in 
the  middle  of  this  celebrated  church  is 
the  holy  chamber  consecrated  by  the  di- 
vine mysteries,  in  which  the  Blessed  Virgin 
was  born,  and  in  which,  after  having  been 
saluted  by  an  angel,  she  conceived,  by  the 
Holy  Ghost,  the  Saviour  of  the  world. 

In  the  inscription  placed  by  Pope  Clem- 
ent VIII  in  the  church  of  Loreto  we  read 
as  follows:  "Christian  pilgrim,  who  hast 
come  to  this  place  for  the  purpose  of  ac- 
complishing thy  pious  vow,  thou.now  be- 
holdest  the  Holy  House  of  Loreto,  vener- 
ated throughout  the  whole  world'for  these 
divine  mysteries  and  its  miracles.  It  was 
here  that  Mary,  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God, 
came  into  the  world /  it  was  here  that  she 
was  saluted  by  an  angel;  it  was  here  that 
the  eternal  Word  of  God  was  made  flesh." 

Innocent  XII,  after  having  once  more 
submitted  the  history  of  the  translation 
of  the  Holy  House  to  a  strict  investigation, 
ordered  that  an  appropriate  Mass  should 
be  added  to  the  Breviary.  In  the  bull 
issued  on  this  occasion,  he  confirms  the 
belief  that  in  this  house  the  birth  of  Jlfary 
ever  Virgin  took  place. 

It  would  occupy  too  much  time  to  pro- 
duce all  the  testimonies  of  Popes  and  wri- 
ters who  make  Nazareth  the  birth-place  of 
Mary.  We  will  conclude  with  some  words 
full  of  authority,  and  deserving  of  our  most 
profound  respect. 

In  his  Apostolic  Letters,  given  at  Saint 
Peter's,  26  August,  1852,  on  the  occasion 
of  the  indulgences  granted  to  the  churches 
aggregated  to  the  Holy  House  of  Loreto, 
Pius  IX  expresses  himself  as  follows :  "It 
is  there  (at  Loreto)  that  we  venerate  the 
house  of  Nazareth  so  beloved  of  God,  for- 
merly built  in  Galilee,  afterwards  torn 
from  its  foundations,  and  placed  divinely, 
after  having  been  across  the  immense  in- 
tervening space  of  earth  and  sea,  first  in 
'  subsequently  in  Italy.  It 


was  there  that  the  Blessed  Virgin,  predes- 
tined from  all  eternity  and  entirely  ex- 
empted from  original  sin,  was  conceived, 
was  born,  was  reared,  and  was  saluted  by 
the  celestial  messenger  as  being  full  of 
grace  and  blessed  amongst  all  women." 


THE  FLEMMINGS. 


BY   MRS.    ANNA    H.    DORSET. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

HOW  THE  CLOUD  PASSED  AWAY  AND  THE 
LIGHT  SHONE. 


[CONCLUSION.] 

Patrick  McCue  was  of  the  greatest  assist- 
ance to  Wolfert  Flemming,  in  making  in- 
quiries, and  finding  out  and  introducing  him 
to  persons  who  were  able  to  give  him  in- 
formation as  to  the  best  method  of  work- 
ing his  quarry.  He  hired  laborers  and 
bought  machinery  to  take  back  with  him ; 
but  by  this  time  the  soapstone  quarry  got 
to  be  talked  about,  and  at  last  written 
about  in  the  daily  papers ;  for  this  soft 
magnesian  stone,  for  which  there  was  an 
unlimited  demand,  was  scarce — and  the 
prospect  of  a  supply  which  would  be  able 
to  meet  it  created  quite  an  excitement, 
which  brought  Wolfert  Flemming  into 
personal  intercourse  with  a  rich  capitalist 
who  made  him  such  fair  and  equitable  offers 
that  they  entered  into  partnership,  which 
continued  during  their  lifetime  to  their 
mutual  satisfaction. 

Every  morning  found  the  Flemmings  at 
the  Bishop's  Mass ;  their  afternoons  were 
devoted  to  seeing  all  that  was  of  interest 
to  intelligent  minds  like  theirs ;  sunset 
found  them  again  in  the  cathedral,  resting 
their  souls  in  sweet  contemplation  and 
humble  prayers.  These  moments  were 
very  precious  to  them ;  in  them  they  real- 
ized all  the  spiritual  depths  and  sweetness 
of  that  holy  religion  which  even  the  most 
liberal-minded  of  the  sects  regard  as  a  cold, 
senseless  formula  !  Contrasted  with  their 
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former  narrow  belief,  how  grand,  how  sub- 
lime, how  holy  was  this  faith  into  which 
they  had  been  thus  providentially  led  !  It 
supplied  every  need  of  their  souls 5  it  had 
a  consolation  for  every  fear;  it  was,  in 
deed  and  in  truth,  the  "  substance  of  things 
hoped  for"  unto  them. 

They  went  back  to  the  Old  Homestead 
full  of  the  joy  of  a  new  life,  united  in  faith 
as  they  had  ever  been  in  affection,  and 
looked  back  on  their  past,  with  its  trials 
and  sorrows,  as  the  traveller  standing 
upon  the  verdant  flowery  glades  of  Goshen 
gazes  out  into  the  parched  arid  desert  he 
has  just  passed — the  desert  where  the 
sirocco  blasts,  and  the  false,  fleeting  mi- 
rage deludes  the  unwary  with  its  bright 
mockery. 


Rome,  and  sunset  on  the  Pincian  hill. 
Two  young  men — Americans — are  wander- 
ing— in  different  directions — about  the 
beautiful  gardens,  listening  now  to  the 
music,  now  pausing  to  watch  the  dancers, 
now  following  a  picturesque  group  ofconta- 
dina /  one  of  them  stopped  to  admire  the 
diamond  sparkles  of  a  fountain  which  tossed 
its  spray  like  a  libation  into  the  golden, 
rose-tinted  haze  of  evening;  the  other 
paused  upon  the  terrace  which  overhangs 
the  Piazza  del  Popolo,  and  looked  down 
with  sad,  thoughtful  eyes  on  the  obelisk 
and  fountains  below;  then  his  gaze  wan- 
dered out  beyond  the  purple  masses  of 
domes  and  cupolas,  beyond  the  shadow- 
wrapped  Mausoleum  of  Hadrian,  beyond 
the  pearl-white  mists  rising  from  the  Ti- 
ber, towards  the  golden  West.  About  the 
same  moment  they  both  started  to  leave 
the  gardens.  The  gay  crowds  were  going ; 
why  should  they  remain?  Walking  quickly 
from  opposite  directions,  they  came  against 
each  other  with  such  impetus  that  they 
were  near  falling  to  the  ground. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  !"  said  the  younger, 
with  a  light,  merry  laugh. 

"  Hilloa  !"  exclaimed  the -other,  emerg- 
ing from  the  cloud  of  dust  their  collision 
had  raised. 


"Plilloa,  too!"  shouted  the  first,  hold- 
ing out  both  hands,  which  his  companion 
grasped  and  shook  heartily. 

"John  Wilde! — where  in  the  mischief — " 

"  George  Merrill ! — where  in  the  world — " 

"  What  brought  you  here,  John?" 

"Where  have  you  been,  George?  You 
look  like  a  Bedouin?" 

"  I  feel  like  one.  Come,  let  us  go  and 
sit  under  the  laurels  by  the  fountain  and 
have  a  good,  sensible  New-England  talk." 

"Now,  tell  me  when  you  left  home?" 
said  John  Wilde,  as  they  settled  them- 
selves upon  a  stone  seat  under  the  laurels, 
where  the  misty  spray  of  the  fountain  was 
occasionally  blown  against  their  cheeks. 
"  Two  years  ago.  For  the  last  six 
months  I  have  been  exploring  the  Nile, 
and  trying  my  best  to  unriddle  the  Sphynx ; 
but  she  made  no  sign,  and  I  got  sick  of  it 
and  came  to  Rome  to  rest.  I  arrived  only 
this  morning,  little  expecting  to  find  an 
old  friend  before  night." 

Then  they  fell  to  talking  over  their  trav- , 
els  and  adventures;  and  as  the  twilight 
deepened  around  them,  and  the  stars  looked 
down  out  of  the  purple  heavens,  thoughts  of 
their  far-off  home  in  the  western  world 
came  fluttering  into  their  hearts  like  doves 
flying  home  to  their  cotes ;  and  they  ques- 
tioned each  other  as  to  the  latest  news. 

"  I  got  a  letter  some  months  ago  from 
my  mother,"  said  John  Wilde,  dropping 
his  voice;  "a  letter  full  of  strange  news 
about  the  Flemmings.  I  suppose  you  have 
heard  all  about  their  good  fortune.  I  was 
heartily  glad." 

"  Yes,  I  heard  about  that  streak  of  good 
luck,  or  rather  I  read  of  it  in  a  Boston  pa- 
per which  my  agent  sent  me.  I  get  noth- 
ing but  papers  from  home ;  nobody  writes 
to  me  that  I  care  to  hear  from.  My  grand- 
father writes,' but  his  letters  are  such  dole- 
ful sermons  on  the  subject  of  my  uncon- 
verted state  and  total  depravity  that  I 
don't  take  the  trouble  to  read  them.  I 
should  have  committed  suicide  long  ago, 
if  I  had  been  foolish  enough  to  have  taken 
them  to  heart.  I  got  one  letter  from  Hulda 
Sneathen  about  the  time  you  speak  of." 
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Both  were  silent  for  a  little  while ;  busy 
memories  were  crowding  into  their  minds, 
fraught  with  sadness  and  full  of  the  ghosts 
of  their  love's  young  dreams. 

"  My  mother  wrote  me  word  that  Hope 
Flemming  had  gone  to.be  a  nun,"  said 
John  Wilde  at  last. 

"That's  a  mistake,  John.  Hulda  told 
me  all  about  it.  She  ought  to  have  known, 
for  she  was  with  them  in  Boston,  when — 
well — it  was  Eva  who  went  to  be  a  nun  or 
a  Sister  of  Charity,  or  something  of  that 
sort,"  answered  George  Merrill. 

"  George,  are  you  certain?  are  you  quite 
sure?"  asked  John  Wilde,  eager  and  ex- 
cited. 

"  Of  course  I  am  sure.  I  remember  the 
very  name  she  has  taken.  She  is  now  Sis- 
ter Monica.  There's  no  mistake  y>  its  be- 
ing Eva.,  I  should  remember;  for  you 
know,  John,  how  I  loved  Eva  Flemming, 
and  it's  not  likely  that  I  should  forget  any- 
thing concerning  her,"  replied  George 
Merrill  sadly. 

"When  my  mother  wrote,  the  family 
were  in  Boston,  and  the  news  came  to  her 
through  Miss  Debby  Wyatt,  who  no  doubt 
had  it  second  hand  from  some  one  else  who 
was  misinformed,"  answered  John  Wilde, 
whose  heart  was  beating  quickly  and  joy- 
fully. 

It  was  growing  dark,  and  the  young 
men  rose  to  go.  Arm  in  arm,  they  walked 
slowly  down  the  steep  road,  talking  as  if 
they  had  not  another  day  to  live.  Cross- 
ing the  Piazza  del  Popolo,  they  strolled 
on,  scarcely  knowing  or  caring  whither, 
when  they  suddenly  heard  the  musical 
tinkling  of  a  little  bell,  and  saw  a  proces- 
sion bearing  lighted  candles  coming  to- 
wards them.  From  every  window  on  each 
side  the  street  was  held  a  lighted  candle — 
those  who  held  them  kneeling  devoutly. 
On  the  sidewalks,  all  uncovered  and  knelt ; 
and  upon  the  air  arose,  with  the  faint  odor 
of  incense,  the  solemn  Tantum  ergo,  in 
grave  musical  numbers. 

"Let  us  get  out  of  the  way  of  that," 
said  George  Merrill. 

"  Rather  let  us  keep  in  the  way  of  it," 


answered  John  Wilde,  as  the  procession 
drew  nearer.  He  uncovered  his  head  and 
knelt,  while  George  Merrill  hid  himself 
under  the  shadow  of  a  deep,  ai*ched  door- 
way until  it  got  past.  "What  is  it  all, 
and  what  does  it  mean?"  he  inquired. 

"  The  priest  is  carrying  the  Holy  Viati- 
cum to  a  dying  person,"  replied  John 
Wilde  ;  "  and  if  you'll  excuse  me,  George, 
I'll  go  with  them.  Later  I'll  come  to  your 
lodgings." 

"John,  tell  me  one  thing:  are  you  a4 
Roman  Catholic  ?"  asked  George  Merrill, 
standing  before  his  friend  and  looking  fix- 
edly at  him. 

"  I  am,  thank  God,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Well !  I  suppose  it's  a  good  thing,  old 
fellow.  I'd  as  lief  be  a  Catholic  as  any- 
thing else,  I  guess ;  but  I  don't  much  be- 
lieve in  anything,  except  my  actual  exist- 
ence. I'm  at  the  English  hotel  in  the 
Piazza  di  Spagna,  and  shall  wait  up  for 
you."  And  George  Merrill,  light-hearted, 
careless,  and  looking  upon  all  religions, 
irrespective  of  creed  or  dogma,  as  systems 
good  enough  in  their  way  for  bettering  the 
moral  condition  of  mankind,  made  a  detour 
and  wended  his  way  towards  his  lodgings; 
while  John  Wilde,  hastily  purchasing  a 
\yax  candle  from  a  shop  near  by,  lighted 
^t  and  fell  into  the  procession,  and  accom- 
panied to  the  house  of  the  soul  which, 
trembling  on  the  borders  of  time,  was 
only  waiting  to  be  strengthened  with  the 
"life-giving  Bread,"  as  it  passed  through 
the  shadow  of  death  into  the  presence  of 
Him  who  declared  that  "whoever  eat  of 
this  Bread  should  have  eternal  life." 
*  *  *  *  *  *  * 

"  Now  tell  me,  John,  if  you  please,  how 
it  happens  that  you  are  a  Catholic  ?"  asked 
George  Merrill  that  night,  as  they  both 
sat  in  the  balcony  overlooking  the  old  de- 
serted piazza,  talking,  and  smoking  cigars 
of  so  choice  a  brand  that  the  air  was  fra- 
grant around  them.  This  was  one  of 
George  Merrill's  special  and  dearly  prized 
luxuries,  which  John  Wilde  felt  no  com- 
punction in  sharing. 

"  Don't  expect  to  hear  anything  marvel- 
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lous,  George.  My  conversion  was  a  very 
gradual  and  simple  business.  I  read  at- 
tentively, before  I  left  home,  "Milner's 
End  of  Controversy,"  and  other" Catholic 
books,  solely  to  find  out  Hope's  reasons 
for  becoming  a  Catholic.  I  was  impressed 
more  than  I  would  own  up  to  ;  but  I  wasn't 
prepared  to  believe  all  that  I  read,  or  sac- 
rifice my  worldly  interests  either  ;  and  so 
I  told  Hope ;  and,  as  you  know,  she  thought 
it  best  for  the  happiness  of  both,  diifering 
so  widely  in  religious  belief  as  we  did,  to 
break  off  our  engagement,  almost  on  the 
very  eve  of  our  wedding  day.  I  tell  you, 
George,  it  came  near  ruining  me,  body  and 
soul ;  it  was  the  bitterest  trial  I  ever  had, 
or  ever  expect  to  have ;  and  my  faith  in 
God  was  shaken  to  its  foundations.  Then 
I  determined  to  go  abroad,  and  endeavor 
to  forget  my  hopeless  love,  in  foreign 
travel  among  strange  scenes.  But  it  was 
no  use.  The  violence  of  my  emotions  sim- 
ply died  out, — nothing  more  ;  and  as  a  sort 
of  calm  succeeded,  I  began  to  think  over 
the  books  I  had  read,  and  the  conversa- 
tions I  had  had  with  Hope's  father.  You 
see :  the  seed  was  planted,  and  I  all  uncon- 
scious of  it !  About  this  time  I  formed 
the  acquaintance  of  a  young  Englishman, 
on  board  a  Mediterranean  steamer,  on  his 
way  to  Rome,  He  was  of  noble  birth  and 
large  estate, — I  learned  afterwards  from 
another, — but  after  his  conversion  he  re- 
signed his  rank  and  fortune,  except  so 
much,  which  was  to  be  annually  expended 
for  the  poor,  and  determined  to  enter  the 
Society  of  Jesus  and  devote  his  life  to  the 
service  of  God.  I  knew  nothing  of  his 
history  then ;  but  it  happened  one  day 
that  I  was  able  to  do  him  a  little  service 
when  he  was  quite  ill,  for  which  he  was 
very  grateful,  and  his  reserve  melted  away 
like  frost  under  the  sunshine.  He  was 
very  fragile,  and  often  reminded  me  of 
Reuben  Flemming.  His  intellect  was 
highly  cultivated,  and  his  natural  gifts 
were  wonderful.  As  we  grew  more  and 
more  attached  to  each  other,  I  found  out 
his  religion ;  then  we  began  to  discuss  the 
the  subject,  and  at  last  we  talked  of  noth- 


ing else.  "We  journeyed  to  Rome  togeth- 
er; he  entered  the  novUiate  at  the  Gesti, 
then  I  saw  him  only  occasionally.  One 
day,  towards  the  close  of  Lent,  on  Friday, 
I  went  to  the  Coliseum  to  see  the  "  Sta- 
tions." He,  with  other  scholastics  from 
the  Gesu,  was  there.  I  got  as  near  him  as 
I  could,  hoping  to  exchange  a  few  words 
with  him  on  our  way  back ;  but  I  saw  him 
suddenly  grow  very  white,  a  stream  of 
blood  gushed  from  his  lips  and  he  fell  into 
my  arms  unconscious.  I  got  permission 
to  visit  him  every  day  while  he  lived :  he 
lived  long  enough,  George,  to  prevail  with 
me,  by  God's  grace;  and  the  day  on  which 
he  received  the  Holy  Viaticum,  I  received 
at  the  same  time,  in  his  presence,  the  Bread 
of  Life.  Independent  of  the  profound  joy 
I  experienced  in  this,  my  first  Communion, 
it  was  something  very  like  heaven  to  see 
the  angelic  smile  that  irradiated  his  dying 
countenance  as  he  watched  me;  to  feel  the 
faint,  loving  clasp  of  his  cold  fingers,  and 
hear  him  whisper  as  he  kissed  me :  "  Well 
done!  well  done!"  They  were  his  last 
words ;  in  another  moment  my  friend  and 
brother  was  at  rest.  I  stayed  on  in  Rome. 
Somehow  I  could  not  bear  to  leave  the 
spot  where  I  had  been  so  blessed — where 
I  had  found  a  balm  which  consecrated  my 
trials,  and  gave  me  strength  to  look  out 
into  life  with  a  firm,  healthful  purpose.  I 
could  not  bear  to  leave  the  hallowed  grave 
of  my  friend,  out  of  whose  death  my  soul 
had  risen  into  a  new  life.  It  was  a  sacred 
tie  which  bound  me  to  the  earth  where  he 
reposed.  Since  I  had  heard  the  news 
about  Hope  Flemming  there  seemed  to  be 
nothing  to  take  me  home ;  and  after  my 
conversion  I  had  still  less  desire  to  return. 
Until  to-night,  I  believed  that  she  had  con- 
secrated herself  to  Almighty  God  in  a  re- 
ligious life." 

"  No ;  it  was  Eva,  John.  Be  sure  of 
that,"  said  George  Merrill  sadly. 

"  To-morrow  I  shall  start  for  home," 
continued  John  Wilde.  "  There  is  no 
obstacle  now  to  prevent  Hope's  fulfilling 
her  engagement  with  me,  unless  she  has 
changed  her  mind." 
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"She  hasn't  changed  her  mind,  John  ; 
depend  upon  that.  I  congratulate  you, 
old  fellow;  upon  my  soul,  I  do,"  ex- 
claimed George  Merrill  with  hearty  sin- 
cerity. "  Here  you  are  settled  in  the  mat- 
ter of  religion,  which  is  a  good  thing  to 
begin  with;  and  you  will  go  back. and  more 
than  realize  the  hopes  which  you  thought 
were  dead  and  buried.  You  are  a  lucky 
fellow !"  he  said,  with  a  sigh  which  he 
tried  to  smother  under  a  laugh. 

"  Thank  you,  George.  I  am  not  so  sure 
about  Hope  Flemtuing;  but  I  shall  go  back 
and  see  what  awaits  me,"  answered  John 
Wilde,  rising  to  go, 

Then  they  parted,  with  a  warm,  friendly 
grasping  of  the  hands,  kind,  brave  words, 
and  promises  to  write  to  each  other  fre- 
quently ;  John  Wilde  thanking  GojTin  his 
heart  of  hearts  for  the  fair  promise  of  the  fu- 
ture; George  Merrill  sorrowful  and  lonely, 
and  half  believing  in  Fate. 

******* 

I  have,  really,  but  little  more  to  tell ; 
but  my  narrative  will  be  incomplete  unless 
I  tell  that  little.  If  you  remember  the  last 
time  Nick  Flemming  came  back  from  "  The 
Pines,"  he  told  his  father  that  "  he  be- 
lieved everything  was  going  to  smash  up 
there,  through  the  mismanagement  of  the 
Deacon's  partner  and  too  much  praying." 
He  was  not  mistaken  in  his  prediction  ;  for 
soon  afterwards  there  was  a  strike  among 
the  lumbermen,  which  the  "man  gifted  in 
prayer  "  felt  to  some  purpose ;  for,  enraged 
at  his  petty  tyrannies  and  disgusting  hy- 
pocrisy, furious  at  an  effort  he  made  to 
curtail  their  wages  and  still  further  re- 
strict their  privileges,  they  fell  upon  him 
one  night  and  gave  him  a  beating  which 
bruised  every  bone  in  his  body.  The  next 
morning  he  had  vanished, — gone  off  with 
the  Deacon's  money — some  eight  thousand 
dollars,  which  he  had  drawn  from  time  to 
time  under  the  pretext  of  using  it  to  buy 
machinery  and  materials  for  the  construc- 
tion of  the  steam  saw-mill,  which  up  to 
this  time  had  not  risen  more  than  two  feet 
above  the  foundation.  Everything  was 
found  to  be  in  a  terrible  snarl  at  "  The 


Pines,"  and  the  business  seemed  ruined 
forever.  The  Deacon  took  it  very  hard. 
Altogether,  the  loss,  the  mortification  and 
j  the  worry  agitated  him  and  put  his  blood 
in  such  a  ferment,  that  by  the  time  he 
managed  to  get  all  the  details  of  the  affair 
into  his  head  with  a  clear  idea  of  the  situ- 
ation, he  found  it  more  than  he  could  stand, 
and  had  an  attack  of  apoplexy  which  ter- 
minated fatally. 

Hulda  and  Nicholas  were  soon  after- 
wards married  by  a  young  clergyman  whom 
the  Flemmings  were  honored  in  having 
for  their  guest.  The  young  man — just  or- 
dained— had  fallen  into  such  a  precarious 
state  of  health,  that  with  the  Bishop's  con- 
sent, and  by  the  advice  of  his  medical  man, 
he  accepted  the  invitation  of  Wolfert  Flem- 
ming, who  was  in  Boston  at  the  time,  to 
return  home  with  him  to  spend  the  sum- 
mer months  in  the  bracing,  life-restoring 
air  of  the  New  Hampshire  hills.  The 
wedding  was  a  very  quiet  one,  and  the 
young  couple  went  to  house-keeping  in 
the  old  brown  cottage  under  the  elms 
where  Hulda  was  born.  She  became  a 
convert  to  the  Catholic  faith,  which  shed 
such  a  halo  of  pure  happiness  throughout 
her  whole  being  that  she  was  more  cheer- 
ful and  blithe  than  ever;  this,  with  her 
tnrifty,  industrious  habits,  and  real  intelli- 
gence, made  her  husband's  home  a  very 
happy  and  attractive  one.  Miss  Debby 
lived  on  with  them — Hulda's  cross,  which 
she  bore  with  sweet  patience  and  pity  for 
the  lonely,  dependent  woman,  who  let  her 
know  without  reserve  "  that  she  felt  her- 
self disgraced  and  demeaned  by  being 
obliged  to  live  with  Papists."  Nothing 
softened  her:  no  attention  or  kindness 
could  sweeten  her  bitter  nature,  and  she 
grumbled  and  fretted  and  found  fault  to 
the  end  of  the  chapter,  affording  Hulda 
daily,  and  sometimes  hourly,  occasions  of 
merit  which  were  not  lost  to  her.  The 
business  at  "  The  Pines,"  under  Nicholas 
Flemming's  management,  became  gradu- 
ally more  prosperous  than  evec  Spirit- 
ually and  temporally,  they  were  blessed 
beyond  all  their  imaginings,  and  never 
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ceased  giving  thanks  to  Almighty  God, 
whose  providence  had  directed  all  things 
so  mercifully  for  them. 

It  was  not  long  after  Nick's  marriage 
when  John  Wilde  came  home,  nor  many 
days  after  his  arrival  that  Hope  Flemming 
had  occasion  to  unlock  the  old  cedar  chest, 
in  which  three  years  before  she  had  folded 
away  her  bridal  trousseau,  her  tears  drop- 
ping heavily  upon  the  white,  transparent, 
beautiful  garments,  as  if  she  had  laid  a 
dearly  loved  face,  on  which  she  was  never 
to  look  upon  again,  in  its  coffin.  But 
now  I^can  say  no  more  than  that  there 
was  great  happiness  and  soon  a  Catholic 
wedding  in  the  Old  Homestead. 

Do  you  remember  the  quaint  old  Puritan 
room  which  I  described  so  particularly  in 
the  first  chapter,  its  rafters  black  with  age 
and  the  breath  of  Puritan  generations  who 
had  lived  and  prayed  under  them,  its  floor 
dark  and  polished  beneath  the  tread  of 
their  feet?  Can  you  imagine  the  stern 
prayers  that  used  to  be  uttered  there  to  be 
defended  against  the  Pope  and  idolatry; 
and  the  councils  that  used  to  be  held  there 
over  the  fate  of  unfortunate  Catholics  who 
had  the  temerity  to  trust  themselves  to  their 
mercy ;  and  the  righteous  "  amen  "  uttered, 
when  "  hanging  "  or  "  branding  "  was  de- 
termined on? 

Now  behold !  At  one  end  of  the  room, 
in  front  of  the  tiled  fireplace,  which  was 
concealed  by  boughs  of  cedar,  stood  an 
altar  decorated  with  lights  and  flowers. 
There  was  a  cosily  crucifix  upon  it,  which 
John  Wilde  brought  from  abroad — a  genu- 
ine Benvenuto  Cellini,  the  dealer  had  as- 
sured him;  and  at  the  foot  of  the  crucifix 
a  quaint  old  chalice,  which  Father  H 


had  found  among  the  antique  treasures  of 
silver  and  gold  in  the  buffet  which  the 
Dutch  ancestors  of  the  Flemminors  had 

B 

taken,  with  other  rich  spoils,  from  some 
Spanish  galleon  which  they  afterwards 
sunk.  It  was  a  sacramental  cup ;  the  in- 
scription and  the  devices  upon  it  were  un- 
mistakable, and  now  it  was  to  be  put  once 
more  to  the  holy  use  for  which  it  was  fash- 
ioned. Father celebrated  the  bridal 


Mass  ;  all  the  family — and  Patrick  McCue, 
an  honored  guest — being  present ;  also  the 
Wilburs,  who  thought  it  the  finest  show 
they  had  ever  seen.  Truly  was  that  feast 
of  the  Bread  of  Eternal  Life,  which  the 
Flcmmings  and  Patrick  McCue  partook 
of  that  fair  summer  morning  with  John 
Wilde  and  his  bride,  a  holy  and  happy 
one  !  Eva,  far  away  in  her  novitiate  in 
the  beautiful  valley  of  St.  Joseph's,  offered 
her  Communion  in  spirit  with  theirs,  and 
prayed  for  the  happiness,  temporal  and 
eternal,  of  her  dear  ones  at  home.  Mrs. 
Wilde's  heart  was  half  broken  at  her  son's 
conversion,  and  she  declined  being  pres- 
ent at  the  wedding;  indeed  it  was  more 
than  a  year  before  she  consented  to  see 
him  or  his  wife.  But  a  little  girl  was  born 
to  them,  which  they  named  for  her ;  and 
that  vanquished  her,  and  she  was  very 
happy,  and  ashamed  of  herself.  One  day 
John  was  unpacking  a  box  which  George 
Merrill  had  sent  him  from  China.  He 
took  out  a  rich  silk  robe,  such  as  are  worn 
by  mandarins  of  the  first  class,  and  he 
and  Hope  were  examining  it,  when  Mrs. 
Wilde  came  in  with  her  chubby  namesake 
in  her  arms. 

"  Goodsakes,  John !"  she  exclaimed ;  is 
that  the  dress  you  wear  when  you  go  to 
Mass?"  It  was  the  first  reference  she  had 
ever  made  to  his  religion,  and  it  was  too 
much  for  him ;  he  shouted  with  laughter, 
and  was  tempted  to  tell  her  "yes,"  but 
didn't.  But  it  broke  the  ice ;  and  from 
time  to  time  after  that  they  had  many 
talks  about  the  Catholic  religion  and  its 
doctrines.  Mrs.  Wilde,  now  very  old,  and 
waiting  any  hour  for  the  coming  of  death, 
is  prepared  with  the  best  dispositions  to 
be  received  into  the  Church  as  soon  as 
Father  H ,  who  is  expected  from  Bos- 
ton, arrives. 

Soon  after  Hope's  wedding,  she  noticed 
one  day  that  the  portrait  of  old  Lady  Pen- 
darvis  was  hanging  in  the  "  best  room," 
with  a  wreath  of  evergreen  and  immor- 
telles around  it. 


*  This  question  was  asked. 
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"Why,   mother,   who   did   this?"    she 
asked  in  surprise. 

"I  did,  Hope.  Lady  Pendarvis  was  a 
Catholic." 

"  And  you  knew  it  all  the  time?" 

"  Yes,  and  I  should  have  been  glad  to 
burn  it  up  any  day,  once,  for  that  very  rea- 
son; but  she  looked  too  much  like  Ruby." 
"  Dear  Ruby !"  said  Hope,  looking 
dreamily  at  the  picture,  while  her  thoughts 
were  far  away  in  the  atelier  of  the  now 
famous  artist.  "  Dear  Ruby  !  how  glad  I 
shall  be  to  see  him  !  Why,  mother,  the 
papers  say  that  some  of  the  things  he  has 
made  are  equal  to  the  antiques,  and  he  has 
more  orders  than  he  can  execute ;  and  honors 
are  conferred  upon  him  constantly  by  royal 
personages.  I'm  very  proud  of  him." 

"  Well !  it  seems  a  very  useless  stfrt  of 
a  business  to  me.  I  can't  see  the  good  of 
it ;  and  never  could.  But  he's  happy ;  and 
I  try  to  be  content,"  said  Mrs.  Flemming, 
brushing  a  tear  from  her  cheeks. 

******* 

The  Wilburs  staid  on  at  Mill  Farm ; 
and  Wilbur  is  now  Wolfert  Flemming's  fac- 
tor, and  one  of  the  thriving  men  of  the 
neighborhood.  The Flemmings  live  among 
themselves,  still  avoided,  and  their  prosper- 
ity envied  by  their  Puritan  friends.  The 
old  Puritan  bitterness  is  not  dead;  but  it 
is  more  feeble,  and  slowly  dying  out  in 
staunch,  brave  New  England;  and  it  is 
safe  to  believe  that  upon  the  soil  where 
men  have  suffered  for  the  faith  in  the  old 
Puritan  times — where  in  our  own  day  a 
convent  has  been  burnt*  to  the  ground, 
and  a  holy  priest  f  tarred  and  feathered 
and  almost  murdered  by  fanatical  mobs, 
the  Church  will  grow  and  flourish — nay, 
even  now  in  some  parts  it  is  growing  and 
flourishing,  "  like  a  tree  hard  by  living 
waters." 

THE  END. 


THE  ROMAN  CATACOMBS, 

And  the  Sacraments  of  the  Catholic  Church. 


*  Ursuline  Convent  at  Charlestown. 
t  Father  Bapst,  S.  J. 

.«.«.» 

"  IT  is  always  spring-time  in  a  soul  uni- 
ted to  God."—  Cure  of  Ars. 


FBOM  THE  GERMAN  OP  REV.  M.  WOLTER,  O.  S.  B. 
BY  REV.  I.  A.  BERGRATH. 


SANCTORVM  QVICVNQVE  LEG  is  VENERARE  BEPVL- 
CRVM. — Cemetery  ad  Catacumbas. 


HOLY  ORDERS.—  (Continued.) 
Thus  we  find  developing  itself  in  the  ca- 
tacombs the  entire  Catholic  hierarchy  of 
Orders,  tha  twonderful  spiritual  organism 
which  stands  around  the  throne  of  the  eu- 
charistic  Lamb,  as  the  angelic  hierarchy 
stands  around  the  throne  of  the  glorified 
Saviour.  As  we  have  proven  in  our  former 
treatise,  the  honor,  the  dignity,  and  the  mis- 
sion of  this  hierarchy  were  given  to  it  by 
Christ  Himself.  Its  sacred  power  and  ju- 
risdiction extends  over  both  the  real  and 
the  mystic  body  of  the  Lord;  that  is,  it  con- 
centrates itself  in  the  sacerdotal  custody 
of  the  altar  and  of  the  faithful  people.  For 
the  truth  of  our  assertion  we  have  more 
than  ample  proof  in  the  ancient  figurative 
representations  of  the  sacraments  of  Pen- 
ance and  the  Holy  Eucharist.  Even  the 
different  grades  of  ecclesiastical  adminis- 
trative power  are  suffused  with  a  new  light 
by  these  ancient  Christian  monuments,  as 
may  be  seen  in  part  from  our  former  re- 
marks on  the  Primacy.  We  shall,  therefore, 
now  add  but  a  few  items,  which  the  con- 
stantly progressing  work  of  discovery  has 
since  brought  to  light,  and  which  lead  us 
to  entertain  a  more  than  reasonable  hope 
that  sooner  or  later  these  seemingly  dis- 
jointed facts  will  prove  themselves  but  the 
links  of  a  most  perfect- system.  Even  as 
we  write,  documents  showing  the  main  fea- 
tures of  the  administrative  government  of  the 
ancient  Church  of  Home  lie  before  us.  We 
know,  both  from  monuments  and  inscrip- 
tions, that  in  the  third  century  the  city  of 
Rome  was  already  divided  into  twenty-five 
titles,  parishes,  or  so-calledcatacombaldis- 
tricts.  As  a  general  rule,  there  were  two 
priests  appointed  for  each  of  these  districts, 


AVE     MARIA 


709 


of  whom  one  held  the  rank  of  titular  or 
parish  priest^  while  the  other  acted  as  his 
subordinate  or  curate,  and  was  known  as 
"seems,"  or  companion.  It  was  "the  duty  of 
the  parish  priest  to  attend  the  city  "domini- 
cum"  (basilica  or  church),  while  the  cu- 
rate was  expected  to  minister  in  the  chapel 
of  the  catacombs  that  lay  in  his  district. 
Hence,  among  other  inscriptions  of  that 
period  we  have  one  which  reads :  "  Alex- 
ius and  Capriola,  while  yet  living,  erected 
for  themselves  [this  monument]  with  the 
consent  and  approbation  of  the  presbyters 
Archelaus  and  Dulcitius."  These  presby- 
ters were  of  course  the  two  priests  of  that 
particular  title,  and  the  cemetery  in  ques- 
tion stood  under  their  jurisdiction.  We 
learn,  moreover,  that  in  addition  to  these 
twenty-five  Roman  parishes,  there  was  yet 
one  other  which,  together  with  the  cemetery 
attached,  the  Pope  had  reserved  for  himself. 
From  the  end  of  the  second  century  this 
dignity  of  being  the  papal  cemetery,  which 
of  course  was  of  itself  sufficient  to  give  it 
a  pre-eminence  over  all  the  rest,  was  con- 
ferred upon  the  catacombs  of  Callistus,  and 
the  Pope  appointed  his  [arch-]  deacon  to 
preside  over  and  administer  them.  For 
this  fact  also  we  have  an  epigraphic  testi- 
mony. In  one  of  the  crypts — namely,  of 
the  catacombs  of  Callistus — there  have 
been  discovered  fragments  of  a  marble 
[altar  or  chancel]  bannister,  and  with  it 
the  dedicatory  inscription  of  the  crypt, 
which  opens  with  the  following  words: 
"  This  bipartite  chapel,  together  with  its 
arcosolia  and  luminary,  were  erected  with 
the  approbation  of  his  Pope  Marcellinusby 
Severus,  the  deacon  of  the  same,  that  it 

I  ' 

might  serve  as  a  resting-place  for  himself 
and  his  relatives  (more  particularly  his  vir- 
gin-sister who  was  consecrated  to  God  by 
religious  vows). — IVSSVPP  svi  MARCELLINI 
DIACOSTVS  ISTE  FECIT.  These  same  ancient 
Christian  sepulchral  monuments  furnish 
us  with  a  most  triumphant  proof  in  favor 
of  that  perpetual  virginity,  or  celibacy, 
which  corresponds  so  admirably  with  the 
angelic  state,  and  which  crowns  the  Cath- 
olic priesthood  as  with  a  wreath  of  heav- 


enly glory ;  but  which  nevertheless,  in  our 
days,  some  men  have  been  bold  enough  to 
style  "  an  innovation  "  and  "  a  neglect  of 
duty  towards  God  and  His  Evangel." 

Such  proofs  are  particularly  strong  in  re- 
gard to  the  higher  orders  of  the  clergy. 
So  far  as  we  are  aware,  there  has  not  been 
found  up  to  the  present  time  a  single  sep- 
ulchral inscription  over  the  remains  of  a 
presbyter  or  priest  which  contains  even 
the  least  hint  that  the  party  referred  to 
had  led  a  married  life.  This  being  the 
case  even  with  the  inferior  clergy,  it  holds, 
of  course,  all  the  more  good  in  regard  to 
the  Bishops  of  Rome,  i.  e.,  the  Popes. 
Now,  let  us  ask,  is  it  at  all  likely  that  so 
deep  a  silence  should  have  been  observed 
on  this  subject  if  the  clergy  had  been  mai*- 
ried,  especially  when  we  know  full  well 
that  in  all  other  cases  the  surviving  hus- 
band or  wife  was  in  the  habit  of  erecting 
a  memorial  tablet  expressly  for  the  pur- 
pose of  perpetuating  each  other's  memory? 

We  have  now  shown  in  as  few  words  as 
possible  how  the  ancient  Christian  monu- 
ments under  consideration  prove  the  ex- 
istence of  a  graded  hierarchy,  and  also 
the  fact  that  certain  powers  and  graces 
were  believed  to  be  conferred  upon  the  re- 
cipient of  the  sacrament  of  Orders.  Hence 
it  seems  to  us  that  if  we  could  yet  more- 
over adduce  a  monumental  testimony  in 
favor  of  the  act  of  ordination,  i.  e.,  the 
actual  conferring  of  the  sacrament  of  Or- 
ders, our  researches  on  the  subject  might 
be  brought  at  once  to  a  satisfactory  close. 
Now,  such  a  testimony  is  really  at  hand, 
and  we  have  the  authority  of  the  celebra- 
ted De  Rossi  to  sustain  us  in  our  inter- 
pretation of  a  picture  which  he  himself 
was  the  first  to  urge  upon  our  closer  ex- 
amination. In  a  crypt  of  the  ruined  cata- 
combs of  St.  Hermes  there  is,  in  the  midst 
of  various  biblical  scenes,  a  painting  which 
was  evidently  suggested  to  the  artist 
by  some  deeply  significant  ecclesiastical 
act.  A  young  man,  vested  in  a  long  tunic 
[similar  to  the  alb],  and  evidently  engaged 
in  prayer,  is  represented  as  facing  the  peo- 
ple. Before  him  there  rises  an  elevated 
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seat  [cathedra],  from  which  a  more  elderly 
personage  extends  his  arms  over  the 
younger  candidate.  The  vesture,  the  po- 
sition and  the  entire  grouping  of  the  pic- 
ture render  it  even  more  than  probable 
that  We  have  here  represented  the  sacra- 
mental imposition  of  hands,  or  the  ordina- 
tion of  an  ecclesiastic  by  his  bishop.  So 
far  as  the  closer  relation  is  concerned  in 
which  this  painting  stands  to  the  crypt 
which  it  serves  to  ornament,  and  in  which 
were  probably  deposited  the  remains  of  the 
young  ecclesiastic,  and  also  what  connec- 
tion it  has  with  the  surrounding  biblical 
scenes  and  types. of  the  sacraments,  we 
shall  leave  to  the  more  competent  pen  of 
De  Rossi  to  determine,  who  will  no  doubt 
refer  to  the  subject  in  one  of  the  future 
pages  of  his  '•'•Roma  Sotteranea."  ' 


Obituary. 

DEATH  OF  A  PEIEST. — On  the  9th  inst.  the  Rev. 
L.  H.  Rtnce,  S.  S.  S.,  died  very  suddenly  at  the 
Seminary  of  St.  Sulpice,  in  this  city  (Baltimore). 
The  deceased  was  born  in  France,  in  the  diocese  of 
Nantes,  and  was  only  33  years  of  age.  He  came  to 
Baltimore  in  1862  as  a  member  of  the  Society  of  St. 
Sulpice,  and  took  immediately  his  place  among  the 
professors  of  St.  Sulpice  College.  During  the  seven 
years  he  taught  in  that  institution  he  made  himself 
particularly  dear  to  the  students  by  his  piety, 
gentle  manners,  and  rare  abilities  as  a  teacher. 
Even  in  his  leisure  hours  he  took  no  pleasure  but 
in  what  was  calculated  to  promote  science  and 
virtue,  and  spent  a  part  of  them  in  preparing  the 
Excerpta,  ex  Ovidii  nasonis  operibus,  and  John  Cos- 
tdlo,  or  tJie  Beauty  of  Virtue,  lately  published  in  Bal- 
timore. He  was  called  at  the  beginning  of  Septem- 
ber last  to  the  Seminary  of  St.  Sulpice  to  take  charge 
of  the  Class  of  Holy  Scripture ;  and  the  few  lectures 
which  he  gave  in  this  new  chair  have  been  such  as 
ta  let  both  his  superiors  and  pupils  realize  all  the 
loss  which  they  have  just  sustained. — Catholic  Mir- 


"  IF  an  interior  consolation,  if  a  grace  from  the 
good  God,  gives  us  so  much  pleasure  in  this  world, 
that  it  diminishes  our  troubles,  that  it  helps  us  to 
bear  our  crosses,  that  it  gives  to  so  many  martyrs 
strength  to  suffer  the  most  cruel  torments, — what 
will  be  the  happiness  of  heaven,  where  consolations 
.and  delights  are  given,  not  drop  by  drop,  but  by 
tor rents."—  Cure  of  Ars. 


Protestant  Anniversaries  and  Catholic 
Holydays, 

We  ought  to  commiserate  rather  than  blame 
those  who,  having  lost  all  notion  of  the  true  great- 
ness of  our  ancestors  in  the  Faith,  find  fault  with 
Catholics  for  setting  apart  special  days  to  honor 
the  great  heroes  who  in  all  ages  have  illustrated 
the  Church,  and  made  her  history  the  most  inter- 
esting, the  most  brilliant  of  all  histories. 

We  should  not  blame  them,  poor  fellows, — they 
have  so  few  whom  they  think  worthy  of  any  honor. 

However,  we  must  admit  that  they  are  not  so  con- 
sistent, in  finding  fault  with  us  for  doing  what  they 
themselves  do — on  rather  a  small  scale,  'tis  true — 
as  they  are  in  the  choice  of  the  men  whom  they 
select  to  honor  with  their  "  distinguished  consider- 
ation." 

They  are  consistent  in  selecting  such  men  as 
Wickliff,  Huss,  Luther,  and  the  like  characters  that 
have  been  raised  up  on  a  toppling  pinnacle  by  the 
kind  of  history  which  has  justly  been  defined  "a 
conspiracy  against  truth  ; "  for  they  merely  follow 
out  their  instinctive  veneration  for  everyone  who 
opposes  legitimate  authority. 

But  that  they  should  blame  us  for  setting  apart 
days  in  honor  of  a  holy  Apostle,  a  glorious  martyr 
like  St.  Lawrence  for  instance,  or  a  great  confessor 
like  St.  Athanasius,  or  a  saintly  virgin  like  St. 
Agnes,  while  they  have  their  anniversaries — cen- 
tennial and  otherwise — of  Luther,  Huss,  and  men  of 
like  kidney,  is  not  so  consistent.  Certainly  the  prin- 
ciple is  the  same.  They  imagine  they  find  some- 
thing in  those  men  which  they  deem  worthy  of 
honor ;  we  find  something  in  our  Saints  which  we 
deem  worthy  of  honor.  They  honor  their  heroes 
by  celebrating  days  and  erecting  monuments: 
why  should  they  turn  up  their  sarcastic  noses  .at  us 
for  honoring  our  heroes  by  celebrating  days  and 
erecting  monuments  ? 

Certainly  it  cannot  reasonably  be  because  we 
have  more  heroes  of  good  than  they  have  of  evil, — 
because  for  one  Luther  to  whom  they  can  point  as 
having  made  himself  notorious  for  downright  sel- 
fishness, unbridled  pride,  the  breaking  of  his  vows, 
and  being  finally  cast  out  "by  the  Pope  from  his 
liis  garden  as  a  bad  egg  (no,  that  doesn't  carry  out 
the  simile)  say  rather  a  noxious  weed,  we  can  point 
to  hundreds  and  thousands  who  have  vindicated  for 
the  Church  the  title  of  Iwly,  by  their  humility,  and 
idelity  to  all  their  engagements  as  men  and  as  Chris- 
;ians;  who  have  been  nourished,  and  have  flourished, 
.n  the  Pop  j's  garden  on  earth  as  most  beautiful  flow- 
ers, and  as  useful  and  wholesome  herbs. «  That  cer- 
;ainly  cannot  be  the  reason ;  for  the  devil  works 
lard  enough— -pautrc  diaUe! — to  give  them  a  large 
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supply;  and  if  he  only  succeeds  in  producing  a 
great  number  of  ordinary  fellows  whom  it  isn't 
worth  while  honoring,  and  only  an  occasional  extra 
villain,  they  need  not  blame  the  Church  for  pro- 
ducing a  number  of  extraordinary  men  whom  we 
honor  as  Saints. 

Neither  are  they  consistent  in  finding  fault  with 
us  for  having  more  festival  days  than  they  have. 
Of  course  we  ought  to  have  more,  since  we  have 
so  many  more  heroes.  They  can  count  on  their 
fingers  those  whom  they  esteem  their  great  he- 
roes,— Huss,  Luther,  and  some  smaller  fry  like 
Gavazzi  and  other  renegades  of  less  repute,  and 
less  brain  too,  than  burly  Martin, — while  we  have 
thousands,  from  the  Apostles  down  to  the  late  Mar- 
tyrs in  Japan,  and  many  who  are  now  leading 
hidden  lives  of  abnegation,  and  who  in  some  years — 
after  their  death — will  be  glorified  by  God  not  only 
in  heaven  above,  in  the  Church  triumphant,  but 
here  also  in  the  Church  militant. 

Nor  should  they  find  fault  that  whereas  they  give 
only  spasmodic  honors  to  their  heroes — say  once 
every  hundred  years,  with  an  occasional  newspaper 
notice,  in  Avhich  some  of  them  may  be  incidentally 
mentioned  in  connection  with  a  sensational  preacher, 
we  have  regular  days — once  every  year  if  not 
oftener — to  call  to  mind  the  memory  of  our  glori- 
fied ones.  They  admit  the  principle;  viz.,  that  it 
is  just,  and  natural  to  the  best  feelings  of  the  heart, 
to  honor  those  to  whom  honor  is  due.  The  carry- 
ing out  of  the  principle  must  be  good ;  and  the 
more  thoroughly  it  is  done,  the  better.  Now,  if 
the  heroes  are  worth  honoring  at  all,  they  are 
worthy  of  having  an  annual  commemoration. 

We  all  remember  well  when  we  were  boys  and 
girls,  and  had  a  real  veneration  for  Washington  as 
the  Father  of  his  Country,  and  thought  the  United 
States'  government — despite  Slavery — was  the  best 
in  the  world,  and  the  Constitution  the  most,  perfect 
document  ever  penned,  how,  every  recurring  year, 
with  patriotic  hearts  we  celebrated  Washington's 
birth-day,  and  "  suffered  for  our  country "  in  the 
hot  sun  of  the  4th  of  July.  We  all  did  that  cheer- 
fully, and  with  thankful  hearts,  because  we  had 
some  faith  in  the  things  commemorated,  and 
thought  them  worthy  of  being  specially  brought  to 
mind  by  spending  the  day  somewhat  out  of  the 
ordinary  way  of  other  days. 

But  since  then,  when  from  one  cause  or  another 
the  faith  of  many  has  been  shaken,  and  veneration 
for  the  Constitution  has  been  done  away,  who  cares 
about  the  4th  of  July?  who  thinks  of  Washington's 
birthday?  It  will  soon  go  out  ef  the  mind  of  the 
American  people  that  The  Father  of  his  Country 
was  born  on  the  22d  of  February. 

We  are  not  trenching  on  politics, — we  simply 


state  a  fact  when  we  allude  to  this  non-celebration 
of  national  festivals,  and  loss  of  faith  in  the  unim- 
peachability of  everything  concerning  our  country 
and  government. 

And  from  this  we  draw  the  conclusion,  that  the 
reason  why  Catholics  are  the  only  ones  who  have 
annual  festivals  in  honor  of  their  heroes  is  that  they 
are  the  only  ones  who  have  heroes  that  demand,  and 
are  worthy  of,  this  mark  of  respect ;  or,  conversely 
— as  we  used  to  say  in  geometry  class — 1st  class  of 

course,  taught  by  Professor but  no,  we'll  never 

mention  him ; — conversely,  then,  those  outside  the 
Church  have  no  regular  festivals,  because  they  have 
no  men  or  women  worthy  of  such  a  distinction. 

A  corollary  to  this  proposition  is :  that  the  occa- 
sional, random  festival  days — once  in  a  century  or 
so,  are  celebrated  not  because  the  getters-up  of  the 
concern  care  anything  about  the  man  or  "  the  day 
they  celebrate,"  but  simply  because  they  wish  to 
gain  a  little  notoriety  for  themselves,  or  to  partici- 
pate in  a  big  dinner,  or — or  rather  and — to  make 
some  bright,  brilliant  speeches  about  the  progress 
of  the  age,  in  connection  with  divers  reiterated 
scathing  and  most  bitter  denunciations  of  the  Pope, 
who  has  the  audacity  still  to  survive,  the  chief  of 
over  200,000,000  Christians,  in  spite  of  all  the 
past  prophecies  about  his  speedy  downfall  and  the 
utter  annihilation  of  Papistry  and  all  things  per- 
taining thereunto, — prophecies  uttered  at  like  cele- 
brations, any  time  these  three  hundred  years — or, 
for  the  matter  of  time,  say  these  eighteen  hundred 
years. 

But  we  have  said-  enough  of  these  non-Catholic 
celebrations,  which  bear  about  the  same  resem- 
blance to  our  grand  Festivals  that  the  petty  meet- 
ings of  "philosophers" — like  the  one  to  be  held 
at  Naples — has  to  the  grand  (Ecumenical  Council 
of  the  Church. 

Let  us  take  another  key. 

It  is  a  grand  idea,  that  of  appointing  a  day  on 
which  the  millions  of  Catholics  on  earth  honor  all 
of  those  who  have  gone  before  them  to  enjoy  their 
reward  in  heaven,  and  honor  especially  those  whom 
the  Church  solemnly  declares  to  be  worthy  of  re- 
ceiving honor.  Grand !  is'nt  it — to  honor  them,  be- 
cause they  led  on  earth  such  lives  as  we  think 
worthy  of  our  imitation  ?  And  though  at  times  we 
confine  ourselves  to  mere  admiration  of  such  lives, 
and  have  not  the  courage  to  imitate,  still,  in  gcod 
time,  heartfelt  admiration  will  produce  its  fruit. 

'Tis  no  small  matter  in  these  days  to  be  able  to 
admire  the  lives  of  the  Saints ;  to  admire  the  Apos- 
tles for  their  zeal  in  preaching  Christ  crucified ;  to 
admire  the  martyrs  for  their  unshaken  constancy 
in  suffering;  to  admire  the  confessors,  holy  men 
and  women  who  have  given  lifelong  examples  of 
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innocence  or  of  penance — laboring  for  the  good  of 
their  fellow-creatures;  doing  all  things,  like  St. 
Paul,  for  the  greater  honor  and  glory  of  God. 

When  we  do  have  a  sincere  and  heartfelt  admi- 
ration for  such  lives,  we  cannot  but  have  a  dislike — 
soon  a  loathing — for  the  proud,  selfish  lives  we  per- 
haps are  living  ourselves. 

Aud  though  our  will  for  good  be  weak,  though 
old  customs  and  confirmed  habits  may  prevent  us 
for  a  long  time  from  moving  in  the  right  direction ; 
though,  when  we  take  a  step  in  the  right  way,  they 
may  clog  our  advance,  and  mayhap  often  draw  us 
back ;  still,  if  we  have  the  good  sense,  the  true 
judgment,  that  must  prompt  us  to  admire  their 
lives  and  glorify  God  in  His  Saints,  the  flowers  of 
admiration  will  turn  into  the  fruit  of  imitation,  and 
we  shall  profit  by  the  veneration  we  have  for  our 
glorious  ancestors. 

Besides,  they  will  help  us  by  their  prayers ;  and 
this  leads  to  the  consideration  of  another  reason  we 
have  for  honoring  them.  * , 

We  honor  them  because,  having  fought  the 
good  fight,  remained  steadfast  in  the  faith  on  earth, 
they  are  now  crowned  in  heaven,  the  friends  of  God. 
Do  you  realize  the  meaning  of  that  expression — 
"the  friends  of  God?"  Among  other  things  it 
means  that  being  agreeable  to  God,  He  most  wil- 
lingly grants  whatever  they  ask  of  Him. 

While,  therefore,  on  this  clay  we  thank  God  for 
His  goodness  in  crowning  His  work  in  His  Saints, 
and  congratulate  those  blessed  souls,  our  brothers, 
on  their  eternal  happiness,  we  earnestly  beg  their 
good  will  for  us,  and  ask  them  to  remember,  how 
it  was  with  them  on  earth,  when  they — like  we 
now  are,  were  surrounded  by  temptations,  were  al- 
most giving  up  through  discouragement,  downheart. 
edness,  and  melancholy — when  the  waters  of  bitter- 
ness rushed  over  them  and  threatened  to  overwhelm 
them ; — and,  with  the  confidence  a  brother  has  in 
his  older  brothers,  we  ask  them  to  help  us — to  help 
us  by  adding  their  prayers  to  ours,  that  the  peti- 
tions of  the  good  sous  may  induce  our  heavenly 
Father  to  take  pity  on  the  waywardness  of  the 
struggling  son  on  earth,  and  accept  his  imperfect 
utterances  for  pardon,  and  forgive  his  offences. 

If  you  are  now,  or  ever  have  been,  well  nigh  de-' 
sponding  because  of  the  many  slips  and  falls  of  a 
long  life  on  which  you  look  with  remorse,  or  be- 
cause of  faintheartedness  when  you  look  forwartl  to 
the  long  years  you  think  you  have  before  you, 
which  seem  likely  to  be  so  dreary  if  you  must  keep 
your  present  resolve  of  leading  a  truly  virtuous 
life,  raise  up  your  hearts, — Sursum  corda, — divest 
your  mind  of  the  trammels  which  low  and  petty 
thoughts  of  temporal  gain,  passing  honors,  and 
fleeting  pleasures  twine  about  it;  fill  it,  expand  it, 


dilate  it  with  the  thought  of  your  fellow-brethren 
now  in  heaven,  whose  lives  you  cannot  help  admir- 
ing, if  a  noble  and  holy  thought  can  take  posses- 
sion of  you.  Then  your  determination  to  lead  a 
good  life,  in  imitation  of  theirs,  will  be  strength- 
ened. Your  confidence  in  Mary,  Queen  of  all 
Saints,  will  become  greater ;  you  will  strive  to  be 
of  those  of  whom  St.  John  says :  "  I  s,aw  a  great 
multitude,  which  no  man  could  number,  of  all  na- 
tions, and  tribes,  and  peoples,  and  tongues,  stand- 
ing before  the  throne,  and  in  sight  of  the  Lamb, 
clothed  with  white  robes,  and  palms  in  their 
hands." 


Humility. 


"  God  has  granted  me  this  great  mercy," 
said  the  Cure  of  Ars,  "  that  He  has  given 
me  nothing  in  which  I  could  trust :  neither 
talent,  nor  science,  nor  strength,  nor  vir- 
tue. .  .  .  When  I  reflect  upon  myself,  I 
can  discover  nothing  but  my  poor  sins. 
And  the  good  God  does  not  allow  me  to 
see  them  all,  or  to  know  myself  thoroughly. 
The  sight  would  drive  me  to  despair.  I 
have  no  other  resource  against  that  temp- 
tation to  despair  but  to  throw  myself  at 
the  foot  of  the  tabernacle,  like  a  little  dog 
at  its  master's  feet."  .  .  . 

The  servant  of  God  was  one  of  the  few 
who  speak  humbly  of  humility.  "  M.  le 
Cure,  what  am  I  to  do  to  be  good?"  some 
one  asked  him. 

"  My  friend,  you  must  love  the  good  God." 

"And  what  am  I  to  do  in  order  to  love 
God?" 

"Ah!  my  friend,  humility!  humility! 
it  is  our  pride  that  prevents  us  from  be- 
coming saints.  Pride  is  the  chain  of  the 
chaplet  of  all  the  vices,  and  humility  the 
chain  of  the  chaplet  of  all  the  virtues. 
Alas !  it  is  inconceivable  how,  and  of  what, 
such  little  creatures  as  we  are  can  be 
proud !  .  .  .  The  devil  appeared  one  day 
to  St.  Macarius,  armed  with  a  whip,  as  if 
to  beat  him,  and  said,  'All  that  thou  doest, 
I  do ;  thou  fastest,  I  never  eat;  thou  watch- 
es t,  I  never  sleep.  There  is  only  one  thing 
that  thou  doest,  and  I  cannot  do.' ,  What  is 
it,  then?'  'To  humble  myself','  answered 
the  devil,  and  he  disappeared." 
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Mary,  Queen  of  Purgatory, 


FOB  THE  MONTH  OF  NOVEMBER -DEDICATED 
TO  THE  SOULS  IN  PUBGATOBY. 


"Maria  bona  existentibus  in  purgatoria  quia  per 
earn  habeat  suffragium. — Mary  is  kind  and  benev- 
olent to  the  souls  in  purgatory ;  for  through  her 
their  pains  are  soothed." — St.  Vincent  Ferrier,  Serai, 
ii.  de  Nat. 

[CONTINUED.] 

Mary  is  the  best,  the  most  tender  of 
mothers. 

Now,  where  is  the  mother  who  seeing 
her  child  in  prison  does  not  alleviate  the 
privations  of  his  captivity,  when  she  has 
the  power  of  doing  so?  And  this  power 
is  certainly  in  the  hands  of  Mary ;  she  has 
received  it  from  God-,  as  we  have  just  seen : 
and  can  it  be  that  she  would  abstain  from 
exercising  it  to  console  those  who  belong 
to  her  ?  Can  it  be  that  she  would  abstain 
from  exercising  her  power  of  drying  the 
tears  and  raising  the  courage  of  the  dis- 
heartened ? 

What! — nothing  is  more  common  than 
to  see  in  all  our  cities  rich  and  benevolent 
women  forming  themselves  into  associa- 
tions with  the  object  of  alleviating,  to  the 
utmost  of  their  power,  the  lot  of  those  in 
prison,  and  vying  with  each  other  in  as- 
sisting them  with  the  necessaries  of  life 
and  the  consolations  of  religion;  and  Mary, 
Mary,  who  is,  next  to  God,  goodness,  love, 
and  charity  itself,  would  Mary  not  feel 
compassion  on  hearing  the  cries  of  these 
prisoners  of  God?  would  her  ears  be  closed 
to  their  supplications?  would  she  re- 
gard their  wretchedness  without  emo- 
tion? would  her  eyes  remain  dry  when  per- 


ceiving the  tears  they  shed?  would  their 
torments  be  to  her  a  matter  of  indiffer- 
ence? No,  this  is  impossible;  and  in  our 
opinion  such  thoughts  are  so  many  blas- 
phemies, which  piety  and  reason  unite  to 
discard. 

Let  us  rather  say  that  in  heaven  she 
prays  unceasingly  for  those  members  of 
Christ  whom  God  purifies — He  who  judges 
even  righteousness,  and  discovers  stains 
invisible  to  our  eyes.  Let  us  say  that  in 
heaven  she  is  ever  engaged  in  intercession 
for  these  souls  alike  dear  to  Jesus  and  to 
herself. 

Further,  let  us  not  doubt  that  as  the 
mother  of  Saint  Symphorian  encouraged 
her  son  from  the  ramparts  of  Autun,  and 
as,  long  before,  the  mother  of  the  Mac- 
cabees encouraged  her  seven  sons  in  the 
presence  of  Antiochiis — so  Mary,  from  the 
height  of  her  throne,  encourages  by  her 
words  the  souls  in  purgatory  to  suffer 
with  patience  and  resignation  those  pains 
which  for  them  must  be  changed  into  joy ; 
to  drain  to  the  very  dregs  that  cup  of 
bitterness  at  the  bottom  of  which  they 
shall  find  the  ambrosia  of  heaven;  to  pay 
courageously  to  the  last  farthing, — as,  their 
debt  being  once  discharged,  a  period  will 
be  put  to  their  sufferings,  and  their  release 
from  their  burning  dungeons  will  be  suc- 
ceeded by  their  joyous  entry  into  the  place 
of  eternal  ease  and  refreshment.  "My 
children,"  she  exclaims,  "  my  best-beloved, 
arm  yourselves  with  a  holy  courage ;  yet 
a  short  time,  and  for  you  darkness  will 
be  changed  into  light,  sorrow  into  exceed- 
ing joy,  the  stains  of  sin  into  purity,  and 
the  pangs  of  expiation  into  pardon.  Yet 
a  short  time,  and  you  will  pass  froij 
into  a  palace  of  unequalled  sp] 
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from  the  flames  of  justice  into  those  of  love; 
yet  a  short  time,  and  your  chains  will  drop 
off,  your  tears  be  dried,  and  you  will  take 
your  flight  towards  those  blissful  abodes, 
in  which  we  are  waiting  for  you  to  «njoy 
a  community  of  happiness  in  the  bosom 
of  Him  who  is  the  Father  of  us  all." 

We  know  not  whether  our  confidence  in 
Mary  carries  us  too  far  ;  but  we  scarcely 
hesitate  to  say  that  Mary  not  only  offers 
to  God  her  prayers  for  the  souls  in  purga- 
tory, and  encourages  them  from  the  heights 
of  heaven  with  her  maternal  words,  —  but 
further,  that  quitting  sometimes  the  court 
of  bliss,  she  descends  to  these  souls,  which 
have  so  many  claims  on  her  tenderness; 
just  as  we  often  see  kind-hearted  princesses 
leaving  their  palaces  to  visit  criminals  in 
all  the  horror  of  their  frightful  prjfbne,  or 
the  sick  on  their  straw  or  in  the  hospitals  ; 
or  further,  as  we  read  of  king  Darius  going 
to  weep  at  the  mouth  of  the  den  into  which 
in  a  moment  of  culpable  weakness  he  had 
caused  Daniel  to  be  thrown. 

No,  we  do  not  deceive  ourselves  when 
we  give  rein  to  these  thoughts  on  the  j 
loving  kindness  of  Mary  towards  souls  suf- 
fering in  the  fire  of  purgatory;  for  this 
great  goodness  of  the  Queen  of  heaven  is 
logically  deduced  from  the  passage  in  the 
Bible  we  have  already  quoted,  and  which  is 
applied  to  the  Blessed  Virgin,  together] 
with  the  whole  chapter  from  which  it  is 
taken:  "I  will  go  down  even  unto  the 
deepest  parts  of  the  earth;  I  will  look 
upon  all  those  who  sleep,  and  I  will  en- 
lighten all  those  who  hope  in  the  Lord." 

Evidently  by  this  is  meant  the  place  of 
temporal  expiation  which  is  called  purga- 
tory :  it  cannot  be  heaven,  since  the  being 
who  so  speaks  descends  therefrom;  nor 
the  surface  of  the  earth',  since  its  deepest 
abysses  are  mentioned;  nor  hell,  which 
the  faintest  ray  of  hope  in  God  never 
pierces;  purgatory  alone,  then,  can  be  the 
place  which  the  Holy  Spirithasin  view.  And 
the  Blessed  Virgin,  in  whose  mouth  we 
place  these  words,  declares  in  express 
'terms  that  she  will  descend  there  herself 
';  that  she  will  penetrate  its  hor- 


rible  depths — penetrabo, — in  order  to  see, 
not  from  a  distance,  but  near  at  hand — 
inspiciam, — all  those  whose  bodies  are  re- 
posing in  the  dust  of  the  tomb — omnes  dor- 
mientes, — but  whose  souls  are  living  and  full 
of  hope  in  God — sperantes  in  Domino  j  in 
order  that  she  may  shed  light  over  them 
in  their  murky  abodes — et  illuminabo.  This 
ineffable  kindness,  this  extraordinary  good- 
ness of  Mary,  whom  we  love  to  see  visit- 
ing purgatory,  as  her  divine  Son  of  old 
visited  limbus,  may  be  deduced  not  less 
clearly  from  the  text  of  Saint  Bernardine, 
who  declares  formally,  as  we  have  seen 
above,  that  Mary  visits  those  who  belong 
to  her — visitans, — herself  bearing  to  them 
the  succor  of  her  charity — visitans  et  sub- 
veniens  necessitatibus. 

And,  besides,  to  soothe  these  souls  and 
extend  to  them  aid  and  consolation,  has 
she  not  also  her  angels  who  perform  her 
will  as  they  do  that  of  God,  and  execute 
her  orders  as  they  do  those  of  God?  Ah! 
the  angel  of  God  who  transported  Habba- 
kuk  across  the  plains  of  air  that  he  might 
furnish  Daniel,  who  was  in  the  lions'  den, 
with  the  food  of  which  he  stood  so  much 
in  need, — this  angel,  as  we  think,  was  but 
an  admirable  figure  'of  the  tender  solici- 
tude of  Mary  for  the  sufferings  and  necessi- 
ties of  those,  who,  for  a  longer  or  shorter 
time,  are  in  a  place  of  sorrow  and  punish- 
ment of  which  the  lions'  den  was  also  an 
image. 

But  it  is  not  enough  that  God  should 
have  granted  to  the  Blessed  Virgin  the 
power  of  alleviating  the  pains  of  purgatory. 
He  has  further  placed  their  abridgment  in 
her  hands. 

And  a  privilege  of  this  nature  appears 
to  us  only  natural ;  for  not  only,  as  we 
have  seen,  almost  all  constitutions,  whether 
monarchical-  or  republican,  grant  to  the 
highest  functionary  of  the  state  the  faculty 
of  commuting  or  in  other  words  mitigating 
the  sentences  of  certain  criminals,  but  they 
confer  on  them  the  power  of  abridging  these 
penalties  by  shortening  their  duration. 

Now,  can  we  believe  that  men  grant 
more  to  their  fellow-men,  when  invested 
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with  supreme  authority,  than  God  has 
granted  to  His  spouse,  His  daughter,  His 
Mother?  Men,  whatever  their  rank  or 
dignity  may  be,  are  liable  to  abuse  the 
privileges  conferred  upon  them.  But  is 
not  Mary,  as  one  of  the  Fathers  observes, 
the  living  image  of  God,  and  consequently 
wise,  just  and  holy  in  all  her  actions? 

God,  therefore,  without  fearing  any  in- 
fraction of  His  perfect  justice  and  severe 
equity,"  was  able  to  confer  on  Mary  the 
privilege  of  shortening  the  duration  of  ex- 
piation in  favor  of  certain  souls  ai:;d  under 
certain  circumstances. 

"My  Son,"  she  says  to  Jesus  Christ,  in 
the  book  of  the  Revelations  of  St.  Bridget, 
"  my  Son,  since  I  have  found  favor  with 
Thee,  since  Thou  hast  given  me  the  empire 
of  clemency^  I  implore  Thee  to  show  favor 
to  the  wretched,  who  are  worthy  of  my 
solicitude.  As  the  souls  in  purgatory  suf- 
fer a  threefold  punishment,  they  stand  in 
need  of  a  threefold  succor;  they  suffer  in 
their  organs  of  sight,  for  only  spectacles 
of  horror  meet  their  view;  in  their  organs 
of  hearing,  since  they  hear  nothing  but 
cries  and  lamentations;  they  suffer  from 
the  sense  of  touch,  since  they  are  envel- 
oped with  flames.  O  my  God  and  Son, 
have  mercy  on  them  at  the  entreaty  of  Thy 
Mother." 

And  Jesus  Christ  replies  to  her :  "  I  will 
grant  them  willingly,  and  for  thy  sake,  the 
triple  grace  which  you  demand  for  them. 
Their  torments  shall  be  diminished ;  and 
further,  those  souls  which  at  the  present 
moment  are  undergoing  the  severest  pun- 
ishments, shall  have  them  commuted  into 
those  of  the  second  degree  of  severity. 
Punishments  of  the  second  class  shall  be 
commuted  into  those  of  the  lightest  degree ; 
and  the  souls  at  present  undergoing  these 
latter  shall  be  liberated  and  admitted  into 
eternal  rest." 

Such  are  the  words  of  Jesus  and  Mary 
in  the  book  above  quoted. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


;-ij»  not  a  >rnrlii,  ora.  pro  no"bis. 


Woman. 


BY  M.  A.  GELL. 


"  ALL  in  God's  sight,  all  with  God,  all 
to  please  God." — Cure  of  Ars. 


The  grand  heresy  of  the  present  day 
seems  simply  to  originate  in  ceasing  to 
recognize  the  limitations  of  our  human  na- 
ture. The  world  is  "  out  of  joint."  That 
is  evident  on  all  hands ;  and  the  Church 
says  that  this  being  out  of  joint  is  the  in- 
evitable result  of  man's  original  sin  in 
separating  himself  from  God;  that  man's 
sublime  aspirations,  those  divine  quali- 
ties which  constitute  the  image  of  God  in 
which  he  was  created,  have  lost  the  sphere 
of  action  in  which  and  for  which  these 
qualities,  these  aspirations  were  called  into 
being;  and  that  right  rule  in  the  individ- 
ual soul  or  in  the  soul  of  nations  cannot 
be  restored  until  this  proper  sphere  of  ac- 
tion is  regained.  As  the  body  deprived 
of  atmospheric  air  ceases  to  breathe,  so 
the  soul  deprived  of  its  true  atmosphere 
no  longer  lives  the  real  life  for  which  it 
was  ordained, — the  life  in  God  and  for 
God,  which,  if  universally  sought  for  and 
acted  upon,  would  constitute  a  world  of 
joy  and  happiness  such  as  the  highest 
poet's  imagination  has  never  dreamed  of. 
Were  all  men  honest,  were  all  men  tem- 
perate, were  all  men  pure,  were  all  men 
willing  to  do  to  others  as  they  themselves 
wish  to  be  done  by,  what  a  change  should 
we  see  immediately  in  the  face  of  society  ! 
Evils  would  right  themselves,  as  it  were 
unconsciously,  by  the  mere  spirit  of  the 
actors  in  its  daily  drama;  man,  acting  in 
the  spirit  of  God,  who  is  Truth,  Justice, 
Beauty,  Harmony  and  Love,  would  unfold 
himself  scientifically,  morally,  artistically 
and  lovingly,  in  a  perfection  the  world  has 
never  seen ;  for  when  from  time  to  time 
God  manifests  Himself  in  His  saints,  the 
world  does  not  see  the  spiritual  beauty  of 
the  soul,  does  not  recognize  the  true  hap- 
piness of  the  saint,  The  world  seeks  only 
and  recognizes  only  material  good;  it  loses 
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altogether  sight  of  the  fact  that  material 
good  is  only  really  good  as  it  is  the  ex- 
pression of  spiritual  truth, — a  truth  which 
man  was  formed  to  understand,  and  which 
was  to  inspire  his  every  thought  and  to 
guide  his  every  action.  To  seek  by  any 
form  of  material  agency  to  evolve  "good," 
is  to  seek  to  put  life  in  stocks  and  stones, 
a  process  far  beyond  man's  power. 

Evil  exists,  and  in  a  degree  which  we 
shudder  to  contemplate ;  but  it  will  only 
be  diminished,  only  be  destroyed,  by  the 
destruction  of  that  selfism  which  man  hab- 
itually cherishes;  a  selfism  which  is  radi- 
cally opposed  to  charity.  It  is  in  fact  this 
disposition  which  occasions  sin  of  every 
character,  for  it  makes  self  the  centre  to 
which  all  things  are  to  tend.  This  selfism 
in  the  sensual  man  develops  in  tffe  form 
of  sacrificing  everything  to  the  gratifica- 
tion of  the  appetites,  and  induces  those 
greater  crimes  of  unrestrained  passion 
which  fill  the  daily  newspapers  with  re- 
volting details.  To  the  speculative  and 
imaginative  it  induces  affirmation  of  its 
own  fancies  for  truth  ;  pushing  them  to 
their  extremest  consequences,  until,  as  we 
have  seen  in  the  works  of  a  late  celebrated 
biologist, "  THE  CAUSE  OF  BEING  "  resolves 
itself  into  the  "Unknown  "  and  "forever 
unknowable." 

To  the  intellectual  theologian,  to  the 
popular  preacher,  it  brings  particular  con- 
structions of  general  truth,  and  appeals  to 
the  selfism  of  the  audience  addressed  in  at- 
testation of  their  truth.  In  fact  the  whole 
history  of  man,  public  or  private,  demon- 
strates that  whenever  man  seeks  HIMSELF 
in  the  place  of  God,  no  matter  whether  his 
selfism  take  the  form  of  sensuality,  intel- 
lectuality, or  even  sentimental  plilanthro- 
py,  error  is  at  hand:  and  this  from  the 
fact  that  man  is  not  the  centre  of  truth, 
either  individually  or  collectively,  nor  ever 
can  be.  Framed  in  the  image  of  God,  he 
inherits  truth  as  a  child  inherits  from  its 
father  the  possessions  of  that  father;  but 
he  neither  originates  nor  of  his  own  power 
discovers  truth  in  its  essence. 

Truth  is  of  God  alone  ;  it  is  manifested 


to  man  only  in  the  degree  He  wills  it,  when 
He  wills  it,  to  whom  He  wills  it,  and  in  the 
manner  He  wills  it.  Some  men  have  the 
faculty  to  perceive  one  portion  of  it,  some 
another.  They  call  such  perception  knowl- 
edge. But  if  it  is  correct,  if  it  is  a  real 
perception  of  facts  as  they  exist,  and  if 
such  perception  is  combined  with  the  pow- 
er of  so  assimilating  the  facts  that  they 
act  as  food  for  the  soul,  to  invigorate  and 
strengthen  it,  then  have  such  persons  en- 
tered into  "  the  harmonies  of  God,"  and 
are  on  the  eve  of  regaining  their  heirship 
as  children  of  God.  But  to  do  this  as 
"  sons  of  God,"  they  must  act  according 
to  the  divine  prescription.  God  is  harmo- 
ny, and  God  is  love.  In  his  revolt,  man 
lost  participation  in  these  two  faculties ; 
he  became  one-sided,  partial,  inharmoni- 
ous and  selfish.  The  world  is  filled  with 
the  fruits  of  this  disjointed,  discordant 
egotism ;  and  naturally  there  can  be  no 
I  remedy,  because  naturally  man  cannot  re- 
unite himself  to  God,  the  centre  of  that 
harmony  which  evolves  unity  and  love. 

Now  if  the  questions  before  the  public 
mind  were  looked  at  in  this  spirit,  they 
would  right  themselves.  When  man  dis- 
covers truth — that  is,  when  he  really  per- 
(jeives  facts  as  they  are,  not  only  in  them- 
selves but  also  as  they  exist  in  theirtrela- 
tionships  to  surrounding  objects — he  has 
then  looked  on  -a  manifestation  of  God; 
he  has  then  studied  the  relationships  God 
has  established  either  between  mind  and 
matter  or  between  different  forms  of  matter. 
The  bearing  this  in  mind  would  solve 
many  a  knotty  point,  even  in  political 
economy,  were  its  consequences  logically 
carried  out. 

We  will  apply  it  to  "  the  woman  ques- 
tion." 

"Christian  progress"  is  the  only  real 
progress;  and  that  must  proceed  on  Chris- 
tian principles.  Now,  what  does  Christi- 
anity say? 

It  says  that  to  man  was  given  the  lord- 
ship over  the  material  world — to  woman 
the  empire  over  the  affections.  This  is 
carried  out  by  the  nature  of  things.  The 
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stronger  built  frame,  the  peculiar  charac- 
ter of  the  masculine  intellect,  denotes  the 
office  he  was  to  hold  ;  while  the  mere  fact 
of  woman's  maternal  office  derrotes  not 
only  her  need  of  guardianship  and  care  on 
the  part  of  the  man — it  denotes  also  th'e 
need  of  a  peculiar  kind  of  intellect  on  the 
part  of  woman  to  fit  her  for  the  office  she 
is  to  fill.  A  more  dreamy,  contemplative, 
affectionate  intelligence,  which  can  look 
into  an  infant's  eyes  and  see  the  Godlike 
there  in  its  immature  germ,  which  can  pa- 
tiently watch  the  unfolding  of  that  germ, 
can  become  a  child  again  by  sympathy  and 
find  pleasure  in  developing  the  soul  of  that 
sweet  infant  so  dear  to  her,  through  all  the 
gradations  it  has  to  pass,  shielding  it  by 
her  love  from  much  which,  if  unguarded 
by  that  love,  would  mar  its  beauty  and 
dim  its  brightness. 

It  is  not  a  question  of  equality  between 
man  and  woman  :  it  is  a  question  of  office. 
The  world  ever  tends  to  materialism.  The 
same  spirit,  under  different  forms,  runs 
through  the  ages ;  the  worship  of  Pluto, 
of  Bacchus,  of  Venus,  is  as  ripe  to-day  as 
when  temples  were  erected  in  their  honor 
in  the  olden  time, — and  this  in  spite  of 
the  efforts  of  the  Christian  priest  to  stay 
their  foul  delusions,  their  soul-destroying 
fascinations. 

Until  lately,  hoAvever,  the  priest  has 
found  in  the  Christian  woman — in  the 
woman  whose  happiness  is  to  form  the 
affections  of  the  soul  in  young  humanity 
of  eitherv  sex — in  the  woman  whose  love 
for  beauty,  harmony  and  science  found 
scope  in  training  the  young  mind  to  see 
in  God  the  soul  and  centre  of  all  harmoni- 
ous manifestations, — the  Christian  priest 
has,  I  say,  ever  found  in  the  Christian 
woman  a  co-operator  to  keep  down  the 
flood  of  materialism  which  in  every  age 
of  the  earth  has  threatened  to  render  God 
"  the  Unknowable"  to  the  human  spirit. 
The  maternal  heart  of  the  daughter  of  Mary, 
inspired  by  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God, 
who  is  her  own  mother  also, — has  felt  that 
her  office  to  be  the  mother  of  the  divine  in 
the  human  soul  is  too  important  to  be  laic 


iside  for  the  assumption  of  human  power, 
'or  the  recognition  of  human  aims,  of  hu- 
nan  objects. 

The  Christian  woman  looks  abroad  into 
a  world  where  men  no  longer  trust  each 
other,  where  cheating  goes  by  the  name  of 
smartness,  and  a  gambling  charlatanism  is 
sapping  the  foundations  of  society — and 
she  says :  "  Materialism,  these  are  thy 
fruits."  Then  she  clasps  her  arms  round 
the  bright-eyed  boy  she  had  brought  up 
from  his  cradle  to  worship  the  good  and 
the  true  with  every  power  of  his  soul,  and 
the  words  of  our  Divine  Saviour  echo  from 
her  heart :  "  Behold  I  send  thee  forth  as 
sheep  among  wolves  ;  but  God's  grace  will 
suffice  for  thee,  son  of  my  boso'm."  And 
she  asks  herself:  "  How  can  I  assist  to 
save  him  from  the  vortex  in  which  the 
Avorld  threatens  to  engulf  him  ?  And  she 
says  :  "  I  will  make  a  haven.  When  pas- 
sion-tossed and  half-lost  by  the  misdirect- 
ing world,  here  in  the  sanctuary  of  home 
he  shall  find  a  refuge;  here,  in  the  hearts 
of  his  mother,  sister,  wife,  he  shall  find  a 
higher  object  than  these  world-tossed  pas- 
sions can  lead  him  to." 

The  daughters  of  Mary,  gathering  inspi- 
ration from  her,  shall  lead  him  to  the  paths 
of  rectitude  and  peace. 

Mary  leads  to  Jesus,  and  places  her  vo- 
tary before  the  altar  of  Eternal  Truth — 
before  which  material  progress  fades  away, 
as  the  sunlight  extinguishes  the  flame  of 
the  earth-lit  taper. 

"What  is  wanted,  then,  for  the  real,  Chris- 
tian progress  of  society,  is — MOTHERS, — 
Christian  Mothers,  framed  on  the  model 
of  Mary. 

The  children  who  throng  our  streets, 
swearing  and  swaggering — little  men  and 
little  women  already  seeking  in  bodily 
gratification  their  highest  good,  already 
boasting  of  their  skill  in  overreaching 
their  neighbor — these  children  tell  a  tale 
at  which  we  shudder.  They  tell  us,  in 
facts  too  plain  to  be  misunderstood,  that 
society  is  becoming  demoralized  because 
women  are  no  longer  "  Mothers  "  in  the 
divine  sense  of  the  term. 
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And  now,  if  rashly  mistaking  the  cause 
of  the  evils  that  afflict  society,  they  throw 
themselves  into  the  ranks  of  the  enemy, 
seek  for  material  honors,  material  power, 
material  wealth,  as  the  aim  of  progress, 
we  may  well  tremble  for  the  fate  of  our 
beloved  country,  our  much  loved  America. 

O  Mary,  under  whose  invocation  these 
United  States  are  especially  consecrated — 
by  the  prayers  of  thy  compassion  restore 
to  us  "  our  women  " — "  Christian  women, 
women  of  the  regeneration," — that  we  be 
not  swallowed  up  in  the  deluge  of  material- 
ism. 

Sancta  JUaria,  Mater  Dei,  ora  pro  nobis. 


Personal  Experience  in  Real  Life. 


[We  insert  the  following,  because  we 
think  it  shows  the  mysterious  ways  of 
God.] 

Some  fifteen  years  ago  we  started  from  the  capi- 
tal city  of  the  most  flourishing  State  of  the  West, 
intending  to  reach  that  evening  the  prettiest,  cosi- 
est, jolliest,  homeliest,*  well-grown  town  in  all  the 
broad  expanse  of  our  great  western  valley  between 
the  Alleghany  and  Rocky  Mountains.  We  started 
on  horseback,  towards  evening,  intending  to  make 
twenty-eight  miles  before  supper.  We  were  merry  - 
hearted,  then — not  having  the  burden  of  the  last 
fifteen  years  upon  our  shoulders, — and  as  the  de- 
scending sun  cast  his  slanting  rays  on  the  sluggish 
waters  of  the  narrow  canal,  along  whose  tow-path 
our  gently  ambling  steed  went  at  a  pace  to  suit  his 
own  convenience,  we  could  have  sung  with  joyous 
anticipation  had  nature  included  a  pleasing  voice 
among  the  gifts  she  bestowed  upon  us  on  our  en- 
trance into  this  vale  of  tears  and  sunshine. 

We  wish  we  could  have  put  a  gently  flowing 
river  in  place  of  tb.3  canal,  and  elevated  the  tow- 
path  to  a  narrow,  dangerous  road,  running  within 
u  few  inches  of  a  terribly  precipitous  declivity,  with 
a  yawning  gulf  below.  We  also  would  have  pre- 
ferred to  describe  our  steed  as  a  gallant  charger, 
champing  the  bit  and  bounding  forward  under  us, 
with  a  drooping  plume  in  our  hat  and  spurs  on  our 
heels,  Waving  our"  good  right  hand  aloft  and  shout- 
ing "  Excelsior,"  or  some  other  stereotyped  expres- 


»  We  take  the  first  and  true  meaning  of  this  word.  What  a  pity 
that  we  have  made  it,  in  a  secondary  sense,  synonymous  with 
ugly,  coarse.  It  is  not  paying  a  compliment  to  oar  homes. 


sion  that  is  supposed  to  convey  to  the  reader  that 
the  cxpresser  is  animated  with  high  and  mighty  re- 
solves and  is  feeling  well  generally.  But  regard  to 
truth  keeps  us  within  bounds;  and  the  readers  of 
AVE  MARIA  may  judge,  from  our  resisting  the  above 
tempting  opportunity  of  deflecting  from  the  straight 
line  of  verity,  how  conscientiously  we  intend  to 
keep  locked  anus  with  truth  throughout  the  whole 
narrative  of  this  Personal  Experience. 

Besides,  there  may  be  some  readers  of  AVE  MAKIA 
who  could  detect  any  deviation  on  our  part  from 
the  strictest  veracity. 

Moreover,  talking  of  spurs  reuiindsus  that  it  is  not 
always  safe  for  inexperienced  horsemen  to  use  them 
indiscriminately ;  the  only  good  they  serve  being 
in  very  muddy  roads  to  indicate  where  the  un- 
horsed rider  submerged  suddenly. 

Aud  still  another  reason  for  preferring  to  stick 
closely  to  truth,  and  speak  right  on,  is  that  the  horse 
we  bestrode  had  been  an  old  favorite  of  ours  in  our 
younger  days,  and  many  a  merry  canter  and  hearty 
laugh  had  old  Tom  been  the  means  of  our  enjoying. 

Pleasantly  we  jogged  along,  listening  to  the  lively 
notes  of  the  young  frogs,  accompanied  by  the  thor- 
ough-bass of  the  elderly  ones ;  but  long  before  we 
finished  our  course  the  sun  went  down,  and  we 
changed  the  programme.  Instead  of  merely  mak- 
ing a  call  at  the  house  of  a  friend,  we  stopped  there 
for  the  night. 

It  is  useless  to  tell  the  reader  that  our  memory  goes 
not  back  to  the  time  when  we  were  not  a  Catholic. 
We  have  every  reason  to  believe — even  though  St. 
Paul  had  been  silent  on  the  subject — that  we  were 
born  a  child  of  wrath;  but  all  we  know  of  our  bap- 
tism is  on  the  testimony  of  a  good  godmother,  who 
had  the  courage  to  answer  for  our  renouncing  the 
devil  and  all  his  pomps.  Our  first  impressions  are  of 
saying  night  prayers — sometimes  when  very  sleepy, 
— and  of  rare  applications  of  the  birch,  which  would 
have  done  us  more  good  had  it  been  laid  on  more 
heavily,  or  if  its  practical  good  effects  had  not  after- 
wards been  spoiled  with  blackberry  jam  and  mater- 
nal caresses.  But  to  cut  short  these  personal  ex- 
periences that  run  back  too  far  for  our  present  nar- 
rative, we  thankfully  avow  that  we  began  with  our 
first  thoughts  to  think  as  a  Catholic,  and  knew  the 
words  of  our  Catechism  long  before  we  knew  the 
meaning.  This  paragraph  is  incidental,  and  slightly 
explanatory. 

We  stopped  at  the  house  of  our  friend,  and  were 
most  hospitably  welcomed,  though  they  had  not 
seen  us  since  the  age  of  petticoats  or  bibs  and  tuck- 
ers. We  shall  not  describe  the  family — as,  most 
happily,  all  who  then  composed  it  are  still  living, 
and  known  to  many  of  the  readers  of  AVE  MA- 
RIA. For  the  benefit  of  those  who  do  not  know 
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them,  we  remark  that  not  one  of  the  family  pro- 
fessed the  Catholic  faith ;  in  fact,  most  likely  not 
one  knew  anything  about  Catholic  doctrine  except 
from  the  ignorant  or  malicious  misrepresentations 
of  those  itinerant  preachers,  who,  to  waken  their 
drowsy  audience,  are  accustomed  to  thunder  away 
at  the  Pope  and  bang  the  pulpit  about  Catholic 
superstitions. 

Supper  was  over  when  we  arrived ;  but  we  were 
soon  seated  at  a  plentifully  and  daintily  supplied 
table,  and  served  with  tea,  if  we  remember  rightly, 
by  the  eldest  daughter,  who  had  no  great  opinion  of 
the  Catholic  religion.  Not  only  was  supper  over, 
but  also  the  younger  members  of  the  family  had 
gone  to  bed — and,  as  we  started  next  morning,  we 
did  not  see  them,  except  a  chubby  little  one  in  a 
long  white  dress,  whose  irrepressible  curiosity 
proved  it  to  be  a  true  little  daughter  of  Eve.  But 
I  was  told  that  there  were  two  others — little  sisters, 
so  much  alike  in  feature,  figure,  movement  and 
speech  that  sometimes  it  was  difficult  for  those  of 
the  household  to  distinguish  them,  and  the  neigh- 
bors gave  up  the  attempt  in  sheer  despair. 

We  heard  a  great  deal  about  those  two  little 
sisters  that  evening,  though  we  did  not  have  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  them,  as  we  chatted  till  a  late 
hour, — for  both  father  and  mother,  yea,  and  brother 
and  sisters  were  justly  proud  of  them  and  thought 
all  the  world  of  them ;  so  lively  was  the  impression 
they  m:ule  upon  us,  that  we  have  often  thought  in 
various  climes  of  that  chance  visit,  of  the  cordial 
reception  given  to  us,  and  the  affection  all  had  for 
the  two  little  ones. 

Next  morning  we  rode  away,  accompanied  for  sev- 
eral miles,  to  the  cross-roads,  by  the  son  of  our  hos- 
pitable entertainer,  a  fine,  frank,  outspoken  lad  who 
pleased  us  greatly.  We  bade  him  good-by,  and 
slowly  cantinusd  our  journey,  pondering  over  the 
pleasant  visit  we  had  made  and  thinking  what  a 
pity  it  was  that  those  excellent  parents  had  not  the 
light  of  faith,  and  that  the  children  would  grow 
up  without  knowing  anything  of  the  Church. 

There  was  not  much  probability  of  their  becom- 
ing Catholics — there  was  still  less  probability  that 
any  one  of  the  daughters  would  ever  enter  a  reli- 
gious community. 

But  the  most  sharp-sighted  among  us  can  see  but 
very  little  beyond  his  or  her  nose. 

A  few  days  ago  we  received  an  invitation  to  be 
present  at  a  religious  reception.  Two  young 
ladies  of  our  accquaintance,  with  several  others 
with  whom  we  had  not  the  honor  of  being  ac- 
quainted, were  to  take  the  religious  habit. 

Of  course  the  readers  of  AVE  MAMA  know 
who  the  two  were — they  know  the  apparently  para- 


doxical rule  that  what  is  the  most  unlikely  to  hap- 
pen is  the  very  thing  to  turn  up.  Yes,  you  have 
guessed  aright:  The  two  young  ladies  who  took  the 
white  veil  in  a  religious  community  were  the  two 
little  ones  whom  I  heard  so  much  of  that  evening 
fifteen  years  ago,  in  a  family  not  one  member 
of  which  knew  anything  about  Catholicity,  except 
some  prejudices  on  the  part  of  the  elder  members 
against  what  they  imagined  it  to  be ;  far  away  from 
any  direct  Catholic  influence,  and  surrounded  by  and 
associating  most  commonly  with  neighbors,  friends 
and  relatives  who  were  more  prejudiced  again  Cath- 
olics than  they  were  themselves. 

And  what  of  the  eldest  daughter,  who  gave  us  tea 
at  supper  ?  She  is  a  Catholic  lady,  doing  her  duty 
bravely  in  a  household  which  it  has  pleased  God  to 
try  with  sore  affliction. 

And  the  boy — the  young  lad  that  took  our  fancy 
some  fifteen  years  ago?  Ask  the  many  young  men 
who  have  gone  through  a  "  course"  in  the  classes  he 
teaches  in  a  flourshing  institution  not  a  thousand 
miles  away,  and  they  will  tell  you  what  a  splendid 
specimen  of  the  Catholic  teacher  he  now  is. 

And  the  inquisitive  little  daughter  of  Eve,  who 
came  in  to  see  who  had  arrived,  fifteen  years  ago  ? 
The  two  who  have  just  entered  the  novitiate  are 
before  you  with  their  white  veil,  between  them 
stands  a  Sister  with  the  black  veil — the  sign  of  her 
profession  in  a  religious  community.  That  Sister 
with  the  black  veil  is  the  little  sprite  of  fifteen  years 
ago. 

And  now  another  bit  that  will  interest  you.  A 
younger  member  of  the  family  whom  I  do  not  re- 
member seeing — is  also  a  brave  little  Catholic  boy, 
who  will  tell  you  his  Catechism  and  is  as  thor- 
oughly Catholic  as  the  young  Italians,  who  seem 
to  take  to  Christianity  as  the  duck  does  to  water. 

How  has  'all  this  come  about  ?  By  the  grace  of 
God,  my  dear  reader,  through  the  intercession  of 
our  Blessed  Mother,  and  the  silent  though  power- 
ful influence  of  a  devout  child  of  hers.  There  was 
no  outward  stupendous  miracle — all  seemed  in  the 
regular  course  of  things. 

We  said  that  the  acquaintances  and  relatives  of 
this  family  were  ant'-Catholics.  However,  there 
was  one  family  the  members  of  which  were  good 
friends  of  him  with  whom  I  stopped  and  his  family, 
and  they  were  sincerely  attached  to  each  other.  In 
the  course  of  time,  the  children  had  to  be  educated. 
With  the  rare  good  sense  that  distinguished  the 
head  of  the  family,  he  visited  with  his  eldest 
daughter  and  son,  both  Catholic  and  Protestant  in- 
stitutions of  education,  that  both  he  and  they  might 
judge  for  themselves.  Through  the  influence  of 
the  one  whom  we  have  alluded  to  above,  they 
were  induced  to  visit  two  Catholic  schools  in  the 
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Northwest.  We  remember  well  the  visit — for  we 
endeavored  to  show  our  appreciation  of  the  wel- 
come we  had  received  from  them,  by  doing  our  ut- 
most to  give  them  an  insight  into  the  management, 
— the  discipline  and  teaching, — of  Catholic  Colleges 
and  Academies ;  and  we  well  remember,  too,  how 
openly  and  frankly  the  children  gave  their  opinion 
when  asked,  and  pronounced  an  adverse  decision 
in  regard  to  remaining.  The  father  said  nothing, 
but  took  them  to  see  one  of  the  most  flourishing 
Protestant  institutions  of  education,  some  hundred 
or  more  miles  away.  The  children  were  better 
pleased  with  it ;  but  the  father  had  examined  both 
it  and  the  Catholic  schools,  and  he  decided  in  favor 
of  the  Catholic  institutions. 

The  children  were  good,  obedient  and  docile. 
They  would  have  been,  even  then,  a  good  example 
to  many  Catholic  children  who,  forgetful  of  the 
teaching  of  their  Church  and  the  advice  of  confes- 
sors, fail  sometimes  to  give  to  parents  that  prompt 
and  entire  obedience  which  God  requires  ofchildren. 

That  settled  the  matter.  With  their  excellent, 
natural  training  at  home — with  the  superior  quali- 
ties of  mind  and  head  they  had  received  from  God, 
they  only  required  to  know  the  teaching  of  the 
Church  to  embrace  it.  Devotion  to  the  Blessed 
Mother  of  God  is,  and  was,  one  of  the  characteris- 
tics of  these  two  institutions.  Mary  is  the  chosen 
patroness  of  the  two.  Devotion  to  her  is  instilled 
into  the  hearts  of  the  pupils,  and  the  fruit  is  great 
faith  in  the  doctrine  of  her  Divine  Son. 

Not  many  mouths  had  passed  ere  these  well-bred 
children,  carefully  nurtured  in  a  happy  home  until 
sent  to  boarding-school,  and  in  whom  nothing  was 
lacking  but  the  light  of  faith,  saw  the  beauties  of 
the  Catholic  Church ; — we  don't  mean  the  mere  cere- 
monial part,  and  the  fine  music — we  mean  the  beauty 
of  the  whole  body  of  Catholic  doctrine,  both  in  its  de- 
tails and  in  its  grand  wholeness — its  tout  ensemble — if 
you  like  a  French  word,  or  will  pardon  us  for  using 
one.  And  now  no  stauncher  Catholics  can  you 
find,  no  more  devoted  children  of  Mary,  than  those 
two,  unless  it  be  the  inquisitive,  diminutive  maiden 
of  fifteen  years  ago,  now  a  professed  member  of  a 
religious  community, — or  the  two  younger  sisters, 
the  two  fervent  novices,  whom  we  have  had  most 
particularly  in  our  mind's  eye  in  this  narrative  of 
our  Personal  Experience. 

Need  we  apologize  to  our  readers  for  this  rather 
egotistic — or  nostistic,  narrative?  We  think  not, 
otherwise  we  would  not  publish  it. 

The  praise  we  have  deliberately  bestowed  upon 
those  who  will  most  likely  read  these  lines  is  not 
flattery,  nor  calculated  to  excite  feelings  of  pride. 
They  know  that  without  being  the  objects  of  what 
we  call  a  miracle,  they  have  received  most  won- 


drous graces  from  their  good  Father  in  heaven ;  that, 
far  from  attributing  to  themselves  any  glory  from 
the  striking  events  that  have  taken  place  within 
fifteen  years,  they  must  humbly  recognize  the  mer- 
ciful designs  of  God,  who  has  bestowed  His  grace 
upon  them. 

And  for  her  who  has,  in  the  hands  of  God,  been 
the  main  instrument,  humanly  speaking,  of  the  con- 
version of  these  dear  children,  and  to  whom  we 
have  only  slightly  alluded,  and  for  whom  the  con- 
verted ones  have  such  grateful  and  affectionate  re- 
gard,— she,  too,  has  that  Christian  humility  which 
shows  her  that  God  makes  use  of  whom  He  chooses 
to  work  quietly  His  miracles  of  grace. 

And  you,  dear  reader,  in  these  events — which  we 
have  put  down  as  our  personal  experience,  because 
they  came  so  directly  under  our  eye — must  recog- 
nize the  finger  of  God.  Likely,  if  you  exam- 
ine yourself  strictly,  or  bring  in  review  your  neigh- 
bors, you  will  find  events  as  much  to  the  glory  of 
God,  and  the  honor  of  our  Blessed  Mother,  as  those 
we  have  narrated. 

If  so,  thank  God  for  them ;  thank  God  for  what 
we  have  told  you,  and  thank  Him,  too,  for  many 
like  graces  which  are  hidden  from  you  and  from 
the  world,  to  be  revealed  only  on  that  day  when 
the  works  of  all  shall  be  made  manifest  to  the  as- 
sembled multitude  that  shall  have  inhabited  the  earth 
from  good  old  Adam's  time  down  to  the  last  man. 


THE    SISTERS, 

—  OR  — 

A  Lesson  in  the  School  of  Adversity. 


A  CATHOLIC  STORY,  FOE  THE  OLD  AND  FOE 
THE  YOUNG. 


CHAPTER  I. 

The  whole  town  of  Sewell  was  in  com- 
motion, although  it  was  early  morning. 
People  were  running  to  and  fro,  dismayed, 
speechless.  There  were  watchers  at  the 
door  of  the  great  house,  and  up  the  street 
and  down  the  street  telegraphic  signs  were 
interchanged ;  people  forgot  to  take  down 
the  shutters  from  the  shop  windows ;  ser- 
vants forgot  to  prepare  the  breakfast — mis- 
tresses to  scold  them  for  their  negligence. 

"  What  has  happened  ?"  asked  a  stran- 
ger, as  he  drove  lip  High-street  in  his  gig. 

He  was  answered,  as  if  in  an  underbreath, 
**  Simmons  is  dying." 
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"Simmons!     What  Simmons?" 

"  The  great  banker." 

"Is  it  possible?  and  I  came  here  to  see 
him  !  What  is  the  matter  with  Him?" 

"Nobody  knows."  And  the  man  an- 
swering turned  away  with  a  shudder. 

The  questioner  drove  to  the  White  Hart 
inn.  The  ostler  was  too  much  preoccu- 
pied to  attend  properly  to  his  business; 
but  at  length  the  horse  was  put  up,  the 
stranger  shown  into  a-  sitting-room,  and 
breakfast  promised.  "  While  you  are  get- 
ting it,  I  will  myself  inquire  for  Mr.  Sim- 
mons, "  he  said,  and  departed. 

He  came  to  the  house,  which  was  ap- 
proached by  a  heavy  flight  of  steps.  Men 
outside  were  laying  tan-bark  thickly  be- 
fore the  door,  along  the  street,  to  dull  the 
sound  of  passers-by  ;  watchers  outside  the 
the  gates  refused  entrance  to  all  incomers ; 
further  off,  men  were  stationed  to  request 
passengers  to  go  by  the  other  street, — 
and  their  request  was  attended  to,  for  a 
millionaire  lay  dying :  so  'twas  said. 

"  Such  a  good  man  !"  said  one. 

"  Built  those  alms-houses,"  said  another. 

" 'Twas  only  last  week  he  subscribed 
his  name  for  £1,000  to  St.  John's  new 
church,"  said  a  third. 

"  His  name  is  on  every  charity  list," 
said  a  fourth, 

"  We  cannot  afford  to  lose  him ;  he 
is  an  ornament  to  the  town,"  said  they 
all. 

"Is  he  good  pay?"  asked  the  stranger. 

"  Good  pay  !  why,  of  course  !"  was  the 
answer. 

"  He  is  not  in  debt,  then,  irt  the  town 
here?"  said  the  stranger. 

"  Why  no  !—  Yes  !—  That  is,—  A  lit- 
tle of  course  ;  everyone  is  glad  to  have  his 
name  on  their  books." 

"  And  the  thousand  pounds  subscrip- 
tion,— was  that  paid  down?" 

"  Oh  !  that  can  be  had  any  day ;  his 
word  is  as  good  as  his  bond." 

"Much  about!"  said  the  stranger,  as 
he  slowly  turned  away  to  seek  his  break- 
fast ordered  at  the  inn. 

After  breakfast  he  sought  a  lawyer,  Mr. 


Kell,  and  the  people  began  to  wonder  what 
he  wanted. 

The  excitement  continued.  Admittance 
to  the  house,  save  for  medical  men  and 
those  men  authorized  by  them,  was  im- 
possible ;  all  sorts  of  rumors  were  afloat 
as  to  what  the  illness  was:  some  said  it 
was  an  apopletic  fit,  some  talked  of  poi- 
son, some  said  he  had  cut  his  throat, — 
all  was  mysterious, — and  the  servants, 
usually  so  talkative,  would  not  disclose  any- 
thing. A  week  passed.  The  son,  from 
Oxford,  had  already  arrived ;  and  the  eldest 
daughter  was  hourly  expected  from  France, 
where  she  had  been  visiting  some  relatives. 

This  young  lady,  Margaret  Simmons, 
was  the  eldest  daughter,  by  a  first  wife,  of 
the  sick  banker.  Frederic  was  the  only 
son  by  a  second  wife  who  had  died  shortly 
after  giving  him  birth.  The  present  Mrs. 
Simmons  was  the  third  wife,  and  the 
mother  of  seven  children,  all  girls — the 
eldest  of  whom  was  about  twelve  years  of 
age  at  the  present  moment. 

A  carriage  drove  into  the  court;  the 
eldest  daughter,  Margaret,  had  arrived. 
She  was  attended  by  a  French  relative,  a 
cousin,  who  also  descended  from  the  car- 
riage. There  was  a  considerable  demur 
on  the  countenances  of  the  attendants  as 
they  saluted  this  gentleman:  he  however 
made  his  way  into  the  house  with  the 
young  lady  he  was  escorting. 

The  chill  and  gloom  struck*  painfully  on 
their  senses  as  they  entered  the  large 
parlor,  in  which  the  blinds  were  drawn 
down,  just  letting  in  sufficient  light  to 
make  the  darkness  visible.  It  was  long 
before  anyone  appeared,  and  Margaret  felt 
as  if  she  scarcely  dared  to  stir  or  breathe. 
Her  companion  half  drew  up  a  blind,  and 
on  the  wall  two  portraits  became  visible, 
done  at  half-length  by  an  artist  of  the  time. 
They  were  evidently  new — her  father  and 
his  present  wife:  with  eyes  that  seemed 
to  follow  her  wherever  she  went. 

"Shut  the  blind,  Louis."  she  said, 
"  darkness  is  preferable  just  now ; "  but  at 
that  moment  a  lady  entered:  it  was  her 
father's  sister. 
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"  Aunt  Ellen  1"  she  said,  as  she  clasped 
her  in  a  close  embrace.  "  Oh,  aunt,  I  am 
glad  to  see  you  iirst.  Tell  me  what  is  the 
matter:  is  my  father  dead?" 

"  Not  yet,"  said  the  aunt  solemnly. 

"But  must  he  die;  is  there  no  hope?" 
faltered  Margaret. 

"None  whatever." 

"And  why  not? — what  is  the  matter?" 
asked  the  niece. 

"I  cannot  tell  you,  my  dear;  it  is  too 
terrible,"  whispered  the  aunt,  drawing  the 
poor  girl  out  of  the  room.  They  passed 
up  stairs,  entered  a  dressing-room  that 
looked  on  to  the  room  of  the  sick  man; 
here  Aunt  Ellen  put  a  double-sealed  letter 
into  the  hands  of  the  trembling  Margaret, 

who  broke  the  seals  quickly.   It  ran  thus  : 

^p 
«• 

"  My  Margaret,  my  dear  and  injured  daughter,  I 
must  die  by  my  own  hand  ;  nothing  else  is  left  uie. 
I  am  ruined,  ruined,  ruined.  I  now  see  how  wise 
your  grandfather  was  when  he  so  resolutely  with- 
stood all  attempts  to  let  his  daughter's  property 
pass  into  iny  hands ;  you  are  now  the  only  one  of 
the  family  who  possesses  a  farthing:  will  you  not 
look  with  pity  on  the  rest  ?  I  know  a  foolish  jeal- 
ousy has  been  fostered  between  you ;  I  know,  alas 
too  well !  my  rude  unkindness  caused  your  mother's 
death — but  I  shall  be  dead  before  you  read  these 
lines,  and  to  the  dead  we  forgive  everything.  Mar- 
garet, your  mother  was  an  angel  of  goodness.  Why 
was  I  not  like  her  ?  She  forgave  ;  do  you  now  for- 
give. I  have  lived  in  torture  under  a  seeming 
prosperity,  my  heart  ever  reproaching  me  for  that 
unlucky  blow  I  struck  when  she  failed  in  inducing 
her  father  to  let  me  have  the  use  of  her  property 
to  speculate  with.  That  blow  brought  on  the  prem- 
ature labor  of  which  she  died ;  and  yet  I  loved  her, 
loved  her  ardently ;  it  was  for  her  I  sought  to 
make  the  millions  which  should  have  placed  her 
first  among  the  proudest  dames  of  Europe:  all 
bow  to  wealth,  my  Margaret,  and  the  man  who 
has  it,  rules  the  nations,  controls  the  events  of  the 
world ;  I  envied  Rothschild,  sought  to  rival  him, 
and  have  ruined  everybody  connected  with  me  in 
the  attempt.  Yet  1  was  not  evil,  and  I  cherished 
your  mother  beyond  everything  except  that  daz- 
zling hope  of  standing  first  amid  the  proud  ones  who 
have  disdained  me  because  I  sprang  from  an  in- 
dustrious lineage. 

"My  Margaret,  forgive  that  my  acts  have  not 
seemed  in  keeping  with  these  protestations  of  love 
to  your  sainted  mother:  since  her  death,  my  acts 


have  been  compelled, — I  have  been  the  mere  crea- 
ture of  circumstances.  I  wanted  money  :  that  was 
the  cause  of  my  first  and  only  quarrel  with  my  first 
loved  wife;  a  quarrel  in  which  I  was  doubly  to 
blame,  for  she  would  have  yielded  all  to  me}  it 
was  her  father  who  hindered  her  from  signing  the 
deed  that  would  have  brought  herself  and  you  to 
beggary.  She  died :  I  then  married,  because  I 
wanted  money,  a  sickly,  consumptive  heiress,  who 
left  everything  to  me.  Frederic  is  her  son.  She 
died.  Again  I  married  a  veiy  young  girl — an 
heiress ;  for  money  was  necessary  to  my  specula- 
tions. She  has  brought  me  seven  daughters,  all 
beggars  now !  My  Margaret,  because  you  are  your 
mother's  child,  I  know  you  will  look  to  them ; — 
my  heart  tells  me  the  spirit  of  my  angel- wife  still 
dwells  in  yon. 

"  My  angel  wife !  would  I  had  listened  to  her  voice ; 
she  would  have  led  me  right;  but  my  mind  was  all 
intent  upon  this  world,  and  yet,  my  child,  /  knew 
better.  Ere  she  gave  me  her  hand  I  was  received 
into  the  Church  she  loved ;  I  knew  its  teachings  to 
be  true,  and  thought  when  I  had  established  my 
position  I  would  obey  its  dictates :  it  is  now  too 
late, — to-night  I  die.  Adieu,  my  Margaret ;  be  kind 
to  those  left  to  your  care  by  your  unhappy  father, 
"  WILLIAM  SIMMONS." 

Margaret's  color  left  her  cheeks  as  she 
perused  these  lines;  her  heart  beat  vio- 
lently ;  but  she  hid  the  writing  in  her  bo- 
som, and  then  said,  so  calmly  as  to  aston- 
ish, her  aunt,  "  He  is  still  alive?" 

^' You  see  he  is;  he  is  waiting  for  you 
there,"  pointing  to  the  room. 

"I  will  come  directly;  but  first  I — " 
And  Margaret  ran  down  stairs  into  the 
room  in  which  her  cousin  was  waiting. 
A  few  words  of  earnest  import  were  spoken ; 
Louis  left, — the  order  being  given  to  the 
porter  that  he  was  to  be  admitted  at  any 
hour  he  should  reappear  of  the  night  or 
day,  together  with  anyone  he  might  bring 
with  him.  Margaret  then  ascended  to 
her  father's  bedside.  She  knelt ;  the  sick 
man  recognized  her,  pressed  the  hand  she 
placed  in  his,  and  seemed  consoled ;  but 
he  was  speechless.  Margaret  wept  "and 
prayed  by  him,  and  at  intervals  he  gave 
tokens  of  consciousness,  which  increased 
as  the  hours  passed  on.  She  insisted  on 
being  left  alone  with  him,  save  when  med- 
ical attendance  was  necessary.  There  were 
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no  tears,  no  shrinking, — an  unutterable 
pang  closed  her  heart  to  expression  ;  but 
she  smoothed  the  hair  on  the  pale  forehead, 
and,  though  with  an  effort,  kissed  "the  dy- 
ing man.  Hours  sped  away.  The  dreari- 
ness of  watching  in  such  intense  anxiety 
seemed  to  have  changed  her  features  ;  she 
was  almost  stern — that  young  and  beauti- 
ful girl  of  twenty-one ;  her  form  became 
majestic  when  she  rose  from  her  knees  to  | 
issue  commands,  which  no  one  thought  of 
disputing — which  were  as  instantly  obeyed 
as  though  she  had  been  the  mistress  of  the 
house  in  lieu  of  her  who  now  was  wring- 
ing her  hands  and  pacing  up  and  down, 
in  an  agony  almost  amounting  to  frenzy, 
in  an  adjoining  apartment.  Her  seven 
daughters,  in  different  attitudes  of  grief, 
were  with  her  there.  One  was  lying  on 
the  velvety  hearth-rug,  having  cried  her- 
self into  a  state  of  unconsciousness  re- 
sembling slumber — others  were  sitting  stiff 
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and  pale,  as  if  terror  had  bereft  them  of 
reason, — -but  none  seemed  to  comprehend 
that  behind  the  thunder-cloud  that  was 
threatening  them  lay  a  fountain  of  light 
for  their  consolation.  A  letter  to  their 
mother,  found  on  that  awful  morning  when 
their  father  had  been  discovered  senseless, 
lying  weltering  in  his  own  blood,  with 
wounds  which  however  wer.e  not  deep 
enough  to  cause  immediate  death,  had 
spoken  to  them  of  ruin — ruin  and  beggary 
to  those  worldly  minds  brought  up  in  the 
very  atmosphere  of  luxury,  who  had  deemed 
it  a  condescension  to  speak  to  a  laboring 
man  !  Loss  of  the  husband  and  father 
was  swallowed  up  in  the  greater  loss  of 
wealth,  that  alone  made  life  desirable.  It 
did  not  occur  to  them  to  take  their  stand 
at  the  bedside — to  help,  to  succor,  to  com- 
fort; that  task  devolved  upon  Aunt  Ellen, 
and  an  old  attendant  who  had  lived  many 
years  in  the  family — who  came  into  the 
family,  in  fact,  soon  after  Margaret  her- 
self was  born.  Her  name  was  Mercy — 
and  she  was  rightly  named ;  for  good,  kind, 
compassionate,  hopeful  and  enduring  she 
was — and  an  excellent  nurse.  These,  the 
distracted  mistress  thought,  sufficed  for 


the  sick  man,  whom  she  did  not  visit  after 
the  first  tremendous  shock;  but  she  exer- 
cised the  little  wisdom  left  her  in  enforcing 
secrecy,  setting  watches — as  we  have 
seen — that  the  blow  of  disgrace  which  had 
fallen  upon  them  might  remain  unknown 
as  long  as  it  was  possible.  She  heard  of 
Margaret's  arrival,  but  did  not  attempt  to 
see  her.  There  had  always  been  a  jealousy 
between  them,  and  the  fact  that  Margaret 
alone  was  not  to  be  a  sufferer  in  their 
common  ruin  did  not  contribute  to  soften 
her  feelings  in  her  regard.  Margaret  re- 
mained, then,  the  undisturbed  directress 
of  the  sick  chamber;  and  unwearied  was 
she  in  her  efforts  to  obtain  a  sign.  Con- 
sciousness there  seemed — but  without 
power  of  expression.  A  sudden  thought 
came  into  her  mind :  and  taking  her  father's 
hand  within  her  own  she  said  aloud,  as  sug- 
gesting ideas  to  him:  "My  God!  forgive 
me  my  sins;  I  am  sorry  for  them  !" 

The  sick  man  evidently  essayed  to  move ; 
alight  shone  in  his  eyes;  the  words  were 
formed  by  his  lips,  though  utterance  came 
not. 

"Is  there  yet  hope?"  And  Margaret 
went  on,  gathering  courage  from  his  at- 
tention. "  My  God,  I  hope  in  Thee,  that 
Thou  wilt  forgive  my  sins,  for  Thy  dear 
Son's  sake  who  died  for  sinners."  She 
repeated  this  many  times,  when  the  attend- 
ant, Mercy,  came  into  the  room  to  tell  her 
her  cousin  had  returned,  and  a  stranger 
with  him.  Mercy  then  withdrew  at  a  sign, 
and  Margaret  leant  over  the  bed  and  said 
in  his  ear :  "  Father,  a  priest  is  here :  will 
you  see  him?" 

The  unexpected  news  evidently  thrilled 
the  poor  man  through,  for  he  uttered 
"Yes."  It  was  the  first  word  he  had 
spoken  since  the  fatal  deed.  Margaret 
sped  down  stairs  for  the  minister  of  soul- 
healing,  and  he  entered  solemnly  that 
guilty  chamber.  There  was  an  evident 
struggle  now:  utterance  sought  for,  not 
forthcoming.  "  Marg-et,  letter — show, — " 
was  gasped  forth,  and  Margaret  placed  the 
letter  in  the  priest's  hand.  She  withdrew 
to  one  side ;  what  passed,  none  may  know ; 
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but  the  priest  finally  anointedt  he  sufferer, 
and  as  the  rite  concluded  the  soul  departed 
to  judgment. 

The  inquest  followed,  unveiling  the  deed 
of  sin.  The  banker's  letter  to  his  wife 
was  placed  in  evidence  ;  that  to  Margaret 
had  been  destroyed  to  screen  it  from  the 
public  eye.  Herself  being  called  upon, 
simply  stated  that  her  father  had  in  that 
letter  confessed  he  died  by  his  own  hand. 

"  Temporary  insanity  "  was  the  verdict 
of  the  jury.  And  now  the  whole  town 
was  on  tip-toe  with  expectation  ;  the  word 
"ruin"  occasioned  a  sudden  revulsion; — 
instead  of  the  praises  uttered  a  few  days 
since,  the  phrases  "  lived  too  fast," — "pride 
goes  before  a  fall," — "  shamefully  extrava- 
gant"— "miserably  haughty," — were  sub- 
stituted in  regard  to  the  family.  TJjo  stran- 
ger, who  proved  to  be  a  sheriff's  officer  from 
the  city  of  London,  took  immediate  meas- 
ures to  prevent  the  family  from  having  any 
control  over  the  funds  derived  from  the 
property ;  and  the  wife  and  seven  daugh- 
ters were  directed  to  leave  the  premises 
as  soon  as  might  be  found  convenient  af- 
ter the  funeral. 

And  Frederic,  the  son,  a  young  man  of 
sixteen,  accustomed  to  consider  himself 
the  heir  to  a  large  property,  just  entered 
at  Oxford,  to  be  as  suddenly  withdrawn, — 
what  was  to  become  of  him  for  the  future? 
The  prospect  Avas  gloomy  enough. 

The  funeral  was  oter — the  last  ceremo- 
nies paid — when  the  lawyer,  Mr.  Kell,  re- 
quested an  interview  with  Margaret.  He 
told  her  the  creditors  had  met,  and  con- 
cluded to  offer  the  widow  the  furniture  of 
the  house  she  dwelt  in,  with  £500  for  the 
present  necessities  of  the  family,  to  be 
paid  into  Margaret's  hands  as  trustee,  Mrs. 
Simmons  being  considered  as  an  incapa- 
ble woman  ;  but  as  the  affairs  were  much 
involved  they  required  all  else  to  be  given 
up  without  delay :  would  she  communicate 
this  to  the  lady,  who  was  now  sick  in  bed, 
and  who  refused  to  communicate  with 
anyone? 

"  I  will,"  said  Margaret ;  "  and  if  you 
will  wait  ten  days,  till  she  is  somewhat  re- 


covered, I  can  provide  a  present  home  for 
all.  I  have  a  farm  to  let;  we  will  go 
thither,  all  of  us,  if  she  is  willing." 

Mrs.  Simmons  ^was  only  too  willing. 
She  was  prostrated — cared  not  whither  she 
went,  so  it  was  away;  she  was  altogether 
apathetic  and  despondent.  The  girls  gave 
a  cold  assent.  Frederic  wrung  his  sister's 
hand  :  "  I  must  be  of  use  to  you,"  he  said. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


The  Death  of  a  Young  Convert. 


BY  DOM  PAUL  JAUSIONS,  O.  S.  B. 


The  Catholic  congregation  of  Vincennes,  Ind., 
has  just  now  lost  for  earth — and  sent,  as  we  have 
reason  to  hope,  to  heaven, — a  member  whom  it  had 
quite  recently  admitted,  with  great  joy :  We  mean 
Miss  Emma  Elizabeth  Jones,  who  died  on  the  9th 
day  of  this  month,  in  her  twenty-fourth  year.  The 
circumstances  which  accompanied  both  the  conver- 
sion of  that  young  lady  to  the  Catholic  faith  and 
her  death  seem  to  us  a  fit  object  of  interest  to  the 
readers  of  this  journal,  wherefore  we  have  thought 
it  proper  to  insert  here  the  following  notice. 

VINCENNES,  October  15th,  1869. 

There  is  in  the  Gospel  a  very  consoling 
word  for  certain  souls:  it  is  the  one  by 
\yhich  Christ  declares  to  us  that  the  la- 
borer who  has  come  at  the  eleventh  hour 
shall  receive  the  same  reward  as  he  who 
has  labored  the  whole  day ;  provided,  it  is 
to  be  understood,  he  may  have  compensa- 
ted for  the  brevity  of  time  by  his  earnest 
application  to  labor;  so  that  being  made 
perfect  in  a  short  space,  he  may  have  ful- 
filled a  long  time. 

We  may  apply  that  word  to  a  Catholic 
young  lady,  Miss  Emma  Jones,  of  a  re- 
spectable family  of  Vincennes,  who  died 
recently  in  that  city.  In  a  short  time  she 
gathered  a  great  treasure  of  merits ;  and 
the  example  which  she  gave,  especially  on 
the  eve  of  her  death,  deserves  to  be  pro- 
posed as  a  model  to  all. 

Her  life  evinced  that  noble  and  pure 
simplicity  which  is  so  becoming  to  an  ex- 
emplary young  lady ;  and  no  one  ever  saw 
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in  her  anything  that  was  not  calculated 
to  give  the  highest  idea  of  the  honorable- 
ness  of  character  which  suited  her  condi- 
tion. 

Born  in  1845,  she  showed  in  her  very 
infancy  the  most  amiable  qualities :  a  great 
aptness  to  learn,  and  an  excellent  heart. 

In  school,  first  as  a  pupil,  then  as  a  teach- 
er, she  knew  how  to  conciliate  the  esteem 
and  affection  of  all  who  knew  her.  It  is 
sometimes  hard  to  obey,  and  often  harder 
yet  to  command  prudently :  she  knew  how 
to  steer  her  bark  modestly  so  as  to  avoid 
the  dangerous  cliffs  of  both  sides.  The 
universal  approbation  which  she  obtained, 
without  looking  for  it,  in  her  humble  sphere, 
seems  to  us  immensely  preferable  to  the 
homage  that  is  paid  to  many  persons  of  a 
more  dazzling  reputation. 

At  the  age  of  twenty,  the  age  of  the  most 
alluring  hopes  and  smiling  illusions,  she 
was  seized  with  the  fatal  malady  that  led 
her  to  the  grave.  The  death  of  a  beloved 
sister,  and  the  cares  so  tender,  yet  so  ardu- 
ous, which  she  bestowed  upon  her,  devel- 
oped in  Emma  the  germ  of  death  which 
nature  has  deposited  in  all.  We  must  all 
be  subjected  to  the  law  by  which  God  has 
punished  the  sin  of  our  first  parent;  but 
it  was  worthy  of  so  perfect  a  heart  to  com- 
mence its  being  consumed  by  the  very 
ardor  of  her  exquisite  sensibility  and  of 
her  sisterly  love. 

Mary,  the  younger  sister  of  Emma,  had 
been  so  happy  as  to  die  in  the  bosom  of 
the  Catholic  Church.  Emmaherself  sought 
God  with  too  much  sincerity  to  be  debarred 
from  that  Church  which  preserves  in  their 
integrity  the  treasures  of  the  evangelical 
truths.  God  rewarded  her  purity  of  soul 
by  giving  her  purity  of  faith.  Blessed  are 
the  clean  of  heart,  for  they  shall  see  God. 

From  that  very  moment, — and  it  often 
happens  thus  in  the  designs  of  Providence, 
— the  time  of  sickness  became  for  her  a 
time  of  salvation.  Divine  grace  attracted 
her  more  and  more  :  she  instructed  herself 
rapidly  by  her  own  endeavors.  She  soon 
became  acquainted  with  all  the  tenets  of  our 


faith.  She  read  much,  but  above  all  she 
prayed.  .  .  .  The  priest  who,  three  years 
ago,  prepared  her  dying  sister  for  baptism, 
had  given  Emma  a  Catholic  prayer-book; 
that  book,  quite  new  then,  is  now  worn 
out,  as  if  it  had  been  used  during  a  long 
lifetime. 

Questioned  on  the  motives  which  in- 
duced her  to  desire  to  embrace  the  Cath- 
olic religion:  "Those  motives,"  said  she, 
"are  the  want  of  accord  among  the  Prot- 
estants on  religious  questions,  and  the 
want  of  respect  they  evince  towards  the 
Blessed  Sacrament."  The  love  of  that 
one  and  unchangeable  truth  that  has  mani- 
fested itself  to  men,  and  an  instinctive 
need  of  adoration  to  be  given  to  the  di- 
vine Eucharist !  .  .  . 

"But  then,  why  did  you  wait  so  long?" — 
"Because  I  did  not  deem  myself  suffi- 
ciently good."  A  humility  undoubtedly 
scarcely  rational  in  its  result,  but  very 
natural  in  its  origin  !  How  well  it  is  fit- 
ted to  bring  those  to  serious  reflections 
who  do  not  strive  to  honor  by  a  truly 
Christian  life  the  holy  religion  they  pro- 
fess !  .  .  . 

The  8th  of  September,  Feast  of  the  Na- 
tivity of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  was  the  day 
of  her  baptism. 

Emma,  clothed  in  the  white  robe  of 
virgins  and  surrounded  by  her  family, 
awaited  for  the  coming  of  the  priest,  who 
arrived  about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 

He  first  explained  to  her  the  order  and 
the  meaning  of  the  sacred  rites  he  was 
about  to  perform.  He  then  recited  the 
beautiful  prayers  by  which  the  Church 
calls  in  such  a  solemn  manner  for  the  bless- 
ing of  God  for  that  body  which  is  about 
to  become  the  temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
He  pronounced  the  terrible  exorcisms  by 
which,  in  the  name  of  the  Almighty,  he 
commands  the  evil  one  not  to  trouble  any 
longer  the  soul  that  wishes  to  give  itself 
to  God.  Emma  attentively  followed  every- 
thing, fixing  on  the  priest  who  blessed 
her  the  sweet  energy  of  her  lightsome  eyes. 
As  a  dried-up  soil  drinks  in  eagerly  the 


726 


dew  of  heaven,  so  was  her  whole  soul 
opened  to  the  influence  of  the  divine 
words.  Is  not  ardor  and  a  holy  desire  the 
raostelevated  form  of  recollection?  Ought 
not  one  to  forget  oneself  and  fly  to  God  as 
the  panting  hart  springs  towards  the  foun- 
tain of  living  water  ?  .  .  . 

The  solemn  moment  has  arrived.  Thrice 
has  the  holy  water  flowed  on  her  forehead. 
.  .  .  She  is  happy  !  This  happiness  is  not 
of  the  earth.  But  for  her,  poor  young  girl 
on  the  brink  of  death,  is  not  her  treasure 
in  Heaven?  .  .  . 

The  next  day  was  that  of  her  first  Com- 
munion. .  .  .  How  touching  are  those 
great  solemnities  of  the  Christian  life, 
when  they  crowd  in  the  evening  of  such 
a  short  lived  existence  !  And  how  fervent 
it  must  have  been,  that  first  Communion, 
to  make  up  for  such  a  long  expectation 
and  to  obliterate  such  a  prolonged  es- 
trangement !  .  .  .  . 

"  O  Thou,  Beauty  ever  ancient  and  ever 
new,  I  have  known  Thee  too  late,  too  late 
have  I  loved  Thee!  .  .  ."  No,  I  do  not  think 
t'lat  even  St.  Augustin  uttered  those  words 
with  more  sincerity  than  our  your.g  neo- 
phyte  

Also,  from  that  day  forth,  what  piety, 
what  resignation  to  God's  will,  what 
calmness  in  her  agony,  what  patience  in 
her  sufferings  !  "  I  bless  God  in  the  suf- 
ferings He  sends  me ;  I  have  need  to  suf- 
fer so  much  to  atone  for  my  sins  !  .  .  ." 

Conformably  to  the  teaching  of  the 
"Wise  Man,  she  would  not  think  without 
fear  of  the  very  faults  which  had  been  for- 
given her.  And  although  she  hoped  con- 
fidently for  their  remission  through  the 
divine  mercy  and  the  efficacy  of  the  sacra- 
ments, she  yet  offered  to  God  that  sacri- 
fice of  her  health  and  her  life  to  make 
amends  for  the  days  that  she  had  lived  too 
far  from  Him. 

The  month  of  September  passed  by.  She 
was  becoming  weaker  and  weaker;  but 
every  one  knows  how  repugnant  it  is  to 
nature  to  welcome  the  idea  of  death,  and 
how  we  cling  to  life  against  all  hope. 


Emma  therefore  spoke  yet  at  times  of 
coming,  when  she  would  get  better,  to  the 
Catholic,  place  of  worship,  in  order  to 
have  the  happiness  of  uniting  herself  with 
the  assembly  of  the  faithful,  and  thus  to 
make  her  conversion  publicly  known. 

God  was  content  with  her  pious  desires ; 
and  the  event  of  which  we  are  going  to 
speak  made  her  at  last  aware  of  the  reality 
of  her  state. 

We  know  that  dreams  are  dreams,  and 
we  will  never  attribute  to  them  more  im- 
portance than  they  deserve.  We  know 
nevertheless  from  several  examples  quoted 
in  the  Holy  Bible,  that  God  has  often  used 
that  mysterious  way  to  reveal  hidden  things 
to  men,  or  to  give  them  some  salutary 
warning. 

We  will  therefore,  without  intending  to 
lay  upon  it  an  undue  stress,  mention  what 
she  herself  related  to  one  of  her  relatives, 
a  person  deserving  of  all  credit. 

In  the  week  which  preceded  her  death, 
she  saw  one  night,  in  her  sleep,  a  magnifi- 
cent palace,  built  of  the  most  precious 
marble,  most  richly  decorated,  and  re- 
splendent with  dazzling  brightness.  On 
her  being  introduced  into  the  palace,  she 
saw  herself  at  the  foot  of  a  grand  staircase, 
that  rose  up  out  of  sight,  and  seemed 
richer  the  higher  it  rose.  She  was  about 
to  go  up  ;  but  when  she  would  have  placed 
her  foot  on  the  first  step,  an  invisible  hand 
held  her  back ;  a  voice  told  her  that  she 
could  not  go  forward  before  having  laid 
off  her  shoes,  because  this  was  a  holy  place. 
She  obeyed,  she  as'cended,  and  soon  per- 
ceived on  the  stairs  her  sister,  who  had 
died  three  years  before,  who  stretched 
forth  her  arms  towards  her  and  called  her. 
She  rushed  onward  ;  a  few  more  steps,  and 
she  almost  reached  her !  .  .  .  .  But  in 
the  very  same  instant,  she  awoke  and  the 
dream  disappeared. 

Without  insisting  any  more  upon  a 
vision,  the  meaning  of  which  is  so  easy  to 
comprehend,  let  us  content  ourselves  with 
saying  that,  from  that  moment,  every  illu- 
sion was  dispelled  from  the  soul  of  the 
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dying  young  lady.  Early  in  the  morning, 
she  related  this  dream  to  the  person  from 
whom  we  heard  it.  "Now,"  said  she  to 
her,  without  a  shadow  of  doubt,  rt  now  all 
is  over  for  me  upon  earth,  and  I  must 
henceforth  think  only  of  heaven  !...." 

On  the  5th  of  October,  the  Right  Rev- 
erend Bishop  of  Vincennes  had  the  kind- 
ness to  visit  her  and  administer  to  her  the 
sacrament  of  Confirmation.  Assuredly  she 
was  already  a  perfect  Christian  in  her  heart, 
but  it  was  fit  that  she  should  wear,  at  the 
hour  of  her  last  strife,  a  sensible  sign  of 
God's  strength.  This  new  favor  elicited 
from  her  soul  sentiments  of  deep  gratitude. 

On  Thursday  of  the  foregoing  week,  she 
had,  in  a  moment  of  renewed  sufferings, 
received  Extreme  Unction. 

It  only  remained  for  her  to  go  to  her 
heavenly  country,  unto  the  God  whom  she 
loved  with  her  whole  soul. 

Her  exile  did  not  last  much  longer. 

It  was  on  the  9th  of  this  month  that  her 
soul  departed  from  this  world. 

There  is  nothing  so  heart-rending  as  the 
death  of  beloved  ones ;  but  there  is  noth- 
ing more  solemn  nor  more  sacred.  There 
are  some  bitter  draughts,  so  holy,  that 
we  would  not  consent  to  forego  one  drop 
of  them. 

On  the  eve,  on  Friday,  at  the  hour  when 
our  Saviour  died  on  the  Cross,  she  had  re- 
ceived the  Holy  Viaticum,  and  made  her 
last  communion,  which  followed  her  first 
one  so  nigh. 

Her  last  struggle  was  already  commenc- 
ing. The  paleness  of  death  had  already 
chilled  her  sweet  smile.  But  always  cour- 
ageous, she  held  in  her  hands  and  pressed 
to  her  colorless  lips  an  image  of  the  cruci- 
fied Jesus. 

But  let  us  use  the  words  of  one  of  the 
persons  who  assisted  her  until  hjer  last 
moment  on  earth. 

"All  through  that  last  night,  she  made  us 
pray  aloud  near  her  :  it  was  the  only  con- 
solation she  asked  from  us  in  her  agony. 
We  had  to  begin  over  again  several  times 
the  beads  and  other  prayers,  especially  the 


litany  for  the  dying.  When  we  stopped, 
she  soon  safd  to  us :  '  Oh  !  pray,  pray 
again  !  .  .  .'  She  also  joined  with  us;  and, 
if  in  the  moments  of  silence  we  bent  down 
over  her  face,  seeing  her  lips  move,  we 
heard  that  she  repeated  unceasingly :  '  Our 
Father  who  art  in  Heaven  ....  Thy  will 
be  done !  .  .  .' 

"  Shortly  before  expiring,  when  she  had 
lost  her  sight,  she  said  to  us  distinctly :  *  I 
no  longer  see  you  who  are  around  me; 
but  I  speak  to  all  of  you ;  dear  mother, 
dear  brother,  dear  sister,  you  all:  ah! 
your  souls  !  Think  ye  of  your  souls  !  Ah  ! 
believe  me,  all  else  is  nothing/  .  .  .  .  ' 

"She  did  not  lose atanymomenther pres- 
ence of  mind.  She  expressed  her  wishes 
relative  to  her  burial.  Then  suddenly,  as  if 
struck  with  admiration,  she  said  with  en- 
ergy :  '  Oh !  how  beautiful  it  is  !  ...  My 
eyes  are  open,  and  yet  I  cannot  see  you, 
but  I  perceive  a  light  more  beautiful  than 
anything  I  ever  saw  !  Behold  my  sister 
who  comes  to  fetch  me  !  .  .  .  Oh  !  beau- 
tiful light !  beautiful  light !  .  .  .  ' 

"  And  a  short  time  after,  she  gave  her 
soul  back  to  her  Maker." 

Behold,  her  mortal  remains  are  laid  at 
the  very  place  where  the  sacred  water  had 
flowed  on  her  forehead. 

She  is  clothed  with  that  white  baptismal 
rob/3  which  she  received  in  this  same  place, 
just  a  month  ago.  In  her  hands  are  the 
beads,  the  mark  of  her  filial  love  for  the 
Queen  of  Virgins.  On  her  heart  rests  the 
image  of  the  Saviour  nailed  to  the  Cross, 
which  she  kissed  with  so  much  piety  in 
her  last  hour.  She  has  wished  to  carry  to 
the  tomb  those  cherished  marks  of  her  faith. 

On  her  face,  is  imprinted  the  pale  hue 
of  death,  but  also  the  calmness  of  a  peace- 
ful slumber.  .  .  .  Her  eyes  shall  no  more 
be  opened  until  the  day  of  the  resurrection; 
but  has  she  not  said  herself  that,  without 
the  aid  of  those  mortal  eyes,  she  saw  al- 
ready here  below  the  immortal  light  on 
the  threshold  of  eternity?  .  .  .  Her  amia- 
ble smile  no  longer  falls  upon  those  around ; 
but  the  remembrance  of  her  sweet  virtues 
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shall  always  be  as  a  delightful  perfume  to 
the  heart  of  her  friends. 

She  is  dead  to  earth,  but  she  lives  to 
God!  .  .  . 

On  Monday  last,  her  corpse  was  brought 
to  the  Cathedral  church. 

Cold  in  death  she  entered  into  that  tem- 
ple where  she  had  so  ardently  wished  to 
come  in  life  and  give  a  testimony  of  her 
faith.  God  had  been  content  with  her 
pious  desire ;  but  now  at  least,  as  her  body 
was  brought  before  the  altar  of  Sacrifice, 
she  appeared  to  have  been  immolated  with 
the  adorable  Victim  with  whose  sufferings 
she  had  united  her  own. 

The  Church  has  chaunted  over  her  coffin 
the  touching  farewell  which  she  addresses 

to  her  children  : 

» 

"  Come  to  her  assistance,  ye  Sifints  of 
God;  come  forth  to  meet  her,  ye  Angels 
of  the  Lord,  receiving  her  soul,  offering  it 
in  the  sight  of  the  Most  High  ! 

"May  Christ  receive  thee,  who  called 
thee;  and  may  the  Angels  conduct  thee  to 
Abraham's  bosom  ! 

"  Yes,  may  the  Angels  conduct  thee  into 
Paradise  ;  at  thy  coming  may  the  Martyrs 
receive  thee,  and  lead  thee  to  Jerusalem, 
the  holy  city,  the  abode  of  peace  ! 

"  May  the  angelic  choir  receive  thee ; 
and  with  Lazarus,  once  a  beggar,  mayest 
thou  have  eternal  rest !  .  .  .  ." 

"Blessed  is  that  servant,  whom,  when 
his  Lord  shall  come,  He  shall  find  watching 
and  faithful.  Verily  I  say  to  you,  He  will 
set  him  over  all  that  He  possesseth,"  and 
will  admit  him  into  His  glory. 

Blessed  is  the  soul,  who,  after  knowing 
all  the  vanity  of  the  things  of  the  earth,  has 
cast  herself  entirely  into  the  arms  of  the 
heavenly  Father ! 

Blessed  is  the  soul,  who,  during  its 
pilgrimage  in  this  world,  has  deserved  the 
esteem  and  affection  of  all  who  knew  her  ! 

Blessed  is  the  soul,  who,  purified  by 
the  sufferings  and  by  the  fervor  of  her  last 
days,  hath  repaired  to  the  best  of  her 
ability  those  faults  that  are  inseparable 
from  human  weakness ! 


Blessed  is  the  soul,  who,  at  the  feet  of 
Jesus  crucified,  hath  taken  her  flight,  at 
her  Lord's  call,  as  a  spouse  runs  full  of  joy 
at  the  voice  of  her  Spouse. 

Blessed  shall  we  be  ourselves,  if  we 
know  how  to  imitate  her  example,  and 
arrive  at  the  happy  bourn  which  we  are 
confident  she  has  reached  ! 


Value  of  Time. 


"M.  le  Cure,"  said  another  priest  to  the 
Cure  of  Ars  one  day,  "if  the  good  God 
were  to  give  you  your  choice  of  going  di- 
rectly to  heaven,  or  remaining  on  earth  to 
labor  for  the  conversion  of  sinners,  what 
would  you  do?" 

"  I  think  I  should  remain  here." 

"Oh  !  M.  le  Cure,  is  it  possible?  The 
saints  are  so  happy  in  heaven  !  No  more 
temptations;  no  more  miseries  !" 

He  answered  with  an  angelic  smile, 
"That  is  true;  but  the  saints  live  upon 
their  income  !  They  have  labored  well,  for 
God  punishes  idleness,  and  rewards  only 
labor ;  but  they  can  no  longer  glorify 
God,  as  we  can,  by  sacrifices  for  the  sal- 
vation of  souls." 

"  Would  you  remain  on  earth  till  the 
end  of  the  world?" 

"  Just  the  same." 

"  In  that  case  you  would  have  plenty  of 
time  before  you.  Would  you  get  up  so 
early  in  the  morning?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  rny  friend,  at  midnight !  I 
am  not  afraid  of  trouble.  ...  I  should 
be  the  happiest  of  priests,  if  it  were  not 
for  the  thought  of  appearing  before  the 
tribunal  of  God  with  my  poor  Cure's  life." 

In  saying  this,  he  shed  abundance  of 
tears. 


"  VIRTUE  should  be  loved  even  more  than 
vice  hated,  and  to  be  loved  because  it  pleases 
God  even  more  than  because  of  its  agree- 
ableness ;  while  sin  should  be  shunned 
more  for  its  displeasing  God  than  because 
it  injures  him  who  embraces  it." — St.  F. 
de  Sales. 
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and  sorely-tried  Bishop  of  Natchez,  Mississippi 
who  has  so  well  executed  the  office  of  a  Bishop^ 
and  gained  by  his  unremitting  labors  so  many  souls 
to  Jesus  Christ. 

Bishop  Elder  was  telegraphed,  but  the  time  was 
too  short.  The  aged  servant  of  God,  after  all  his 
trials  and  sufferings  during  life,  had  not  the  satis- 
faction of  receiving  at  the  moment  of  death  the  ab 
solution  and  blessing  of  his  right  reverend  son.  The 
latter  was  denied  the  sad  filial  duty  of  physical 
presence  and  potent  offices  at  the  death-bed  of  so 
good  a  father. 

Among  men  of  all  creeds  and  parties,  during  his 
long  and  unsullied  life,  Basil  8.  Elder  maintained 
the  respect  and  kind  regards  of  all  who  knew  him. 
His  death  will  cause  grief  to  thousands,  though  he 
had  outlived  by  more  than  three  half  decades  the 
extreme  term  spoken  of  by  the  Royal  Prophet. 

May  his  soul  be  in  peace  and  his  good  deeds 
follow  him ! 


[From  the  London  Register.] 

Archbishop  Manning's  Sermon  on  the 
Syllabus. 


On  Sunday  morning,  at  the  High  Mass, 
his  Grace  the  Archbishop  delivered  a  dis- 
course on  the  Syllabus  to  a  large  congre- 
gation, selecting  as  his  text  John  vi,  60: 
"Many  of  His  disciples,  when  they  heard 
it,  said,  'This  is  a  hard  saying;  who  can 
hear  it?'  "  His  Grace  commenced  by  ob- 
serving that  our  Lord  had  been  speaking 
of  the  great  mystery  of  His  body  and 
blood  which  He  would  give  lor  the  life  of 
the  world  and  as  the  food  of  the  soul. 
They  did  not  understand  Him.  They 
counted  it  a  hard  saying,  and  some  went 
their  way.  So  it  always  had  been.  The 
enunciation  of  the  truth  had  always  two 
effects — those  that  believed  were  strength- 
ened, and  those  that  would  not  believe 
stumbled  at  the  truth.  He  should  have 
preferred  taking  up  and  continuing  the 
beatitudes  of  our  Divine  Lord  where  he 
broke  off  some  weeks  ago,  but  the  times, 
and  the  day,  he  might  say,  imposed  on  him 
the  subject  on  which  he  was  about  to  speak. 
To-day  was  the  festival  of  the  holy  Rosary — ' 
a  day  marked  in  the  annals  of  the  Church 
by  one  of  the  greatest  events  in  Christian 
history,  the  defeat  of  the  anti-Christian 


power  of  Mohammedanism,  by  the  great 
battle  of  Lepanto,  when  the  Christian 
world  was  threatened  by  the  enormous  do- 
minion of  that  vast  infidel  empire,  so  that 
Christian  Europe  must  have  been  ravaged 
had  it  not  been  overthrown.  They  also 
commemorated  to-day  another  decisive  vic- 
tory by  land  over  that  same  Mohammedan 
Power;  and  these  two  great  blows  dealt 
by  the  Christian  world  against  the  Mo- 
hammedan Antichrist  forever  broke  its 
strength  and  dominion.  At  this  day  Chris- 
tian Powers,  so  far  from  being  menaced 
by  its  existence,  were  themselves  prop- 
ping it  lest  it  should  fall.  These  two 
mighty  contests  were  under  the  direct  sanc- 
tion and  guidance  of  the  Roman  Pontiffs, 
who,  as  the  heads  of  the  Christian  world — 
the  most  illuminated  to  know  its  dangers, 
and  the  most  powerful  to  prevent  them — 
combined,  organized,  and  directed  those 
two  great  defences  of  Christendom,  call- 
ing together  the  chivalry  of  Christian  Eu- 
rope to  defend  its  existence.  They,  year 
by  year,  on  that  day  ascribed  those  two 
great  events  to  the  infinite  mercy  and 
providence  of  their  heavenly  Father,  and 
to  the  prayers  of  their  Immaculate  Mother, 
for  it  was  while  the  holy  Rosary  was  be- 
ing recited  in  ten  thousand  sanctuaries 
and  in  the  streets  of  thousands  of  cities, 
that  the  two  great  victories  were  gained. 
But  there  was,  at  this  day,  another  Anti- 
christ and  another  menacing  dominion 
pressing  upon  the  Christian  world,  in  the 
face  of  which  the  Church  and  the  Pontiff 
still  stood.  For  300  years  a  power  vigor- 
ous, subtle,  organized,  and  menacing,  had 
hung  round  about  the  unity  of  the  Church, 
and  indeed  had  found  entrance  within  it, 
in  the  subtle  form  of  intellectual  error, 
against  which  the  Roman  Pontiff  stands 
now  as  he  stood  then.  These  intellectual 
errors  reached  to  the  very  basis  of  Chris- 
tian society;  they  undermined  the  foun- 
dations of  the  Christian  world,  and  against 
them  the  Sovereign  Pontiff*  at  this  hour 
opposed  himself,  as  St.  Pius  V  did  300 
years  ago,  and  had  dealt  a  blow  which 
had  been  felt  throughout  the  whole  Chris- 


746 


A  V  E      MARIA 


tian  world — by  those  who  believed,  for 
their  strength  and  consolation ;  and  by 
those  who  would  not  believe,  for  their 
scandal  and  dismay.  And  what  was  that 
blow  but  the  Syllabus?  In  order  to  be 
perfectly  intelligible,  if  he  could  he  would 
explain  the  meaning  of  the  word  and  the 
origin  from  which  it  came. 

In  the  year  1864,  and  on  the  8th  day  of 
December — the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate 
Conception — the  Holy  Father  published 
two  documents,  the  one  called  an  Ency- 
clical or  circular  letter,  addressed  to  all 
patriarchs,  primates,  archbishops,  and  bish- 
ops throughout  the  whole  Christian  world ; 
the  other  called  the  Syllabus.  Now  the 
word  "  Syllabus"  simply  meant  a  collec- 
tion or  gathering  together  of  certain  pro- 
positions which,  in  the  eighteen  years  of 
his  Pontificate,  he  had  already  published. 
During  the  eighteen  years  preceding,  he 
had  in  numerous  documents  and  numerous 
acts  condemned  a  multitude  of  the  intellec- 
tual errors  of  the  day,  and  the  Syllabus 
was  nothingmore  than  a  collection  from  all 
the  documents  and  acts  of  the  eighteen  pre- 
ceding years  of  those  errors  which  he  had 
already  condemned.  That  Syllabus  con- 
tained eighty  errors,  with  their  condem- 
nations, and  a  reference  to  those  formal 
acts  and  documents  in  which  their  con- 
demnation had  been  already  made.  Now, 
these  eighty  errors  were  partly  in  matters 
of  faith,  partly  in  matters  of  morals,  in 
both  of  which,  as  they  knew,  the  Catholic 
Church,  and  the  head  of  the  Catholic 
Church  also,  by  Divine  assistance,  were 
infallible — that  is,  they  were  the  ultimate 
interpreters  of  the  faith  and  the  ultimate 
expositors  of  the  law  of  God,  and  that  not 
by  the  light  of  human  learning  only,  but 
by  the  light  of  Divine  assistance,  which 
secured  from  error.  Under  morals  were 
also  included  a  number  of  errors  relating 
to  the  political  state  of  the  world;  and  he 
believed  if  the  Holy  Father  had  confined 
himself  simply  to  faith  and  to  morality  in 
the  ordinary  personal  sense  of  the  word, 
very  little  would  have  been  heard  of  the 
Syllabus.  But  under  the  head  of  morals 


he  had — for  his  duty  demanded  it  of  him 
as  the  universal  teacher  of  the  Christian 
world,  as  the  pastor  of  the  universal  flock 
— pointed  out  and  condemned  certain  errors 
in  political  philosophy  which  lay  at  the 
root  of  morals.  Therefore  the  world  had 
been*  in  uproar.  Whole  nations  had  de- 
clared that  the  Syllabus  laid  the  axe  at 
the  root  of  their  political  society ;  but  if 
it  did  so,  so  much  the  worse  for  those 
nations,  for  they  must  be  constituted  on 
an  anti-Christian  basis.  Now,  he  might' 
be  asked,  why  should  the  Holy  Father 
touch  on  politics  at  all?  For  this  plain 
reason — because  politics  were  a  part  of 
morals.  What  the  moral  law  in  the  Ten 
Commandments  was  to  the  individual, 
politics  were  to  society.  Politics  were  no 
more  than  the  morals  of  society — the  col- 
lective morality  of  Christian  men  united 
together  under  social  law.  They  might 
as  well  justify  him  for  instructing  or  cen- 
suring a  penitent  in  the  confessional,  and 
blame  him  for  correcting  and  condemning 
the  errors  of  a  congregation,  as  censure 
the  Holy  Father  for  extending  those  con- 
demnations from  the  errors  which  affected 
the  private  lives  of  men  to  those  which 
affected  the  public  life  of  Christian  society. 
Politics  were  nothing  but  morals  on  the 
widest  scale. 

Now,  to  make  clear  what  was  the  matter 
of  the  Syllabus,  he  would  say  that  it  con- 
tained ten  chapters.  The  first  four  chap- 
ters were  on  Atheism,  Pantheism,  Ration- 
alism, Socialism,  and  Communism.  These 
were  uncouth  terms,  but  they  described 
uncouth  things.  The  next  three  chapters 
were — first,  on  the  errors  affecting  the  con- 
stitution of  the  Christian  Church ;  the 
next  on  the  errors  affecting  the  relations 
of  the  Christian  Church  to  the  civil  State; 
the  third,  on  errors  in  Morality.  The 
eighth  chapter  related  to  the  Sacrament  of 
Matrimony  and  the  jurisdiction  to  which 
it  belongs;  the  ninth  to  the  Roman  Pontiff 
and  his  jurisdiction ;  and  the  tenth  to  liber- 
alism, progress,  and  modern  civilization. 
He  would  take  only  one  error  thus  con- 
demned, and  that  because  it  would  contain 
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in  itself  a  complete  and  perfect  outline  of 
all  that  went  before.  The  last  error  con- 
demned was  this — it  has  been  asserted 
that  the  Roman  Pontiff  can,  if  he  will,  and, 
therefore,  ought  to  reconcile  himself  and 
to  conform  himself  to  liberalism,  progress, 
and  modern  civilization.  He  condemned 
that  proposition  as  erroneous,  which  was 
to  say  that  the  Roman  Pontiff  ought  not 
and  cannot  reconcile  nor  conform  himself 
to  liberalism,  progress,  and  modern  civ- 
ilization. A  bold  error  and  a  bold  con- 
demnation. Like  the  two  fleets  drawn  up 
on  the  waters  at  Lepanto  face  to  face. 
There  was  a  large  array  of  errors,  and  a 
condemnation,  bold,  full,  and  authoritative 
by  the  head  of  the  Christian  Church.  He 
declared  that  he  cannot,  ought  not,  and  will 
not  conform  himself  to  this  world  in  its 
mutabilities  and  its  changes.  That  was  the 
subject  which  he  selected,  and  to  make  the 
matter  clear  he  would  tell  them  what  was 
contained  in  the  Encyclical  attached  to 
which  came  the  Syllabus.  It  described 
the  nature  of  the  modern  civilization  to 
the  progress  of  which  the  Roman  PontiiF 
was  invited  to  conform  himself. 

One  proposition  was  this — the  political 
society  of  men  ought  to  be  constituted  en- 
tirely on  the  foundation  of  nature,  without 
any  regard  to  religion,  or  at  least  in  per- 
fect indifference  to  all  religion.  Secondly, 
that  an  unbounded  and  unlimited  freedom 
is  possessed  by  every  man  not  only  to  be- 
lieve as  he  likes,  because  he  has  the  liberty 
to  think  as  he  likes,  and  that  he  may  pub- 
lish, by  writing  or  printing,  anything  he 
chooses  on  any  subject  and  on  all  subjects 
and  in  every  sense.  Thirdly,  that  society 
in  the  domestic  life  belongs  to  the  order 
of  nature,  and,  therefore,  belongs  to  the 
State;  that  their  households  and  families 
are  under  the  authority  of  the  civil  govern- 
ment in  this  sense — that  the  civil  govern- 
ment has  a  fight  to  determine  the  question 
of  marriage  and  divorce,  and  also  to  de- 
termine the  nature  of  the  education  of  their 
children. 

Now,  in  order  to  show  clearly  why  the 
Roman  Pontiff — that  is,  the  whole  Church 


of  God,  for  it  is  all  represented  in  him, 
and  where  the  head  acts  all  act  with  him — 
ought  not  to  conform  himself  to  liberalism 
and  progress  and  modern  civilization,  it 
would  be  necessary  to  describe  in  outline 
what  were  the  two  societies  that  now 
stood  face  to  face — the  civil  society  and 
the  Christian  society  of  the  world.  The 
civil  society  or  civil  power  was  a  thing  sa- 
cred in  itseif.  It  came  from  God.  It  had 
God  for  its  author,  and  it  must  be  treated 
with  great  veneration.  It  was  nothing 
but  authority,  obedience,  and  equality — 
the  three  laws  of  the  human  family — which 
began  in  the  first  household — the  parental 
authority,  the  filial  obedience,  the  frater- 
nal equality.  These  three  laws  exist  in 
human  society.  God  was  the  author  of 
them,  and  when  families  multiplied  and 
combined  into  races,  nations,  and  States, 
these  three  laws,  which  were  domestic  and 
private  in  the  beginning,  assumed  the 
public  and  recognized  chai*acter  of  what 
they  called  commonwealths,  from  which 
came  monarchies,  empires,  and  civil  order 
throughout  the  world.  So  that  the  sover- 
eign authority  which  governed  mankind 
was  derived  not  from  the  consent  of  men, 
bargaining  and  transacting  and  compro- 
mising together  as  it  were  in  a  market, 
but  was  derived  from  God  Himself.  Sover- 
eignty is  given  immediately  to  human  so- 
ciety. But  the  particular  form  in  which 
society  may  be  cast,  and  the  particular 
person  or  prince,  be  it  one  or  m?ny,  who 
bear  the  sovereign  power,  come  not  imme- 
diately from  God,  but  mediately  from  so- 
ciety. It  was  of  this  that  St.  Paul  spoke 
when  he  said,  "  Let  every  soul  be  subject 
to  the  higher  powers,"  though  he  was  then 
speaking  of  a  heathen  emperor,  "  for  every 
power  is  of  God.  All  powers  are  ordained 
of  God.  He  that  resisteth  the  power  re- 
sisteth  the  ordinance  of  God,  and  he  that 
resisteth  shall  receive  to  himself  damna- 
tion." St.  Paul  says  this  of  the  civil  so- 
ciety or  political  order  of  the  world — of 
the  Roman  Empire,  persecuting  and  pagan, 
such  as  it  then  was.  Within  the  sphere, 
then,  of  natural  society  there  are  human 
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authorities  capable  of  making  public  laws ; 
but,  as  water  cannot  rise  above  its  source, 
the  natural  society  of  the  world  cannot 
rise  so  high  as  to  make  laws  in  matters  of 
conscience,  or  in  matters  of  faith  or  relig- 
ion. These  things  belong  to  God.  They 
do  not  belong  to  man.  They  do  not  be- 
long to  human  society.  The  other  society 
is  the  Christian  society  of  the  world,  and 
the  origin  of  the  Christian  society  is  the 
person  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  Himself, 
who,  when  He  came  into  the  world,  as- 
sembled His  apostles  aad  disciples  around 
Him,  instructed  them,  conformed  them  to 
His  own  mind  and  will,  and  gave  them 
laws  and  authority.  He  gave  them  that 
one  faith  by  which  alone  we  can  be  united 
— that  one  supreme  jurisdiction  by  which 
His  Church  on  earth  was  found«cl  and 
governed.  He  constituted  in  the  world 
His  own  kingdom.  He  ascended  to  His 
invisible  throne  in  the  kingdom  of  God ; 
but  He  left  'on  earth  His  vicar  and  repre- 
sentative— one  who  should  be  the  deposi- 
tary and  the  executor  of  His  supreme  power 
over  the  Christian  society  which  He 
founded,  who  should  be  forever  the  su- 
preme and  final  interpreter  of  the  faith — 
the  supreme  and  final  expositor  of  His 
law;  and  that  society,  one  in  its  origin, 
one  in  its  faith,  one  in  its  jurisdiction,  one 
in  its  identity  throughout  the  world,  unit- 
ing all  nations  in  one  family,  we  call  the 
Holy  Catholic  Church.  There  would  then 
be  those  two  great  societies  to  the  end  of 
the  world — the  one  natural,  the  other  su- 
pernatural ;  the  one  human,  the  other  di- 
vine. The  human  and  the  natural  society 
perfect  and  complete  within  its  own 
sphere  and  limit,  but  imperfect  and  incom- 
plete, and  that  in  a  high  degree,  as  re- 
gards the  true  perfection  of  man  and  his 
destiny  hereafter.  It  was  the  will  of  God 
that  these  two  societies  should  be  so  united 
as  in  their  action  to  become  one.  Just  as 
man  is  perfect  in  his  own  nature,  though 
fallen  by  original  sin,  and  needs  to  be  ele- 
vated to  a  supernatural  order  by  regener- 
ation and  grace,  remaining  the  same  per- 
son, but  receiving  a  perfection  above  his 


nature,  so  it  is  with  the  natural  society  of 
the  world;  and  when  the  Church  of  God, 
like  the  heavenly  city  coming  down  from 
heaven,  perfect  in  its  beauty,  symmetry, 
splendor,  and  unity,  descended  on  the  face 
of  the  world,  it  took  up  into  itself  all  the 
elements  of  human  society  that  were  pure 
and  true,  and  incorporated  them  with  it- 
self. But  before  this  work  was  done  the 
Roman  Empire,  which  was  spread  over  the 
whole  face  of  the  world  at  the  coming  of 
our  Divine  Saviour,  was  destroyed  off  the 
face  of  the  earth.  The  nations  it  had  sub- 
dued and  held  in  its  iron  hand  revolted 
against  it.  They  came  up  with  their  le- 
gions and  their  armies  ;  they  tore  from  it 
province  after  province;  finally  they  dev- 
astated and  desolated  Italy.  Last  of  all, 
they  sacked  and  ruined  Rome.  The  whole 
material  structure  and  fabric  of  that  great 
empire,  the  greatest  and  most  perfect  hu- 
man society  the  world  had  ever  seen,  was 
completely  crushed,  crumbled  to  dust,  and 
swept  away  before  the  winds  of  heaven. 

Then  the  Christian  world  that  now  ex- 
ists rose  into  existence.  It  was  the  Chris- 
tian Church  which  created  the  Christian 
world.  It  had  a  double  mission ;  for  the 
Christian  Church  has  a  mission  first  to  in- 
dividuals, and  then  to  society — first  to  con- 
vert and  save  the  soul,  and  next  to  conse- 
crate and  elevate  the  political  society  of 
the  world.  As  Christianity  spread  from 
household  to  household,  thesse  households 
became  germs  and  patterns  of  Christian 
society.  As  cities  became  Christian  they 
were  combined  together  under  Christian 
laws.  As  kingdoms  arose  from  age  to 
age  they  were  bound  together  under  the 
supreme  unity  of  jurisdiction  and  in  the 
light  of  the  one  faith.  The  Christian 
world,  as  we  know  it,  now  arose.  What, 
then,  was  the  foundation  of  the  Christian 
world?  The  one  faith,  one  baptism,  the 
Christian  Sacrament  of  Matrimony,  the 
supreme  jurisdiction  of  the  head  of  the 
Christian  Church — these  four  elements  cre- 
ated the  Christian  world.  The  Roman 
Empire,  which  fell  and  was  swept  away, 
fell  not  more  by  the  external  violence 
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which  was  brought  to  bear  upon  it  than 
from  the  internal  corruption,  intellectual 
and  moral,  which  ate  away  its  vitality 
within,  and  turned  it  from  end  to  end  into 
a  mass  of  intellectual  and  moral  ruin.  It 
would  be  out  of  place,  and  I  have  not  time, 
to  give  you  proofs  of  what  I  say  farther 
than  this — I  would  ask  any  one  to  take 
any  common  history,  and  read  the  domes- 
tic life  of  the  Romans  in  the  Augustan, 
the  golden  period,  as  it  is  called.  The 
state  of  personal  and  domestic  morals  pre- 
sents a  picture  of  incredible  aud  unimagi- 
nable horrors  under  the  roof  of  every  fam- 
ily. We  find  that  fathers  claimed  and  ex- 
ercised the  right  of  life  and  death  over 
their  children  and  slaves ;  and  if  such  was 
the  private  life  of  men,  if  such  was  the 
state  of  their  homes,  what  was  the  state  of 
the  Commonwealth — of  that  great  empire 
in  its  public  morality?  The  human  imag- 
ination cannot  conceive,  without  the  fact 
before  it,  to  what  a  depth  of  intense  moral 
corruption  that  natural  society  of  the  world 
had  fallen.  The  Christian  society  of  the 
world  came  as  the  purifier  and  the  correc- 
tive of  the  evils  of  personal  and  domestic 
morality ;  it  purified  the  public  morality 
and  life  of  nations.  And  this  was  brought 
about  by  the  faith  and  knowledge  of  God ;  by 
the  laws  of  God ;  by  the  Sacrament  of  Mat- 
rimony; by  the  union  of  the  husband  and 
the  wife  restored  to  its  primitive  unity  and 
its  indissoluble  contract;  by  the  supreme 
authority  of  the  Christian  Church ;  by  that 
pastoral  authority  whereby  men  are  re- 
strained by  law  and  by  order ;  these  things 
elevated  the  natural  society  of  men  into  the 
Christian  world. 

But  then  came  a  great  conflict;  the 
natural  society  of  the  world  strove  to  des- 
troy the  Church  of  Christ  out  of  the  earth. 
Three  hundred  years  of  persecution  fol- 
lowed, and  the  Christian  society  gained 
little  by  little  its  ascendant  over  the  minds 
and  wills  of  men,  until  the  world  was 
weary  of  persecution  and  the  Church  en- 
tered into  peace.  From  that  time  onwards 
the  natural  and  supernatural  societies  of 
the  world  have  been  at  least  in  a  state  of 


amity  down  to  a  time  he  would  hereafter 
mark.  Then  Christendom  or  Christian 
Europe  began  to  arise.  The  spiritual  and 
civil  powers  stood  side  by  side,  with  many 
jars  and  contentions  indeed,  but  neverthe- 
less with  public  laws  and  mutual  relations 
and  duties  acting  in  co-operation  together, 
so  that  the  natural  society  of  the  world, 
which  taught  the  unlimited  lawfulness  of 
divorce,  was  taught  the  absolute  indissolu- 
bility  of  Christian  marriage — the  natural 
society  which  taught  that  fathers  had  pow- 
er of  life  and  death  over  their  children  was 
taught  that  those  children  were  the  chil- 
dren of  God — theirs  in  the  order  of  nature 
but  not  theirs  in  the  order  of  grace,  heirs 
of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  wards  commit- 
ted to  their  guardianship,  whom  they  were 
bound  to  bring  up  in  the  nurture  of  God, 
and  the  knowledge  of  His  Son  Jesus  Christ. 
They  were  taught  also  the  duty  of  mutual 
charity  one  to  another.  The  laws  of  au- 
thority and  equality  as  taught  in  the 
Christian  Church  under  the  supreme  au- 
thority of  one  head  were  transcribed  into 
the  public  law  of  nations.  That  was  the 
state  of  the  Christian  world  when  these 
two  societies  were  in  unity  together — when 
every  member  of  the  State  was  a  member 
of  the  Church,  when  every  law  of  the  State 
was  in  conformity  with  the  laws  of  the 
Church,  when  the  laws  .of  Christianity 
were  inscribed  as  part  of  the  laws  of  the 
land,  when  men  believed  that  human  soci- 
ety had  not  its  perfection  in  being  founded 
on  the  order  of  nature  only,  to  the  exclu- 
sion of  religion  or  indifference  to  religion, 
but  when  it  was  founded  on  the  one  only 
religion  revealed  by  God,  the  one  only 
basis  of  life  eternal.  Then  was  the  time 
when  the  natural  societies  were  united  to- 
gether, and  acted  in  mutual  cd-operation. 

And  now  he  came  to  that  date  to  which 
he  before  referred — 300  years  ago. 

Germany  and  England  and  the  North  of 
Europe  separated  themselves  from  the 
Christian  Church.  They  broke  the  bands 
of  unity,  and  renounced  its  supreme  au- 
thority; they  constituted  themselves  in- 
dependent upon  the  basis  of  their  own  nat. 
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ural  authority,  and  they  went  their  way; 
and  what  that  way  was  he  would  endeavor 
to  trace.  There  were  three  things  in 
that  division.  The  first  was  a  schism,  the 
second  was  a  rejection  of  the  divine  au- 
thority of  the  Church,  and  the  third  was 
the  setting  in  motion  of  that  which  men 
now  called  progress,  the  unlimited,  un- 
guided,  and  licentious  action  of  the  human 
intellect  and  of  the  human  will  without 
law  and  without  guide.  Looking  at  the 
condition  of  Germany,  they  were  told 
the  other  day  it  was  a  question  whether 
four-fifths  or  three-fourths  did  not  believe 
in  Christianity.  He  would  not  determine 
the  proportion.  And  looking  to  England, 
divided,  subdivided,  parcelled  out  into  he 
knew  not  how  many  sects  and  denomina- 
tions, each  interpreting  the  Bible  for  him- 
self because  the  supreme  authority  of  the 
Church  had  been  rejected.  In  every  coun- 
try that  had  separated  itself  from  the  unity 
of  the  Church  300  years  ago  the  Sacra- 
ment of  Christian  Matrimony  was  rejected 
by  the  public  laws.  The  indissolubility 
of  Christian  marriage  was  destroyed,  and 
the  law  of  divorce  was  introduced.  The 
foundation  of  the  natural  order  of  the 
family  itself  was  broken  up.  Whereso- 
ever divorce  entered,  the  authority  of  pa- 
rents, the  obedience  of  children,  and  the 
equality  of  the  family  were  shaken,  if  not 
destroyed.  What  the  effect  of  that  change 
had  been  he  would  leave  those  to  say  who 
had  the  daily  reports  of  the  tribunal  where 
such  cases  were  tried  before  their  eyes. 
Then  it  was  also  announced  as  a  princi- 
ple that  national  education  must  be  with- 
out religion — that  the  education  of  chil- 
dren belonged  to  the  State.  Within  the 
last  few  months  he  had  seen  it  again  and 
again  declared  in  those  authoritative  news- 
papers which  represented  public  opinion 
to  a  great,  but  he  hoped  not  to  the  full 
extent,  that  it  was  not  for  fathers  and 
mothers  to  determine  how  their  children 
should  be  educated ;  that  must  be  deter- 
mined by  the  supreme  authority  of  the 
State. 

They  were  told  that  in  the  matter  of  re- 


ligion it  was  indifferent  whether  men 
agreed — it  might  be  good  if  they  could, 
but  the  State  had  nothing  to  do  with  it, 
and  every  man  had  a  perfect  unfettered, 
unlimited  freedom,  not  only  of  thinking  as 
he  likes,  for  the  State  had  no  right  over 
his  thoughts,  but  to  speak  as  he  likes,  and 
to  sow  with  both  hands  broadcast  errors, 
heresies,  impieties,  and  blasphemies  where 
he  will;  that  there  is  no  authority  on  earth 
to  restrain  the  sowing  of  that  seed  of 
universal  desolation,  immorality,  and  un- 
belief, which  robs  posterity,  children  un- 
born, of  their  inheritance  of  truth  and 
salvation,  to  gratify  the  licentious  liberty 
and  the  supreme  freedom  of  each  individual 
man.  If  ever  there  was  a  spirit  of  revolt 
against  God  it  was  this;  and  yet  it  was 
inscribed  in  the  public  laws  of  what  was 
called  modern  civilization.  He  would  thus 
explain  the  meaning  of  liberalism,  progress, 
and  modern  civilization.  Liberality  meant 
the  giving  to  every  man  his  due,  and  giv- 
ing of  our  own  freely  for  his  good;  liber- 
alism meant  giving  to  another  that  which 
did  not  belong  to  ourselves.  The  truth  of 
God  and  the  laws  of  God  and  the  rights  of 
parents — these  belonged  to  no  man,  and 
to  give  them  away  was  an  impiety.  What, 
then,  was  the  meaning  of  progress  ?  A  de- 
parture from  that  union  of  natural  order 
and  natural  laws  of  States  with  the  super- 
natural order  which  the  law  of  God  had 
revealed  in  Christianity.  What,  then,  was 
the  meaning  of  modern  civilization?  The 
state  of  political  society  founded  upon 
divorce,  .secular  education,  infinite  divi- 
sions, and  contradictions  in  matters  of 
religion,  and  the  absolute  renunciation  of 
the  Christian  Church. 

Could  it,  then,  be  matter  of  wonder 
that  when  the  Roman  Pontiff  published 
the  Syllabus  all  those  who  were  in  love 
with  modern  civilization  should  have  risen 
in  uproar  against  it?  Or  could  it  be  won- 
dered that  when  the  world,  with  great 
courtesy  sometimes,  with  great  supercil- 
iousness at  other  times,  and  a  great  menace 
always,  invites  the  Roman  Pontiff  to  re- 
concile himself  to  liberalism,  progress,  and 
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modern  civilization,  he  should  say  "No  ; 
I  will  not  and  I  cannot.  Your  progress 
means  divorce  ;  I  maintain  Christian  mar- 
raige.  Your  progress  means  secular  edu- 
cation; I  maintain  that  education  is  in- 
trinsically and  necessarily  Christian.  You 
maintain  that  it  is  a  good  thing  that  men 
should  think  as  they  please ;  I  say  that  it 
is  sowing  error  broadcast  over  the  world. 
You  say  I  have  no  authority  over  the 
Christian  world,  that  I  am  not  the  vicar  of 
the  Good  Shepherd,  that  I  am  not  the  su- 
preme interpreter  of  the  Christian  faith. 
I  am  all  these.  You  ask  me  to  abdicate, 
to  renounce  my  supreme  authority.  You 
tell  me  I  ought  to  submit  to  the  civil 
power,  that  I  am  ahe  subject  of  the  King 
of  Italy,  and  from  him  I  am  to  receive  in- 
structions as  to  what  way  I  should  exer- 
cise this  supreme  power.  I  say  I  am  liber- 
ated from  all  civil  subjection,  that  my 
Lord  made  me  the  subject  of  no  one  on 
earth,  king  or  otherwise,  that  in  His  right 
I  am  sovereign.  I  acknowledge  no  civil 
superior,  I  am  the  subject  of  no  prince, 
and  I  claim  more  than  this — I  claim  to  be 
the  supreme  judge  and  director  of  the  con- 
sciences of  men — of  the  peasant  that  tills 
the  field  and  the  prince  that  sits  on  the 
throne — of  the  household  that  lives  in  the 
shade  of  privacy  and  the  Legislature  that 
makes  laws  for  kingdoms — I  am  the  sole 
last  supreme  judge  of  what  is  right  and 
wrong.  Your  progress  is  departure  from 
Christian  civilization;  in  that  path  you 
may  have  many  companions,  but  me  you 
will  not  find." 

The  Sovereign  Pontiff  even  in  that  Syl- 
labus has  invited  those  who  are  wandering 
from  Christian  civilization  to  what  they 
call  modern  civilization  to  return  again — 
to  come  back  to  Christian  marriage,  Chris- 
tian education,  Christian  unity  of  faith  and 
worship,  and  Christian  submission  to  him 
who  is  the  pastor  of  pastors.  This  was 
the  meaning  of  the  Syllabus.  I  know  you 
who  are  my  own  flock  respond  with  your 
hearts  to  what  I  have  said  ;  but  I  am  speak- 
ing to  many  who  are  not  members  of  my 
own  flock,  and  I  put  it  to  you  with  that 


integrity,  uprightness,  and  honor,  and 
strong,  vigorous  good  sense,  and  clear 
conscience,  and  the  desire  to  do  right, 
longing  to  know  the  truth  and  willing  to 
follow  it,  whether  I  have  indulged  to-day 
in  words  of  asperity  or  of  unreason,  and 
whether  I  have  not  pleaded  calmly  for  the 
laws  of  the  Christian  world.  Do  you  not 
yourselves  long  for  the  reconciling  of  di- 
visions, so  that  we  may  once  more  be  one 
together,  and  have  no  more  contentions 
and  conflicts?  The  Syllabus  is  no  offence; 
it  is  the  word  of  truth,  of  charity,  the  word 
of  the  Chief  Christian  Pastor  speaking  to 
the  Christian  world. 

And  now  one  word  by  way  of  illustra- 
tion :  Let  us  take  Rome  and  London. 
Rome  is  the  fruit  of  the  supernatural  soci- 
ety of  which  I  have  spoken.  London  is 
the  offspring  of  modern  civilization.  Long 
years  of  residence  in  Rome  and  an  inti- 
mate knowledge  of  it,  still  longer  years  of 
residence  in  London  and  a  more  complete 
intimacy  with  the  metropolis  of  my  own 
country,  enable  me  to  declare  that  in  point 
of  piety,  of  morality,  of  public  order,  of 
true  civilization,  which  means  charity, 
courtesy,  justice,  and  good-will  between 
man  and  man,  Rome  is  incomparably  be- 
yond London.  London,  with  2,500,000  of 
men,  of  whom  two-thirds  never  set  their 
foot  in  a  place  of  Christian  worship, — 
2,500,000  men  of  whom  I  know  not  how 
many  have  never  received  the  Sacrament  of 
Christian  baptism;  2,500,000  men  of  whom 
I  know  not  how  many  have  never  sanc- 
tified their  life  by  Christian  marriage — 
this  is  a  subject  too  deep  and  too  large ;  I 
cannot  enter  upon  it ;  and  I  end  with  these 
words :  there  is  but  One  Name  given  under 
heaven  whereby  we  can  be  saved — the 
name  of  Jesus  Christ — one  faith,  one  bap- 
tism for  the  remission  of  sins,  one  fold  un- 
der "one  Shepherd;  and  there  is  one  Chief 
Pastor  who  represents  Him,  the  Vicar  of 
Jesus  Christ,  of  whose  supreme  authorita- 
tive declarations  you  have  heard  to-day. 


THE    greatest  of   all  temptations  is    to 
have  none. —  Cure  of  Ars. 
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"  I  Don't  Mean  Him," 

The  following  anecdote  of  the  Rev.  James  Axley, 
familiarly  known  as  "  Old  Jimmy,"  a  renowned  and 
redoubtable  preacher  of  East  Tennessee,  was  related 
by  Hugh  L.  White,  for  many  years  a  distinguished 
Judge  in  that  State,  and  afterwards  a  conspicuous 
member  of  the  Federal  Senate. 

It  was  noised  through  the  town  of  Jonesborough, 
that  Mr.  Axley  would  hold  forth  on  the  morning 
of  the  ensuing  Sabbath.  The  famous  divine  was  a 
great  favorite — with  none  more  than  with  Judge 
White.  At  the  appointed  hour,  the  Judge,  in  com- 
pany witli  a  large  congregation,  was  in  attendance 
at  the  house  of  prayer.  All  was  hushed  in  expect- 
ation. Mr.  Axley  entered,  but  with  him  a  clerical 
brother  who  was  "put  up"  to  preach.  The  con- 
gregation was  composed  of  a  border  population ; 
they  were  disappointed ;  this  was  not  the  man  they 
had  come  to  hear  ;  consequently  there  was  a  good 
deal  of  misbehavior.  The  discourse  was  «ided  and 
Mr.  Axley  rose.  It  is  a  custom  in  the  new  country, 
when  two  or  more  preachers  are  present,  for  each 
of  them  to  have  something  to  say.  The  people 
opine  that  it  is  a  great  waste  of  time  to  come  a  long 
distance  and  be  put  off  with  a  short  service. 

Mr.  Axley  stood  silently  surveying  the  congrega- 
tion, until  every  eye  was  riveted.  He  then  began  : 

"  It  may  be  a  very  painful  duty,  but  it  is  a  very 
solemn  one,  for  a  minister  of  the  Gospel  to  reprove 
vice,  misconduct,  and  sin,  whenever  and  wherever  he 
sees  it.  But  especially  is  this  his  duty  on  Sunday  and 
at  church.  This  is  a  duty  I  am  about  to  attend  to. 

"And  now,"  continued  the  reverend  speaker, 
pointing  with  his  long  finger  in  the  direction  in- 
dicated, "  that  man  sitting  out  yonder,  behind  the 
door,  who  got  up  and  went  out  while  the  brother 
was  preaching,  stayed  out  as  long  as  he  wanted  to, 
got  his  boots  full  of  mud,  came  back  and  stamped 
the  mud  oil  at  the  door,  making  all  the  noise  he 
could,  on  purpose  to  disturb  the  attention  of  the 
congregation,  and  then  took  his  seat ;  that  man 
thinks  I  mean  him.  No  wonder  he  does.  It 
doesn't  look  as  if  he  had  been  raised  in  the  white 
settlements,  does  it,  to  behave  that  way  at  meeting  ? 
Now,  my  friend,  I'd  advise  you  to  learn  better 
manners  before  you  come  to  church  next  time. 
But  I  don't  mean  him." 

Directing  his  finger  to  another  aim,  he  said1  : 

"  That  man  sitting  there,  that  looks  as  bright  and 
pert  as  if  he  never  was  asleep  in  his  life,  and  never 
expected  to  be,  but  that  just  as  soon  as  the  broth  e 
took  his  text  laid  his  head  down  on  the  back  of  the 
seat  in  front  of  him,  went  sound  asleep,  slept  the 
whole  liuu:,  ;ind  snored;  that  man  thinks  I  mean 
him.  My  friend,  don't  you  know  the  church  ain't 


the  place  to  sleep?  If  you  needed  rest,  why  didn't 
you  stay  at  home,  take  off  your  clothes  and  go  to 
bed  ?  That's  the  place  to  sleep,  not  church.  The 
next  time  you  have  a  chance  to  hear  a  sermon,  I 
advise  you  to  keep  awake.  But  I  don't  mean  him." 

Thus  did  he  proceed,  pointing  out  every  man, 
woman,  and  child  who  had  in  the  slightest  devi- 
ated from  a  befitting  line  of  conduct ;  characterizing 
the  misdemeanor,  and  reading  short  lessons  of 
rebuke, 

Judge  White  was  all  this  time  sitting  at  the  end 
of  the  front  seat,  just  under  the  speaker,  enjoying 
the  old  gentleman's  disquisition  to  the  last  degree, . 
twisting  his  neck  around  to  note  if  the  audience 
relished  the  "  down-combings"  as  much  as  he  did  ; 
rubbing  his  hands,  smiling,  chuckling  inwardly. 
Between  his  teeth  and  cheek  was  a  monstrous  quid 
of  tobacco,  which,  the  better  he  was  pleased  the 
more  he  chewed,  the  more  he  chewed  the  more 
he  spat,  and  behold  the  floor  bore  witness  to  the 
results.  At  length  the  old  gentleman,  straighten- 
ing himself  up  to  his  height,  continued  with  great 
gravity : 

"And  now  I  reckon  you  want  to  know  whom  I 
do  mean.  I  mean  that  dirty,  nasty,  filthy  tobacco 
chewer,  sitting  on  the  end  of  that  front  seat|" — his 
finger,  meanwhile,  pointing  as  true  as  the  needle 
to  the  pole ; — "  see  what  he  has  been  about !  Look 
at  those  puddles  on  the  floor ;  a  frog  wouldn't  get 
into  them.  Think  of  the  tails  of  the  sisters'  dresses 
being  dragged  through  that  muck  !" 

The  crestfallen  Judge  averred  that  he  never 
chewed  any  more  tobacco  in  church. 


Departure  of  Prelates. 


BALTIMORE,  Oct.  20. — A  large  crowd  thronged 
the  wharves  of  the  steamship  company  this  after- 
noon to  witness  the  departure  of  the  Catholic 
bishops  who  left  for  Rome.  Archbishop  Spalding 
was  escorted  from  his  residence  bv  a  large  prno<>s- 
sion  to  the  steamer,  and  two  large  steamers,  densely 
crowded,  escorted  the  Bremen  steamer  down  the 
river  to  the  bay.  The  following  are  among  her 
passengers : 

Most  Rev.  Martin  J.  Spalding,  Archbishop  of  Hal- 
timore;  Rt.  Rev  Bishops  Wood,  of  Philadelphia;  Mo 
Gill,  of  Richmond ;  Domenec,  of  Pittsburgh ;  Mullin, 
of  Erie ;  James  Gibbons,  Vicar  Apostolic  of  North 
Carolina;  James  M.  O'Gorman,  Vicar  Apostolic  of 
Nebraska;  Rev.  Charles  O'Connor,  Vice  Rector  of 
the  American  College  at  Rome,  and  several  priests 
together  with  Messrs.  Benj.  Kelly  and  Corrigan, 
students  from  the  College  at  Koine.  • 

TORONTO,  Oct.  20. — Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Lynch  left 
to-day  for  Rome  to  attend  the  (Ecumenical  Council. 
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No.  46. 


Mary,  Queen  of  Purgatory. 


FOB  THE  MONTH  OF  NOVEMBER -DEDICATED 
TO  THE  SOULS  IN  PURGATOKY. 


"  Maria  bona  existentibus  in  purgatoria  quia  per 
earn  habeat  suffragiurn. — Mary  is  kind  and  benev- 
olent to  the  souls  in  purgatory ;  for  through  her 
their  pains  are  soothed." — St.  Vincent  Ferrier,  Serm. 
ii.  de  Nat. 

[CONTINUED.] 

We  may  also  call  on  St.  Peter  Damian 
to  support  the  pious  thought  we  are  at 
present  adducing,  and  which  we  could  still 
further  illustrate  by  revelations  and  Pon- 
tifical Bulls. 

But  why  heap  quotation  on  quotation  in 
favor  of  a  privilege  which  no  Catholic 
denies  to  the  glorious  Virgin,  but  which, 
on  the  contrary,  we  are  only  too  happy  to 
recogni/e  and  see  placed  in  her  hands. 

Yes,  here  once  more  we  feel  ourselves 
urged  to  exclaim:  Blessed  forever  be  God 
who  has  intrusted  such  power  to  one  of 
His  creatures,  and  has  chosen  Mary  on  ac- 
count of  her  wisdom  and  goodness  to  dis- 
pense it. 

According  to  many  considerable  writers 
she  availed  herself  largely  of  this  power 
on  the  day  of  her  Assumption.  For  as  we 
have  sometimes  seen  sovereigns,  or  even 
queens,  on  ascending  the  throne,  at  their 
coronation,  on  the  birth  of  an  heir  or  after 
a  grand  victory,  open  all  the  prisons  of 
their  kingdom  and  restore  to  liberty  all 
those  who  were  detained  in  those  melan- 
choly abodes  of  shame  and  punishment,  so 
on  the  solemn  day  when  Mary  left  the  earth 
to  seat  herself  on  a  throne  at  the  right 
hand  of  God,  she  emptied  Purgatory,  if  we 


may  believe  the  weightiest  authorities, 
even  as  her  Son  on  the  day  of  His  Ascen- 
sion had  borne  away  from  Limbo  all  the 
souls  which  were  awaiting  therein  their 
happy  deliverance.  And  in  like  manner 
as  Christ  reascended  to  heaven  escorted 
and  followed  by  all  the  souls  He  had  res- 
cued from  the  place  of  detention,  so  His 
Blessed  Mother  carried  with  her  into 
eternal  felicity  all  the  souls  which  were  at 
that  time  sighing  for  their  enlargement. 
Evacuavit  purgatorium  ac  postremo  as- 
sumpta  est. 

It  is  even  piously  and  sweetly  believed 
that  on  the  occasion  of  all  her  Feasts  she 
obtains  from  her  adorable  Son  the  liber- 
ation of  several  souls  which  are  the  objects 
of  her  tenderness  and  mercy  ;  for  what 
gift,  we  ask,  could  our  Lord  make  to  Mary 
more  agreeable  to  the  heart  of  this  tender 
Mother  than  the  deliverance  of  some  of 
those  suffering  souls,  which  are  represented 
to  us  bathed  in  tears  and  with  dishevelled 
hair  in  the  midst  of  devouring  flames  ? 
What  must  be  her  feelings  of  joy  and 
happiness  when  she  snatches  one  of  these 
souls  from  its  fiery  prison,  opening  to  it 
the  heaven  it  has  so  ardently  longed  for, 
and  assigning  to  it  a  place  among  the 
inhabitants  of  the  city  of  peace.  Ah  !  a 
conqueror  returning  from  battle  laden 
with  spoils,  a  lioness  finding  again  her 
cubs  which  a  bold  hunter  had  carried  away, 
a  mother  experiencing  the  happiness  of  sav- 
ing her  child  from  the  midst  of  the  flames, 
from  the  jaws  of  a  wild  beast  or  the  wa- 
ters of  a  torrent,  do  not  experience  such 
deep  and  lively  satisfaction  as  that  which 
fills  the  heart  of  Mary  when  she  obtains 
permission  for  a  soul  to  pass  from  Purga- 
tory into  heaven. 
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No,  Mary,  abyss  of  clemency  and  com- 
passion, cannot  but  pity  those  souls  which 
the  hand  of  God  has  simply  touched,  and 
which  under  the  weight  of  His  hand  have 
found  tribulation  and  inexpressible  woe. 

And  the  interest  of  our  good  Mother,  as 
she  is  called  by  a  great,  writer,  in  the  lot 
of  these  prisoners  of  God  is  heightened  by 
the  fact  that  they  are  living  members  of 
Jesus  Christ,  her  Son  ;  future  and  certain 
heirs  of  heaven  ;  that  their  names  are  in- 
scribed in  the  book  of  life,  and  a  place 
marked  out  for  them  in  the  city  of  the  liv- 
ing. These  souls  are  just,  but  their  justice 
is  imperfect;  they  are  the  dear  and  well- 
beloved  children  of  God,  but  they  have 
deserved  a  temporary  chastisement.  In 
them  Mary  sees  the  children  of  her  tender- 
ness, the  children  of  her  sorrojpT  Ah ! 
how  she  yearns  to  gather  them  around  her 
as  the  hen  gathers  her  chickens  under  her 
wings  !  I  long  for  you,  I  desire  you.  I 
burn  to  see  you  in  the  bowels  of  Jesus 
Christ :  Cupio  vos  in  msceribus  Christi, 
wrote  the  Apostle  Paul  to  his  beloved 
Philippians.  But,  my  God  !  what  a  differ- 
ence between  this  feeling  of  the  Apostle, 
however  ardent  we  may  suppose  it  to  have 
been,  and  that  of  Mary  towards  the  elect 
souls  suffering  in  the  furnace  of  God's  jus- 
tic  !  In  how  much  greater  degree  even 
than  the  Apostle  of  the  Gentiles  is  she  not 
devoured  with  the  desire  of  seeing  all  those 
souls,  which  have  so  many  claims  on  her 
love,  in  the  enjoyment  of  eternal  beatitude. 

We  remember  once  having  heard  a  moth- 
er— in  a  moment  of  tenderness,  doubtless 
— exclaim  that  she  could  not  understand 
how  any  mother  could  be  happy  in  heaven 
if  her  children  were  in  the  flames  of  hell, 
or  even  merely  in  purgatory.  Availing 
ourselves,  of  this  thought,  unenlightened 
as  it  was  by  the  rays  of  faith,  we  would 
say  that  were  it  possible  to  suffer  in  the 
abode  of  sovereign  felicity,  Mary  would 
suffer  greatly  and  her  happiness  would 
be  cruelly  affected  on  contemplating  the 
misery  endured  by  the  souls  in  purgatory. 
They  walk  in  the  midst  of  trouble 
Ambulant  in  medio  tribulationis.  Ah!  the 


,hree  Hebrew  youths  walked  also  in  the 
lames  of  the  burning  furnace  into  which 
they    had    been    cast  -by    the   command 
of  Nabuchodonosor,  but  those  flames  re- 
spe'cted  them,  and  did  not  even  change  the 
olor  of  their   garments  ;   while   those  of 
purgatory  thoroughly  penetrate  the  souls 
ommitted  to  them,  as  the  fire  of  the  forge 
penetrates  the  iron. 

In  the  same  manner,  however,  as  God 
watched  over  these  three  heroic  youths,  so 
He  has  suffered  the  Blessed  Virgin  to  pre- 
side over  that  temporary  prison  in  which 
His  justice  is  exercised,  but  in  which  there 
is  still  room  for  His  mercy;  and  God 
knows  full  well  how  largely  Mary  avails 
herself  of  the  power  Pie  has  intrusted  to 
her  of  alleviating  and  even  of  abridging 
the  punishments  of  this  abode  of  desola- 
tion. God  knows  full  well  how  many  tears 
she  continually  allays,  how  many  chains 
she  breaks,  how  many  flames  she  extin- 
guishes, and  how  many  exiles  she  is  con- 
tinually introducing  into  their  true  coun- 
try, where  they  become  jewels  in  the  crown 
of  their  deliverer.  For  if,  as  we  are  taught 
by  the  Church,  by  our  prayers,  fasts,  alms, 
and  Communions  we  may  procure  refresh- 
ment for  such  of  our  brothers  as  are  in  a 
state  of  suffering  in  order  to  become  event- 
ually worthy  of  entering  heaven,  and  some- 
times even  bring  to  a  close  their  cruel 
anguish ;  and  if,  on  the  other  hand,  bj  thus 
coming  to  their  assistance  we  secure  to 
ourselves  their  eternal  gratitude  in  heaven, 
having  made  in  them  friends  who  will 
never  forget  what  we  have  done  for  them 
and  the  noble  service  we  have  rendered 
them,  how  vast  and  infinite  must  be  the 
multitude  of  hearts  which  in  the  happiness 
of  Zion  will  ever  burn  with  incessant 
gratitude  to  her,  blessing  at  the  same  time 
the  boundless  power  granted  to  her  by 
God.  and  the  purposes  to  which  she  has 
applied  it. 

O  Mary,  Queen  of  heaven,  as  also  of 
purgatory,  the  writer  of  these  lines  in  thy 
praise  and  glory  raises  to  thee  at  this  mo- 
ment the  gaze  of  his  soul  and  the  cry  of 
of  his  heart,  and  says  to  thee:  Blessed,  a 
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thousand  times  blessed,  be  God  who  has 
established  thee  as  the  benefactress  of  pur- 
gatory !  For  that  abode  of  darkness  thou 
art,  O  Mary,  a  splendid  ray  of  light !  For 
that  land  without  water  thou  art  a  pure 
fountain  and  a  refreshing  dew  !  How 
charming  to  me  is  that  thought !  how 
consistent  with  my  piety  and  my  love  for 
thee !  how  greatly  it  diminishes  in  my 
eyes  the  horror  of  that  terrible  region, 
which  even  the  souls  of  the  righteous  es- 
cape with  difficulty.  With  pleasure  there- 
fore do  I  embrace  it.  I  engrave  it  in  my 
heart,  and  would  bear  it  with  me  to  the 
grave,  as  some  do  the  objects  most  pre- 
cious to  them  during  life.  Yes,  I  will  go 
down  among  the  dead  with  the  sweet  hope 
that  thou  wilt  not  lose  sight  of  me  nor  forget 
me.  On  earth,  O  Mary,  we  are  soon  for- 
gotten when  we  have  ceased  to  live.  With 
thee  it  is  far  different;  thy  tenderness  sur- 
vives the  dissolution  of  our  prison  of  clay 
and  thy  maternal  eye  pursues  our  soul  and 
body  in  the  place  assigned  to  it  by  God. 
O  Blessed  Virgin,  I  have  but  too  fully 
deserved  through  my  sins  to  be  condemned 
to  the  fire  which  is  not  quenched,  and  to 
be  preyed  upon  by  the  worm  which  dieth 
not ;  but  if,  owing  to  the  infinite  mercy  of 
God  and  thy  intercession,  I  shall  be  so 
happy  as  to  escape  that  abode  of  horror, 
where  pardon  is  hopeless ;  if  I  shall  be  so 
fortunate  as  on  my  departure  from  this 
life  to  be  condemned  to  temporal  punish- 
ment, ah,  Mary  !  ah,  my  Mother !  when  I 
shall  be  plunged  in  those  mournful  dun- 
geons of  divine  Justice,  when  the  woes  of 
that  temporary  hell  shall  encompass  me, 
when  the  sorrowful  tortures  of  that  kind 
of  death  shall  weigh  me  down,  do  thou 
then  come  to  my  assistance ;  deliver  my 
soul  from  that  death,  my  eyes  from  tears, 
and  my  feet  from  the  abyss  ;  shorten  my 
term  of  exile  for  the  promised  land  ;  pluck 
me  from  the  depth  of  misery  and  from  the 
midst  of  the  slough,  and  enable  me  to  see 
God,  to  please  Him  in  the  land  of  the  liv- 
ing, and  to  mingle  my  voice  with  those  of 
the  Seraphim  in  chaunting  His  praises  and 
thy  own.  For  that  end,  O  Mary,  I  address 


to  thee  that  prayer  which  one  of  thy  pan- 
egyrists, far  more  worthy  than  myself  to 
write  of  thy  grandeur  and  who  is  now  con- 
templating it  clearly  in  heaven,  addressed 
to  thee  himself  during  his  sojourn  on 
earth:  "O  my  Mother,  do  not  reject  me  in 
the  time  of  my  death;  but  succor  my  soul 
when  it  shall  have  quitted  my  body ;  may 
it  experience  thy  tenderness  in  the  flames, 
and  grant  that  it  may  eventually  find  a 
place  among  the  elect  of  God." 

But,  O  Mary,  we  cannot  but  address  our 
prayers  to  thee  here  in  favor  of  those  souls 
which  in  the  present  moment  are  actually 
suffering  and  weeping  in  the  depths  of 
that  burning  abyss,  and  conjuring  us  with 
loud  cries  to  be  mindful  of  them.  ' 

For  them  we  will  cry  unto  thee :  O  Mary, 
have  pity  on  these  victims  of  sin.  The 
arrows  of  the  Almighty  fall  upon  them  like 
hail, — be  thou  their  buckler;  a  burning 
thirst  devours  them  in  that  flaming  region, 
in  that  land  without  water, — be  thou  as 
rain  for  them  and  as  a  refreshing  spring; 
coals  of  fire  are  their  only  couch — do  thou 
temper  their  fierce  heat;  their  eyes  cease 
not  to  weep — may  thy  hand  dry  their  tears; 
they  cry  aloud  for  the  end  of  their  banish- 
ment— do  thou  bring  their  exile  to  a  close; 
they  are  at  the  entrance  of  the  haven, — do 
thou  open  it  to  their  longing  desires;  they 
make  unspeakable  efforts  to  reach=-do  thou 
stretch  thy  arms  towards  them.  Are  not 
goodness  and  kindness,  O  Mary,  thy  best 
prerogatives ! 

May  these  souls  owe  to  thee  their  more 
speedy  possession  of  heaven  and  enjoy- 
ment of  God.  May  they  be  relieved  sooner 
than  their  own  merits  would  allow,  to  sing 
with  the  angels  at  the  foot  of  thy  throne 
thy  mercy  and  that  of  the  Most  High  to 
whom  be  honor  and  glory  forever  and  ever. 
Amen. 


"  SEE  how  good  the  Holy  Virgin  is ! 
Her  great  servant  St.  Bernard  used  often 
say  to  her, '  I  salute  thee,  Mary.'  One  day 
this  good  Mother  answered  him,  '  I  salute 
thee,  my  son  Bernard.'" — Cure  of  Ars. 
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Lines  on  the  Immaculate  Conception. 


[  Written  in  the  Irish  language  at  Rome,  in  De- 
cember, 1854,  on  the  occasion  of  the  dogmatic  pro- 
mulgation of  the  doctrine  of  the  Immaculate  Con- 
ception of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  by  his  Grace  John 
Mac  Hale,  Archbishop  of  Tuam,  and  copied  by  us 
from  Very  Rev.  Ulick  J.  Bourke's  unique  work  en- 
titled "  The  Bull  Ineffabilis,"  in  four  languages. 
— Monitor.] 

A  pilgrim  from  the  sainted  isle, 
On  which,  amidst  the  darkest  storm, 

The  "  Ocean's  Star"  ne'er  ceased  to  smile, 
And  guard  its  ancient  faith  from  harm ; 

'Twould  ill  become  no  voice  to  raise, 

To  sound  the  sinless  Virgin's  praise. 

Nor  need  our  harp  be  here  unstrung 
On  willows  hanging  from  sad  fears 

That,  should  it  breathe  our  native  tongije, 
Its  tones  should  melt  us  into  tears.  ** 

On  Tiber's  banks  no  tongue  is  strange, 

Rome's  faith  and  tongue  embrace  earth's  range. 

Let's  hail,  through  distant  time,  the  star, 

Whose  feeble,  yet  auspicious,  ray, 
Announced  our  recent  feast  afar, 

Like  morning  kindling  into  day ; 
Of  which  the  heaven-taught  seers  of  old 
Have  in  prophetic  glimpses  told. 

Let  each  one  raise  his  coral  voice, 
Gushing  from  the  heart's  deep  well, 

And  whilst  in  concord  we  rejoice, 
Let  that  concord  be  the  swell 

Of  mingling  streams,  that  bear  along 

The  precious  faith  of  sacred  song. 

That  sacred  song,  whose  spring  we  trace 

Back  to  the  dawning  of  the  world, 
When,  ere  the  parents  of  our  race 

Were  from  their  blissful  Eden  hurled, 
Th'  Almighty  Father  cheer'd  the  gloom, 
Which  sin  cast  o'  er  their  future  doom. 

From  out  the  darkness  of  the  shroud 
Which  veil'd  the  Word's  eternal  birth, 

Came  forth  a  voice  that  pierc'd  the  cloud, 
Shadowing  His  descent  on  earth, 

Of  woman  born,  doom'd  to  tread 

And  crush  the  wily  serpent's  head. 

The  bush  that  fixed  the  prophet's  gaze, 

When  in  Egypt  Israel  groan'd, 
Remained  intact  amid  the  blaze, 

Nor  its  fierceness  felt  or  owii'd. 
Bright  types  of  her,  whose  spotless  soul 
Had  never  known  the  fiend's  control. 

The  garden  closed,  the  secret  bowers, 

Impervious  all  to  mortal  eye, 
The  fountain  sealed,  the  lonely  flowers 

Of  richest  fragrance,  fairest  dye — 
All  but  emblems,  yet  how  faint ! 
Of  her  whom  sin  could  never  taint. 


Since  th'  Ephesian  trumpets  roll'd 
God's  Mother's  glories  through  each  clime, 

No  bells  from  church's  roof  e'er  toll'd, 
To  waft  o'er  earth  a  sweeter  chime, 

Than  that  to  hear  on  this  day  given, 

Lifting  up  the  soul  to  heaven. 

Hail  thou,  to  whom  God's  angel  bright 
Brought  down  the  tidings  from  the  skies, 

That,  full  of  grace  and  heavenly  light, 
Thou  wert  all  lovely  in  His  eyes ! 

Hail  thou,  of  all  God  made  the  best ! 

His  Virgin  Mother,  ever  bless'd. 

When  in  this  darksome  vale  of  teara 
Our  weary  pilgrim  days  are  run ; 

When  death's  approach  awakes  our  fears, 
Do  thou,  sweet  Virgin,  with  thy  Son, 

Plead  and  show  forth  thy  gracious  power, 

And  light  our  passage  at  that  hour. 


THE    SISTERS, 

—  OB  — 

A  Lesson  in  the  School  of  Adversity. 


A  CATHOLIC  STORY,  FOB  THE  OLD  AND  FOB 
THE  YOUNG. 


CHAPTER  II. 

The  farm-house  to  which  they  betook 
themselves  was  one  of  those  large,  old- 
fashioned  English  mansions,  which  have 
stood  for  ages — with  their  thick  walls, 
and  panelled,  wainscotted  apartments. 
There  was  one  very  large  room,  where  the 
ancient  lord  of  the  manor  often  received 
his  tenants ;  a  carpet  had  never  yet  been 
spread  on  its  oaken  floor.  A  large  bed- 
room over  it  was  the  room  of  state,  set 
apart  till  now  for  great  arrivals.  To  this 
room  was  Mrs.  Simmons  carried.  Fred- 
eric and  the  French  cousin  had  been  down 
beforehand,  with  Aunt  Ellen  and  Mercy,  to 
arrange  everything  to  suit  the  invalid. 
That  room  had  been  thoroughly  repaired, 
and  furnished  to  suit  the  lady :  a  Turkey 
carpet  spread  upon  the  floor,  a  large,  high, 
four-posted,  canopied  bedstead,  richly  hung 
with  damask  and  covered  with  the  finest, 
and  most  delicate  white  sheets,  blanket  sand 
counterpane,  were  ready  to  receive  her; 
the  best  and  costliest  furnitui'e  from  her 
former  mansion  was  appropriated  to  her 
special  use  ;  and,  above  all,  Mercy  was  re- 
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taincd  to  wait  upon  her.  Her  room,  too, 
opened  on  another — a  smaller  apartment, 
which  was  to  form  her  sitting-room.  The 
rest  of  the  house  was  as  yet  in  confusion. 
There  were  two  smaller  sitting-rooms  be- 
low, a  large  hall,  a  kitchen,  dairy,  apple- 
room,  large  pantry,  and  cheese-room — all 
of  them  somewhat  out  of  repair  ;  and  over 
them  were  bedrooms  and  attics  numerous 
enough  but  not  promising  much  comfort 
or  convenience. 

"We  shall  have  something  to  do  here," 
said  Margaret  almost  gaily,  to  veil  the  an- 
noyance she  felt  at  the  disorder.  "  Cousin 
Louis,  I  retain  you  as  master  of  the  works, 
for  the  house  needs  repairing  and  you 
have  promised  me  your  assistance.  I  shall 
turn  farmer,  and  Frederic  must  be  my 
bailiff;  Aunt  Ellen,  will  you  be  house- 
keeper, and  see  that  the  cooks  and  dairy- 
maids do  their  work ;  and  thus  after  a 
while  we  shall  get  matters  into  order." 

"  And  what  shall  we  do,  sister?"  said 
the  girls. 

"  Oh,  something  of  everything,  accord- 
ing to  your  strength.  Minnie  must  take 
care  of  the  baby,  Gabrielle  and  Carrie  can 
dust  the  rooms,  Bessie  and  Agnes  must 
play  on  the  floor  together.  We  shall  get 
along  finely.  Come  on  the  terrace  now, 
and  see  how  pretty  it  is."  •  And  they  all 
sallied  forth. 

The  place  was  pretty  enough,  though 
formal  in  its  laying  out.  A  high  terrace 
ran  round  two  sides  of  the  garden ;  there 
was  an  apple  orchard,  and  an  inclosure 
for  the  finer  fruits. 

"Why,  gardening  alone  will  occupy 
many  hands,"  said  Margaret. 

"  But,"  said  Louis,  "  don't  go  to  work, 
my  fair  cousin,  head  over  heels.  Farming 
is  an  art  and  a  science  ;  gardening  is  the 
same.  You  know  nothing  of  either,  and 
I  have  known  thousands  lost  by  amateur 
attempts." 

"  Don't  be  afraid.  I  shall  have  an  ex- 
perienced bailiff  and  put  myself  to  school 
to  his  experience,  while  I  study  the  sci- 
ence of  the  matter  besides.  I  mean  to 
make  my  farm  pay." 


"  Good,"  said  Frederic.  "  I  will  study 
with  you." 

These  words  were  uttered  at  first  more 
to  dispel  the  gloomy  thoughts  of  those 
about  her  than  in  pursuance  of  any  serious 
resolve  to  devote  her  attention  to  farming. 
She  felt  however  that  some  important  oc- 
cupation was  necessary  to  create  an  inter- 
est as  well  as  to  make  money ;  therefore 
as  soon  as  by  their  united  efforts  they  had 
set  the  house  to  rights,  Margaret  began 
seriously  to  consider  how  to  employ  its 
inmates  so  as  to  dispel  ennui  or  chagrin. 

She  proceeded  with  great  caution.  The 
grounds  immediately  about  the  house,  the 
garden  and  the  orchard,  had  been  much 
neglected,  and  she  seriously  thought  some- 
thing might  be  made  from  them  if  cultiva- 
ted. "  Everything  round  the  house  should 
be  neat  and  tasty,"  she  said  ;  "and  such  a 
garden  as  ours  would  support  a  whole  vil- 
lage of  Chinese.  Frederic,  try  it:  make 
what  you  can  of  these  grounds.  Keep  an 
account,  and  pocket  the  proceeds.  The 
rent  I  ask  is  the  vegetables  we  need  at  ta- 
ble ;  and  for  the  ornamental  part,  I  will 
find  you  a  man  to  help,  at  my  own  cost,  as 
there  is  no  profit  there  at  present.  Only 
I  make  this  bargain :  you  must  study  as 
well  as  work.  I  believe  out-door  work 
good  for  the  frame,  if  properly  performed ; 
but  you  are  too  young  to  quit  study ;  you 
must  read  a  stated  number  of  hours  per 
day.  Promise  me  this." 

"  Yes,  my  dear  sister ;  but  who  will  di- 
rect my  studies?" 

"Louis  has  promised  to  stay  some 
months.  You  will  read  French  and  Latin 
with  him;  he  is  a  good  scholar." 

Margaret  had,  then,  a  certain  care  upon 
her  hands — to  support  all  this  large  fam- 
ily. That  which  is  curious  about  it  is  that 
she  never  once  thought  of  letting  them 
shift  for  themselves.  Unknown  to  them, 
a  great  sorrow  had  passed  over  her,  and 
left  her  steadied  and  unselfish.  This  only 
Louis  knew  of  all  that  circle,  and  it  had 
impressed  his  mind  with  a  vast  respect  for 
his  cousin.  Years  ago — yet  not  so  long 
either,  since  all  were  yet  young,  but  grief 
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lengthens  the  years, — years  ago  Margaret 
had  been  betrothed  to  the  bosom  friend  of 
Louis;  and  When  the  friends  of  both  began 
to  think  of  settling  the  young  couple,  the 
young  man  was  drowned  in  a  rowing-match 
on  the  river.  Upset  into  a  hole,  entangled 
in  some  weeds,  the  body  was  not  recovered 
without  difficulty,  and  not  till  it  had  been 
dead  some  hours.  Louis  it  was  who  broke 
the  news  to  Margaret,  and  kept  her  soli- 
tude sacred  so  long  as  she  desired  it.  Then, 
at  her  request,  he  conducted  her  to  a  con- 
vent, where  she  stayed  for  a  twelvemonth  ; 
but  finding,  as  her  cousin  had  forewarned 
her,  that  grief  is  not  sufficient  to  constitute 
a  vocation,  she  returned  to  her  aunt's 
house,  where  shortly  after  she  was  sum- 
moned, as  we  have  seen,  to  the  death-bed 
of  her  father.  The  brotherly  affection  of 
Louis  was  very  pleasing  to  her ;  he,  on  his 
part,  reverenced  her  as  a  superior  being, 
and  was  but  too  happy  to  find  himself  use- 
ful to  her.  He  was  many  years  her  senior, 
and  his  experience  in  life  was  the  more 
valuable  as  it  was  founded  on  a  sincere 
piety. 

To  Louis,  then,  Frederic  learnt  to  look 
for  guidance  and  advice  and  tutorship, — 
and,  what  spared  his  pride  somewhat,  he 
could  earn  money  with  his  own  hands,  and 
was  thus  spared  the  humiliation  of  depend- 
ence on  his  sister. 

The  pleasure  he  took  in  his  work,  which 
her  prudence  insisted  on  restricting  to  six 
hours  toil  a  day,  would  hardly  be  believed 
by  those  who  have  never  undertaken,  in- 
telligently, horticultural  labors.  The  sym- 
pathy of  those  about  him,  the  cultivation 
of  beauty  in  its  varied  natural  forms,  the 
science  which  gradually  crept  into  his  ex- 
periments,— finally,  the  profit  he  realized 
on  his  intelligent  direction  of  the  laborers 
he  employed,  and  with  whom  he  worked, 
made  a  man  of  him.  In  the  evenings, 
seated  by  the  fire,  he  would  boast  that  gar- 
dening was  better  fun  than  boating,  racing, 
or  any  of  the  diversions  of  Eton  to  which 
he  had  been  accustomed. 

Meantime  the  interests  of  the  sisters 
were  not  neglected.     Louis  gave  the  elder 


girls  lessons  in  French  and  drawing,  Aunt 
Ellen  in  English,  Margaret  in  music.  The 
colony  was  progressing  visibly;  but  that 
which  seemed  the  strangest  was  that  it 
came  to  be  received  as  an  axiom  in  this 
family,  that  the  hand  had  to  be  educated 
as  well  as  the  head — 'that  to  be  useful  was 
a  part  of  education.  Margaret  did  not  ser- 
monize, or  indeed  talk  much  on  any  sub- 
ject; but  when  she  asked  "Who  is  going 
to  set  the  bread  to-day?" — "Who  made 
these  nice  pies?" — "  How  soon  do  you  think 
you  will  have  courage  to  milk  the  largest 
cow?"— "How  many  pounds  of  butter  did 
you  make  up  last  week?"— then  Minnie, 
Gabrielle  and  Carrie  felt  as  emulous  about 
housework  as  they  did  to  get  their  French 
lessons  for  M.  Louis,  who  was  very  strict, 
and  insisted  on  their  being  thoroughly 
learned. 

There  was  but  one  lady  in  the  house, — 
one  useless  being,  I  mean, — and,  somehow, 
after  a  year  or  two  she  seemed  to  wish  to 
be  considered  useful.  Mrs.  Simmons  let 
herself  be  waited  on  still — but  now  it  was 
her  own  children  whom  she  preferred  for 
attendants ;  her  voice  grew  less  imperi- 
ous, and  more  than  once  she  THANKED  Mer- 
cy for  any  attention  she  might  pay  her. 
Thanked  a  servant  for  service  ! — where  had 
IhTe  learned  that  that  was  a  proper  thing 
to  do?  Surely  a  mesmeric  influence  was 
over  the  house,  for  after  awhile  she  learnt  d 
to  say,  "  Do  not  let  me  detain  you  :  I  know 
your  time  is  valuable  down-stairs." 

Mrs.  Simmons,  lazy  and  selfish  from  the 
habits  of  long  years,  began  to  take  an  in- 
terest in  labor;  to  inspect  Frederic's  gar- 
dening ;  to  employ  herself  in  the  green- 
house, watering  the  plants,  cutting  off  dead 
leaves ;  and  if  her  work  was  not  worth 
much  to  others,  it  helped  her  own  mind 
to  recover  its  health  and  vigor.  Then  she 
remembered  that  in  her  youth  she  had  been 
fond  of  fancy-work,  and,  not  to  be  behind 
the  spirit  of  the  house,  which  was  "  to  do 
well  whatever  is  done  at  all,"  she  actually 
took  lessons,  whenever  she  went  to  town, 
in  the  latest  style  of  embroidery  or  crochet, 
or  fancy  knitting,  or  wool-work,  and  all 


AVE      MARIA. 


735 


of  that  kind,  and  thus  kept  her  children 
well  taught  in  all  the  skilful  works  of  the 
day.  As  they  sat  by  the  fire  on  the  long 
winter  evenings,  so  many  pretty  articles 
were  made,  while  some  great  poet  was 
read  or  some  philosophy  studied,  that  at 
last  Mercy  undertook  to  dispose  of  them 
to  a  fancy-dealer,  that  so  the  dear  young  la- 
dies might  have  a  little  money  of  their  own. 

Three  years  thus  passed  away  in  this 
unpremeditated  style.  At  the  end,  every- 
one was  astonished  at  himself.  None  more 
so  than  Margaret,  who  on  the  pressure  of 
the  moment  had  received  a  whole  family 
under  her  roof,  and  entered  on  a  life  to 
which  she  was  entirely  unaccustomed. 
And  now  she — a  refined,  accomplished  wo- 
man, educated  in  a  French  convent  by 
women  who  combined  high  birth  and  el- 
egance of  demeanor  to  solid  erudition  and 
still  more  solid  piety — was  directing,  and 
directing  judiciously,  a  large  farm  of  a 
thousand  acres,  making  it  provide  for  the 
necessities  of  a  large  family,  and  subserve 
even  to  their  development  intellectually 
and  morally. 

Margaret's  income  was  not  indeed  con- 
fined to  the  proceeds  of  this  one  farm  ;  she 
had  a  dozen  of  them,  which  at  present  she 
rented  to  different  tenants;  but  this  was 
the  largest  and  best,  and  when  it  fell  into 
her  hands  by  the  removal  of  a  tenant,  at 
the  time  of  her  father's  death,  her  first 
thought  had  been  to  give  it  up  to  the  use  of 
the  bereaved  family,  that  they  might  make 
a  living  on  it;  but  a  few  hours'  reflection 
on  the  unbusinesslike  habits  of  Mrs.  Sim- 
mons, and  the  want  of  industrial  training 
in  the  whole  family,  made  her  pause ;  she 
thought  she  would  come  with  them 
awhile,  see  what  could  be  done,  and  set 
them  started  ere  she  returned  to  France. 

New  ideas  had  come  to  her  as  she  pro- 
ceeded in  her  stewardship ;  she  began  to 
feel  herself  responsible  for  the  use  of  her 
time  and  wealth ;  she  made  her  bailiff  keep 
accurate  accounts  of  all  expenses  and  pro- 
ceeds ;  she  tried  to  limit  the~actual  expend- 
iture of  the  household  to  the  income  of 
the  farm,  that  she  might  ascertain  what 


the  family  would  really  have  to  live  on 
when  she  made  over  this  farm  to  their  use. 
This  led  her  to  other  considerations;   it 
brought  her  into  contact  with  the  laboring 
population, — made  her  study  their  modes 
of  acting  and  of  providing  for  their  fam- 
ilies; she  went  among  their  cottages,  ex- 
amined their  resources,  and  came  back  full 
of  thought.     Human  beings   huddled  to- 
gether in   small  rooms ;   large  boys  and 
I  girls  in  one  sleeping  apartment,  in  which 
!  the  beds  nearly  touch  ;  no  washing-rooms, 
,  no  means  of  privacy  !    how  can  morality 
be  preserved  or  recognized  in  this  way? 
how  can  the  human  being  be  developed  in 
the  image  of  God  in  this  mere  animal  life? 
Such  were  the  thoughts  that    occupied 
her  at  the  close  of  the  three  years  of  which 
we  have  just  spoken;  there  was  no  longer 
any  idea  in  her  brain  of  returning  to  the 
life  of  a  grande  dame  ;  she  felt  herself  the 
appointed  ruler   over   the   happiness  and 
development  of  a  great  number  of  fellow- 
beings,  and  anxiety  settled  upon  her  to 
perform  her  duty  weli.     Her  own  family 
were  progressing  in  the  direction  she  had 
marked  out.     Frederic  was  a  skilful  horti- 
culturist; he  employed  many  hands,  and 
paid  his  sister  rent  for  his  holding,  which 
consisted  of  some  ten  or  fifteen  acres,  cul- 
tivated to  the  very  inch  in  the  most  ap- 
proved fashion  ;  the  hot-houses  and  green- 
houses belonged  to  her,  but  these  also  he 
rented  and  turned  to  good  account.     The 
taste  and  elegance  in  which  the  grounds 
were  laid  out  formed  not  the  least  pleasing 
feature  in  the  cultivation,  and  were  a  gen- 
eral topic  of  interest  and  commendation 
throughout  the  neighborhood.     The  more 
that  Frederic  entered  into  his  sister's  views 
of  not  neglecting  his  education,  the  more 
he  cultivated  languages,  history,  music  and 
at  least  a  love  for  the  fine  arts ;  he  was  "  a 
gentleman"  with  imbrowued  hands  and  a 
muscular  development  that  rivalled  that  of 
the  sturdy  laborer  by  his  side — who  re- 
spected him  the  more  because  he  felt  his 
young  master  knew  what  he  was   about 
when  he  gave  his  orders  to  the  workmen 
under  him. 
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The  girls'  were  also  imbibing  ideas  of 
order  and  usefulness,  combined  with  solid 
and  elegant  instruction.  To  the  wonder 
of  all  the  neighborhood,  this  rich  Miss 
Simmons  kept  but  three  servants  for  the 
work  of  that  large  house,  and  a  boy  to 
draw  water,  bring  in  the  wood,  run  of 
errands,  and  so  forth.  And  so  particular 
as  she  was  too  ! — the  wood  must  be  exactly 
piled,  the  passages  must  be  kept  clean; 
the  furniture  of  the  dairy  it  was  a  sight  to 
see;  and  everything  round  so  beautiful ! 

"  How  she  manages  with  all  those  chil- 
dren round  her,  I  can't  imagine,"  says  one 
neighbor  to  the  other ;  "  for  they  never 
seem  in  the  way,  and  everything  looks  as 
if  she  had  just  been  house-cleaning  last 
week !" 

"  Well,  I'll  tell  you  !"  replies  the.other ; 
she  makes  all  those  children  work,  down 
to  the  youngest,  who  is  just  six  years  old. 
She  is  a  real  slave-driver,  as  fond  of  money 
as  her  father  was ;  only  she  takes  to  hoard- 
ing,— he  tried  speculating ;  she  plays  the 
surer  game,  and  you'll  see  she'll  make 
money." 

"Why,  I  thought  she  kept  the  whole 
family !" 

"  Kept  them  !  Indeed  she  makes  them 
work,  and  pay  her  for  their  board ;  even 
the  fine  lady,  Mrs.  Simmons,  works  at  em- 
broidery, and  Miss  Margaret  is  mean 
enough  to  have  the  work  sold." 

"Why,  Mrs.  Simmons  does  just  as  she 
likes,  and  Mercy  does  nothing  but  wait 
upon  her." 

"  Indeed  Miss  Margaret  gets  a  great 
deal  more  work  out  of  Mercy  than  that ; 
she  takes  care  of  the  wardrobes  of  the 
whole  family,  even  of  that  of  Miss  Marga- 
ret herself,  and  does  lots  of  things.  I  tell 
you  she  makes  money  out  of  everyone  who 
comes  near  her." 

"Even  the  baby?" 

"Even  the  baby,  my  dear ;  she  is  bring- 
ing it  up  to  work.  Now,  I'll  tell  you :  I 
was  there  one  day  on  business ;  I  had  to 
wait,  and  I  saw  Mercy  packing  up  wax- 
flowers  and  embroidery  in  long  pasteboard 
boxes,  to  be  sent  to  the  great  fancy  bazaar 


at  Brighton.  She  told  me  they  were  Mrs. 
Simmons'  own  work,  and  for  sure  they 
were  very  beautiful.  Well,  then  she 
took  me  over  the  house.  There  was  the 
cook  up  to  her  eyes  in  flour,  but  the  pan- 
try was  so  clean  you  might  have  dined  off 
the  floor;  Miss  Gabrielle  was  making  cakes 
by  her  side ;  she  had  a  tuck-apron  on  and 
short  sleeves,  like  any  common  girl,  and 
was  working  away  for  her  living.  Then, 
in  the  dairy  was  Miss  Minnie,  mounted  on 
pattens,  because  the  floor  was  damp ;  she 
was  skimming  the  cream  while  the  dairy- 
woman  was  getting  ready  to  churn.  And 
passing  through  the  bedrooms  we  found 
Miss  Carrie  helping  to  make  the  beds  and 
make  herself  generally  useful.  The  girls, 
you  see,  are  regular  servants !  Talk  of 
Margaret's  charity  after  that ! — degrading 
her  own  sisters  in  that  fashion  !" 

"Where  were  the  younger  children?" 

"  Oh !  Mercy  said  they  were  in  the  study, 
with  their  Aunt  Ellen.  They  learn  to  read 
of  her  every  morning,  it  seems;  it  saves 
the  expense  of  sending  them  to  school." 

"  But  those  elder  girls  play  on  the  piano 
and  harp — and  draw,  and  sing,  and  speak 
French;  that's  not  servants'  work." 

"  Oh,  I  suppose  they  learn  that  at  bye- 
times,  when  there's  no  work  to  be  done." 
-iVBut  who  bought  that  splendid  grand 
piano,  and  that  beautiful  harp?" 

"  I  don't  know ;  perhaps  they  belong  to 
the  widow.  You  know  she  had  her  furni- 
ture allowed  her." 

"  She  had  but  a  small  panio  when  they 
first  came  here ;  and  this  one  was  brought 
last  year,  with  the  harp." 

"Well,  I  don't  know;  perhaps  Miss 
Margaret  means  to  make  music-teachers  of 
her  sisters.  One  thing  is  sure  :  and  that 
is,  that  rich  as  she  is  she  has  an  eye  to  the 
useful, — that  is,  to  saving  in  everything. 
Why,  my  'dear,  they  keep  the  very  tea- 
leaves  which  made  their  tea,  to  put  on  the 
geranium  plants  to  improve  their  color  ; 
they  wash  their  apples  before  they  pare 
them  for  pies,  and  then  pour  water  over 
the  apple-parings  to  make  vinegar  of.  You 
never  saw  such  stingy  ways  !" 
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"  Yet  the  young  ladies  seem  very  happy, 
and  very  healthy." 

"Ah  yes,  poor  things !  they  don't  know 
what  they  have  lost;  they'll  find  it  out 
some  day." 

Such  was  the  world's  criticism  on  our 
heroine,  who,  however,  heeded  it  not.  She 
was  beginning  to  be  anxious  on  other  ac- 
counts, which  the  world  would  fail  utterly 
to  comprehend. 

As  she  sat  one  day  in  a  deep  reverie, 
Louis  entered.  "I  have  news  for  you, 
ma  cMre  cousine,"  he  said  ;  "  the  lawsuit 
that  so  long  disturbed  my  father  is  decided." 

"And  in  his  favor?" 

"In  his  favor, — yes;  but  the  expenses 
are  so  heavy,  he  will  long  be  embarrassed 
in  the  financial  department.  He  writes  in 
good  spirits  however."  He  paused. 

Margaret  said  meaningly,  "You  have 
something  more  to  tell  me." 

"  Yes  !  Delphine's  father  has  withdrawn 
his  objection  to  our  marriage,  now  the 
lawsuit  is  ended ;  as  soon  as  I  can  find  a 
way  of  business  I  have  his  consent  to 
marry  Delphine." 

"And  hers?" 

"  She  has  never  wavered  ;  but  the  way  of 
business  is  the  puzzle." 

"  Will  you  turn-  farmer,  and  live  near 
us?" 

That  would  suit  in  many  respects.  I 
could  even  induce  my  father  to  come  over 
and  live  with  us.  But  hear  me,  Margaret : 
there  are  serious  objections." 

"As  what?" 

"Were  there  no  other,  Delphine  is  very 
devout.  And  my  father  is  an  old  man ;  he 
could  not  be  content  to  drive  twenty  miles 
on  fine  Sundays  and  holydays  to  hear  MASS, 
and  live  almost  hiding  his  religion  as  we 
have  done.  It  is  matter  of  daily  life  to 
him ;  you  would  find  him  saying  his  Rosary 
on  the  terraces,  kneeling  at  the  twelve- 
o'clock  bell  for  the  Angelus,  and  seeking 
at  four  in  the  afternoon  to  pay  a  visit  to 
the  Blessed  Sacrament.  This  has  been  his 
habit  for  years:  to  break  it  up  would  be 
more  terrible  than  to  sunder  family  ties." 

"  And  it  ought  to  be  our  habit  too.     It 


does  not  speak  well  for  any  Catholic  when 
these  things  do  not  weigh  with  him  as  im- 
portant matters.  I  have  thought  of  this 
before,  but  scarcely  believed  myself  settled 
here.  Now,  however,  I  think  I  shall  stay  : 
give  me  a  few  days  to  reflect,  Louis ;  I  shall 
have  a  proposal  to  make  to  you.  Meantime 
think,  if  this  religious  matter  could  be  ar- 
ranged, would  you  like  to  farm  in  Eng- 
land." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Liszt  at  his  Residence  in  Rome. 

The  church  of  San  Francesca  Romana,  added  to 
its  classical  site,  its  possession  of  the  tonibs  of  a  holy 
Roman  patrician  saint,  and  of  a  great  Umbrian 
painter,  Gentile  de  Fabriano,  has  another  attrac- 
tion, which  will  make  it  hereafter  a  classical  spot 
to  the  musical  student,  A  great  musical  poet 
(Liszt,  the  inspired  rhapsodist  of  the  piano,  at  the 
very  point  of  perfection  in  that  instrument)  lives 
under  the  roof  of  the  Olivetan  buildings,  which  are 
at  the  back  of  the  church  of  San  Francesca  Romana. 

Last  winter,  in  January,  the  day  before  Liszt 
left  Rome  for  Weimar,  a  friend  introduced  me  to 
the  great  musician,  who  courteously  expressed  a 
hope  that  we  might  meet  again  this  spring  after  his 
return  from  Weimar. 

During  the  winter  I  have  formed  the  acquaint- 
ance of  a  young  priest,  who  is  the  intimate  friend 
and  pupil  of  Liszt — Don  Zefirino  Falcioni.  This 
young  gentleman  lives  with  his  mother  and  brother, 
an  old  priest,  in  a  charming  little  house  on  the 
Palatine  Hill.  There  he  was  born,  on  the  ground 
of  the  Palace  of  the  Caesars. 

His  uncle,  a  beneftciare  of  S.  Maria  Maggiore, 
has  charge  of  the  small  interesting  old  church,  S. 
Sebastiano  al  Monte  Palatino,  which  Prince  Bar- 
berini  is  now  repairing.  This  church,  the  adjoin- 
ing garden,  the  house,  with  its  occupants  and  ac- 
cessories, the  entrance-hall  down  stairs,  whose  walls 
are  hung  with  prints  of  old  musical  composers ;  the 
young  musical  priest's  room  above,  with  its  library 
of  quaint  old  books,  busts  and  portraits  of  great 
musicians ;  piano,  holding  a  laurel-crowned  bust  of 
his  idol,  friend,  and  master,  Liszt — all  make  up  a 
spot  full  of  romance.  My  imagination  always  flies 
off  on  voyages  of  discovery  in  the  region  of  fiction 
whenever  I  go  there.  Through  Don  Zefirino,  as 
we  call  him,  I  received  a  fortnight  since  an  invita- 
tion from  Liszt  to  call  upon  him ;  and  last  Friday 
afternoon  I  went  with  Don  Zefirino,  accompanied 
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by  a  lady  friend.  We  found  some  gentlemen  in  the 
saloon.  Liszt  received  us  most  cordially,  and  after 
a  pleasant  little  talk  said  to  me  in  a  low  voice — 

"If  you  can  wait  until  after  these  gentlemen 
leave,  I  will  play  for  you." 

During  their  visit  1  had  time  to  examine  the  cel- 
ebrated musician  and  his  surroundings.  Liszt  is 
known  to  be  singularly  free  from  all  luxurious 
tastes.  His  reception-room  is  a  large,  spacious  one. 
The  floor  is  covered  with  a  simple  drugget.  On 
the  day  I  was  there,  the  large  table,  which  stands 
in  the  first  corner,  had  on  it  a  plain  white  cover, 
some  pamphlets  and  well  used  books,  and  a  paper- 
weight or  two  of  simple  fashion.  In  the  other  cor- 
ner, near  the  large  full-grand  Chickering  piano, 
was  a  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  Beside  this 
was  a  small  table,  with  papers,  photographs,  and 
two  small  busts — one  of  Wagner>  the  other  of  the 
young  King  of  Bavaria,  who  jilted  his  pretty  young 
cousin.  The  only  thing  on  the  plainly  papered 
walls  was  a  map  of  the  seven  hills  of  Rorn,e.  The 
other  furniture  consisted  of  chairs  and  fwo  sofas, 
covered  with  common  brocatelle,  and  the  curtains 
to  the  windows  were  of  the  simplest  white  muslin. 
But  the  view  from  these  windows  made  amends  for 
all  shortcomings  in  the  way  of  upholstery.  The 
Via,  Sacra,  passes  under  them ;  the  Arch  of  Titus 
and  Palatine  Hill  lie  in  front,  and  by  being  a  little 
out  there  can  be  seen  to  the  left  the  ever  graceful 
profile  of  the  Colosseum  against  the  tender  throb- 
bing blue  of  the  beautiful  Roman  sky. 

Liszt,  too,  must  be  described,  while  we  are  wait- 
ing for  his  visitors  to  leave.  He  is  fifty-seven — for, 
like  kings  and  queens,  his  birth  is  registered,  and 
there  can  be  no  evasion, — but  he  does  not  look  so 
old  by  ten  years.  The  Abbe's  costume  is  very  be- 
coming to  him,  for  he  has  a  well-shaped  leg  and 
foot.  The  shoes  had  on  them  gold  buckles,  but  the 
rest  of  the  dress  was  very  plain — black  silk  stock- 
ings, knee-breeches  fastened  on  the  knee  with  three 
black  buttons,  and  a  long  black  coat,  made  some- 
thing like  a  woman's  polonaise — the  orthodox  Abbe 
dress. 

Liszt's  hair  is  thick  and  long,  as  in  his  pictures, 
but  streaked  with  gray.  The  expression  of  the 
eyes  is  benignant  and  dignified,  and  his  eyes  are  a 
bright,  keen  gray.  The  wild,  melancholy  look,  and 
defiant  expression  of  the  mouth  and  long  firm  jaw, 
which  can  be  seen  in  early  pictures  of  this  remark- 
able man,  have  disappeared  entirely,  if  they  ever 
existed.  He  is  called  homely  by  a  great  many ; 
but  when  I  admire  a  gifted  person  I  never  think  of 
good  or  bad  looks ;  to  me,  such  faces  are  always 
just  the  ones  that  ought  to  belong  to  their  owners. 
"  It  must  be  admitted,"  said  a  friend  to  me,  "  that 
Liszt  has  six  huge  warts  on  his  face." 


Yes,  I  remember  noticing  them — a  superb  one 
on  the  forehead,  just  above  the  nose — and  I  thought 
when  I  looked  at  them  how  well  they  agreed  with 
his  face ;  they  added  to  the  individuality.  But,  af- 
ter all,  in  the  expression  of  Liszt's  face  lies  the 
charm ;  it  is  kind,  courteous,  gentle,  and  yet  digni- 
fied. He  is  accused  of  being  haughty  and  conceited. 
I  saw  nothing  of  it.  I  did  notice  a  high  air  of  po- 
etic exaltation — a  happy,  free,  independent  expres- 
sion, which  was  extremely  attractive. 

Liszt's  manners  are  easy,  quiet,  and  genial,  and 
he  converses  freely  in  French,  German  and  Italian ; 
English  he  speaks  slowly,  but  well.  After  his  vis-, 
itors  had  left,  he  rubbed  his  hands  and  said  gaily : 
"  Now  we  will  have  the  music  while  it  is  fresh." 

But  just  as  he  said  this  the  door  opened ;  a  new 
visitor  entered  who  had  to  be  attended  to,  and  we 
waited  another  ten  or  fifteen  minutes.  During  that 
time  I  noticed  his  hands.  They  are  slender ;  the 
fingers  long  and  thin ;  well-kept,  good  shaped  nails ; 
but  the  thumb  was  the  wonder.  We  have  been 
amusing  ourselves  over  Desbarolles'  "  Mysteres  de 
la  Main"  this  winter,  and  we  carried  on  a  sotto  voce 
conversation  over  those  marvellous  thumbs.  They 
are  the  longest  I  ever  saw,  and  reach  up  to  the  first 
joint  of  the  forefinger.  "  The  thumb  is  the  whole 
of  life,"  all  old  chiromantists  have  said,  and  Liszt's 
certainly  seems  to  be  one  proof  at  least  of  this.  We 
examined  as  well  as  we  could  his  other  fingers,  bal- 
anced them  with  these  thumbs,  and  used  all  our 
superficial  knowledge.  The  result  was  that  of  most 
fortune-tellers  who  know  the  fate  they  prophesy. 
Liszt's  fingers  are  finely  formed.  They  express 
idealism  and  poetry,  susceptibility,  analytic  order. 
Tliey  are  smooth  and  flexible,  which  implies  inspi- 
ration, tact,  and  egotism.  But  every  quality  is 
balanced  and  controlled  by  these  long  thumbs — 
powerful  will  speaks  in  the  first  joint,  and  logic  in 
the  second ;  and  these,  united  to  the  fine  fingers  and 
firm  hand,  according  to  Desbarolles,  give  activity, 
power  of  execution,  and  lead  on  to  fortune. 

The  second  visitor  left,  and  Liszt  said,  as  he  took 
a  seat  at  the  piano,  "Since  you  are  interested  in 
Chopin,  I  will  give  you  something  of  his." 

To  see  Liszt  playing  is  as  fine  as  to  hear  him. 
His  mobile  face  expresses  every  varying  emotion 
and  feeling  in  the  music.  He  seemed  one  with  his 
instrument.  I  forgot  to  examine  how  he  made  his 
wonderful  trill,  which  is  more  like  the  nightingale 
note  than  any  other  piano  trill  I  ever  heard ;  and 
when  he  ended  one  and  passed  on  to  the  other  mu- 
sical passages  I  thought  of 

•—— "  her  poet  soul  she  flingeth 
Over  pain  to  victory." 

The  music  went  with  the  same  keen  sweep  as  the 
bird-note  does.    I  could  not  analyze  or  note  any  way 
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or  manner  of  his  playing  while  I  listened,  except 
this, — his  perfect  stillness,  his  quiet  pose.  That  firm 
hand,  those  long,  supple,  smooth  fingers,  and  pow- 
erful thumbs,  drew  out  the  music  as  if  it  had  been 
harmonious  breath ;  and  the  face  was  lofty,  smiling, 
gentle,  serious,  just  as  the  music  came.  I  was  not 
surprised  as  I  had  expected  to  be, — not  overpowered ; 
but  his  music  made  me  perfectly  happy ;  it  seemed 
to  be  full  and  satisfactory. 

"What  did  he  play?"  I  have  been  asked  very 
often  since.  If  he  had  not  told  me  I  should  not 
have  known.  Two  or  three  gleams  of  some  of  the 
Chopin  Etudes  peeped  out  here  and  there,  but  flit- 
ted ott'just  as  my  memory  tried  to  seize  on  them. 
After  a  while  a  mystic  confusion  began,  and  a  ma- 
zourka  glided  swiftly  by.  It  was  a  beautiful  shad- 
owy dramatic  fantasia,  and  sometimes  Liszt  looked 
just  as  he  does  in  the  popular  picture  which  almost 
every  American  music-loving  girl  has  hanging  over 
her  piano — "Matinee  with  Liszt" — in  which  Czerny, 
Berlioz,  and  Ernst  are  listening  to  this  king  of  pi- 
anists. 

"  But  what  did  he  play  ?"  my  friends  repeat. 

"  Three  etudes  and  a  mazourka  of  Chopin,  ar- 
ranged by  myself  as  a  fantasia,"  was  Liszt's  reply 
when  asked. 

I  thanked  him  after  he  was  through,  and  we  took 
our  leave.  He  accompanied  our  little  party  through 
his  ante-room  to  the  head  of  the  stairs,  shaking  us 
by  the  hand  cordially  many  times,  and  repeating 
his  courteous  invitation  to  come  again  to  see  him ; 
and  so  ended  my  "Matinee  bei  Liszt." — Choir. 


OF  OUR  LADY  OF  THE  SACRED  HEART, 


Account  of  the  Coronation  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart. 


A  splendid  and  grandiose  religious  man- 
ifestation, the  like  of  which  had  never  been 
seen  in  central  France,  and  which  would 
scarcely  have  been  thought  possible,  took 
place  at  Issoudun  on  the  8th  of  September, 
the  feast  of  the  Nativity  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  on  the  occasion  of  the  crowning  of 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

At  the  most  moderate  calculation  the 
city  of  Issoudun  saw  within  its  walls  on 
that  day  twenty  thousand  visitors,  thirteen 
bishops  or  archbishops,  and  nearly  seven 
hundred  priests. 


What  is  this  place  of  pilgrimage?  Some 
antique  sanctuary  which  our  kings  had  vis- 
ited, and  which  their  piety  embellished? — 
some  sanctuary  whose  steps  are  worn  by 
the  knees  of  pilgrims  these  hundred  years 
past,  like  Chartres,  Fourvieres,  Boulogne, 
and  so  many  others?  An  image  of  the 
Virgin,  suddenly  becoming  animate,  as  at 
Rimini,  and  shedding  tears?  Have  we 
been  favored  by  a  new  apparition  of  the 
Mother  of  God  ?  Has  a  miraculous  foun- 
tain suddenly  sprung  up,  as  recently  on 
the  mountain  of  Lasalette  and  the  rocks 
of  Lourdes?  No.  Here  the  laws  of  na- 
ture have  not  been  suspended  by  miracle, 
and  Issoudun  until  these  latter  days  had 
no  other  sanctuary  than  the  old  parish 
church,  dilapidated  and  almost  deserted. 
-Why,  then,  this  great  concourse  of  people? 
The  answer  will  be  found  in  the  account 
we  are  now  to  give. 

i. 

For  ten  days  before  the  festival  the 
weather  seemed  decidedly  bent  upon  re- 
maining rainy.  Against  all  hope,  the  8th 
of  September  dawned  bright  and  radiant. 
We  may  be  allowed  to  see  in  this  sudden 
change  an  intervention  of  Our  Lady  of 
the  Sacred  Heart. 

We  were  ten  in  company,  drawn  along 
by  three  white  horses  over  the  road  from 
Bourges  to  Issoudun.  The  air  was  calm, 
and  scented  with  the  odor  of  the  wood; 
not  a  speck  of  a  cloud  above  the  horizon. 
.  .  .  On  the  road,  which  was  as  even  and 
well-swept  as  a  city  sidewalk  of  asphaltum, 
the  horses  seemed  to  second  our  wishes, 
and  to  be  in  haste  to  arrive  at  Issoudun. 
Other  vehicles  loaded  with  pilgrims  were 
ahead  of  us,  and  others  came  rumbling  on 
behind. 

"Have  many  gone  by?"  we  asked  of  a 
peasant  whose  cottage  stood  near  the  road. 

"  I  believe  you ! — they've  been  going 
night  and  day,"  he  replied. 

Supposing  the  same  influx  on  the  other 
roads,  and  especially  on  the  railways,  we 
may  already  have  some  idea  of  the  enor- 
mous crowd  hastening  to  the  festival. 

As  we  gained  the  summit  of  the  last  hill 
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that  had  hidden  Issoudun  from  our  view, 
the  graceful  church  of  the  Sacred  Heart, 
with  its  white  steeple,  appeared  before  us 
in  the  distance. 

"  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart !"  we  all 
exclaimed  together. 

One  of  us,  a  venerable  canon  of  the  me- 
tropolis, took  from  his  breviary  the  Re- 
member, and  with  head  uncovered  recited 
it  with  great  devotion,  then  handed  it  to 
his  companions  who  did  the  same;  thus 
do  pilgrims  to  Rome  at  the  sight  of  the 
dome  of  St.  Peter  fall  on  their  knees  and 
venerate  from  afar  the  tomb  of  the  Apostles. 

At  last  we  enter  the  city.  I  confess  that 
I  feared  a  disappointment.  A  few  meagre 
garlands  on  the  first  houses  almost  disen- 
chanted me.  But  I  soon  changed  my  mind 
as  I  came  in  sight  of  the  boulevard* "which 
opened  with  a  triumphal  arch  and  seemed 
to  present  an  impenetrable  forest  of  foli- 
age. It  was  a  continued  vault  of  inter- 
laced garlands  above  our  heads,  extending 
with  still  greater  elegance  up  the  street 
Porte-Neuve,  over  the  Market-place  and 
along  the  interminable  Grand'  Rue.  At 
the  sight,  I  am  seized  with  profound  emo- 
tion. Thousands  of  escutcheons  with  th£ 
monograms  of  Mary  and  of  the  Sacred 
Heart,  oriflammes  bearing  pious  inscrip- 
tions and  invocations,  were  seen  to  the 
right  and  to  the  left;  then  crowns  sus- 
pended ;  in  a  word,  everything  that  inge- 
nious piety  could  imagine  to  contribute  to 
the  eclat  of  this  incomparable  solemnity. 

These  had  been  prepared  by  the  citizens, 
each  and  all  of  whom  had  taken  an  active 
part  in  the  preparations. 

The  Place  du  Sacre  Coeur  presented  a 
view  still  more  brilliant  and  more  animated. 

This  place,  planted  with  trees,  extending 
in  a  vast  parallelogram  before  the  church 
of  the  Sacred  Heart,  is  adorned  with  such 
a  profusion  of  decorations  that  it  resem- 
bles a  temple  of  unheard  of  proportions 
having  the  blue  sky  above  for  its  dome. 

At  each  side,  to  mark  as  it  were  the  im- 
aginary lateral  naves,  is  a  triumphal  arch 
whose  beautiful  dimensions,  especially  its 
width,  and  its  walls  seemingly  built  on 


stone  blackened  with  age,  brought  instinc- 
tively to  our  memory  the  arch  of  Titus  or 
the  Roman  forum. 

At  the  southern  extremity,  fronting  the 
church,  is  an  altar  surmounted  by  a  gigan- 
tic baldachin.  It  was  on  it  that  Mass  was 
said  at  the  same  time  as  the  one  celebrated 
in  the  interior  of  the  chapel,  so  that  the 
whole  of  the  immense  crowd  could  assist 
at  the  H%ly  Sacrifice. 

Of  this  chapel,  or  church  rather,  we  can- 
not now  give  a  description;  suffice  it  to 
say  that  its  fine  style  of  architecture  is 
Gothic;  that  there  are  three  naves,  and  win- 
dows of  magnificent  stained  glass ;  the  whole 
interior  is  painted  and  gilded  from  floor  to 
roof,  and — ornament  more  precious  than 
all  riches — covered  with  offerings,  ex  voto 
sent  hither  from  all  parts  of  the  world. 
On  entering  the  church  you  are  delicious- 
ly  impressed ;  it  is  as  if  like  an  apparition 
of  the  heavenly  Jerusalem.  A  large  chapel 
has  been  recently  built  at  the  end  of  the 
church,  and  specially  dedicated  to  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart. 

We  hear  admirable  things ;  not  only  is 
the  church  now  full  to  overflowing,  but  has 
been  so  ever  since  the  eve  of  the  festival. 
The  church  had  to  be  left  open  all  night, 
during  which  priests  belonging  to  divers 
religious  orders  heard  confessions,  or  from 
time  to  time  gave  instructions  from  the 
pulpit.  I.a  order  to  satisfy  the  devotion 
of  the  many  priests  who  wished  to  cele- 
brate in  the  blessed  sanctuary,  the  Masses 
began  at  midnight,  and  Holy  Communion 
was  given  to  a  vast  multitude  of  the  faith- 
ful. The  first  Mass  was  said  by  the  Bish- 
op of  Moulins. 

The  Most  Reverend  Prelates  had  arrived 
the  day  before,  and  the  principal  inhabit- 
tants  vied  with  each  other  in  offering  them 
hospitality. 

In  the  morning,  at  7  o'clock,  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Bourges  solemnly  blessed  the 
chapel  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart 
and  consecrated  the  altar ;  while  the  Bish- 
op of  Autun,  in  whose  diocese  the  devotion 
to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus  began,  conse- 
crated the  high  altar. 
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The  one  large  bell  now  announces  the 
pontifical  Mass.  It  is  a  signal,  not  a  call, 
for  the  crowd  is  there,  and  has  been  for 
hours — moving  over  the  Place  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  like  waves  of  the  sea, 
yet  in  perfect  order. 

At  the  same  moment  that  the  Archbishop 
of  Sens  commenced  the  solemn  Mass  in 
the  interior  of  the  church,  the  Bishop  of 
Puy  ascended  the  altar  erected  on  the 
Place.  After  the  Gospel,  the  Bishop  of 
Puy,  unable  to  master  his  emotion  in  the 
presence  of  that  vast  crowd  on  their  knees, 
addressed  them  some  touching  remarks 
which  found  an  echo  in  the  hearts  of  all. 
In  like  manner  after  the  Gospel  of  the  pon- 
tifical Mass  in  the  church,  the  Bishop  of 
Poictiers  pronounced  the  homily. 

And  now  we  come  to  the  procession ! 
the  most  beautiful,  most  majestic  part  of 
the  festival,  which  will  leave  an  impene- 
trable souvenir  in  the  hearts  of  all  who 
had  the  happiness  to  celebrate  it.  The 
weather  did  not  disappoint  us.  The  sun 
shone  bright,  and  rendered  the  day  in- 
tensely warm,  but  the  hearts  inflamed  with 
the  divine  love' of  the  Heart  of  Jesus  and 
of  His  Holy  Mother  were  warmer  still. 
Conversations  between  friends  and  rela- 
tives no  longer  had  any  attractions.  All 
were  entirely  taken  up  with  the  beautiful 
spectacle  they  had  before  their  eyes,  and 
each  meditated  in  silence  upon' the  lesson 
it  taught,  within  the  inmost*  recesses  of 
his  heart.  At  four  o'clock  P.  M.  the  pro- 
cession began  to  move.* 

The  following  were  the  prelates  present 
at  the  Coronation  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  and  who  took  part  in  the  pro- 
cession :  The  Very  Rev.  Father  Abbot  of 
the  Port-du-Salut,  near  Laval ;  Monseign- 
eur  Billiers,  Apostolic  Protonotary;  the 
Right  Rev.  Bishop  Dabert,  bishop  of  Per- 
igueux;  Lebreton,  bishop  of  Puy ;  Nogret, 
bishop  of  Saint-Claude ;  Fruchand,  bishop 
of  Limoges;  Boudinet,  bishop  of  Amiens; 

*  We  omit  the  long  enumeration  of  the  banners, 
triumphal  arches  and  graceful  decorations  which 
indicated  so  well  the  general  devotion  of  the  Asso- 
ciates. 


Pallu  du  Pare,  bishop  of  Blois ;  Lacar- 
riere,  bishop  of  La  Basse-Terre ;  Mgr.  de 
Dreux-Breze,  bishop  ofMoulins;  Pie,  bish- 
op of  Poictiers ;  Bertand,  bishop  of  Tulle  ; 
Marguerie,  bishop  of  Autun ;  Bernardon, 
archbishop  of  Sens ;  Mgr.  de  la  Tour  d'Au- 
vergne,  archbishop  of  Bourges.  As  may 
be  seen  by  this  enumeration,  the  archbishop 
of  Bourges  presided,  for  to  him  the  rever- 
end Fathers  of  Issoudun  justly  give  the 
title  of  the  Apostle  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart. 

Hundreds  of  priests  walked  in  proces- 
sion, two  and  two,  in  surplice;  among 
them  we  counted  fifty  canons  in  rochet  and 
mozetta.  We  will  not  attempt  to  analyze 
all  the  parts  of  this  well-arranged  tri- 
umphal procession.  We  will  not  describe 
the  group  of  angels,  nor  the  choir  of  vir- 
gins, nor  the  apostolic  college,  &c. ;  but 
the  crowns  destined  for  the  Infant  Jesus 
and  His  most  Holy  Mother  call  our  partic- 
ular attention. 

Already  so  beautiful  in  themselves,  it 
seems  that  the  charming  method  employed 
to  carry  them  enhanced  their  value.  How 
should  they  be  carried?  By  the  hands  of 
a  pure  virgin?  or  by  a  priest? — or,  still 
better,  by  abishop  ?  A  still  happier  thought 
prevailed.  They  must  be  carried  by  an 
angel,  and  the  angel  by  four  priests  in 
tunics  and  dalmatics.  How  beautiful  was 
that  angel,  that  seraphim,  in  his  tunic 
covered  with  stars,  his  eyes  raised  to  heaven, 
his  wings  outspread  as  if  to  take  his  flight 
and  offer  to  Jesus  and  Mary  the  diadems 
which  he  held  on  high  on  a  purple  cushion ! 

These  crowns  are  remarkable  not  only 
on  account  of  their  precious  material  and 
the  perfection  of  the  work,  but  especially 
on  account  of  the  nature  of  the  objects 
which  have  been  used  in  their  composition. 
These  are  jewels  set  in  gold,  rings,  ear- 
rings, bracelets,  chains,  pins,  diamonds  and 
other  precious  stones:  touching  tributes 
sent  from  all  the  countries  of  the  earth 
through  love  for  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart !  In  them  are  found  in  symbolic 
unity  the  gifts  of  princes  and  of  simple 
workmen,  of  the  great  and  of  the  little  ac- 
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cording  to  the  world,  but  all  great  by  faith 
before  the  common  Father  who  is  in  heaven. 
In  them  are  fused,  in  the  pure  metal,  all 
the  cries  of  suppliant  humanity  enumerated 
by  St.  Ambrose :  "  The  tribulations  of  peo- 
ples, the  perils  of  of  nations,  the  groaning 
of  captives,  the  misery  of  orphans,  the  in- 
digence of  exiles,  the  feebleness  of  the  sick, 
the  languor  of  the  disheartened,  the  decay 
of  the  old,  the  sighs  of  the  young,  the  vows 
of  virgins,  the  lamentations  of  widows." 
These  are,  so  to  speak,  ecumenical  crowns. 

But  the  brightest  gem  comes  from  a  higher 
sphere.  Pius  IX,  great  king,  great  Pontiff, 
and,  let  us  not  fear  to  add,  great  saint,  was 
in  the  midst  of  us  in  thought  and  in  heart. 
Not  only  has  the  Head  of  the  Church  ap- 
proved the  Association  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart,  and  erected  it  into  sen  Arch- 
confraternity  for  the  diocese;  not  only  has 
he  had  his  name  inscribed  upon  the  reg- 
ister of  the  Association;  not  only  has  he 
deigned  to  concede  the  rare  privilege  of 
the  coronation  of  the  Virgin,  and  to  dele- 
gate to  this  end  the  Archbishop  of  Bourges ; 
but  yet  more, — he  has  seen  these  crowns, 
he  has  taken  them  in  his  venerable  hands, 
and  he  has  blessed  them.  His  benediction ! 
you  feel  it,  living,  hovering  over  the.  rec- 
ollected multitude,  and  embalming  the 
whole  city  with  sweetness. 
n. 

I  walked  along,  silent  and  pensive:  I 
said  to  myself  "  Is  this  the  work  of  man? 
Is  not  the  imprint  of  the  finger  of  God  in 
all  this  ? 

Twenty  years  ago  who  would  have  dared 
to  say  that  before  long  Issoudun  would  be 
transformed,  by  a  religious  out-burst,  into 
a  southern  city  ?  At  that  epoch  one  young 
priest  alone,  whose  name  to-day  is  on  the 
lips  of  all,  nourished  hopes  as  great  as  his 
own  heart.  Even  in  the  seminary  a  powerful 
grace  held  dominion  over  all  his  thoughts 
over  all  his  aspirations,  and  he  seemed  to 
wish  to  make  use  of  the  indomitable  en- 
ergy of  his  will  for  a  mission  as  yet  but 
vaguely  defined,  but  the  idea  of  which  re- 
mained fixed  and  irresistible  in  his  mind. 
Struck  by  this  thought,  that  the  devotion 


to  the  Sacred  Heart  had  been  reserved  to 
our  days  of  coldness  and  indiiference  as  a 
supreme  remedy,  and  that  the  devotion  of 
the  love  of  Jesus  would  save  the  world,  he 
devoted  himself  body  and  soul  to  the  prop- 
agation of  this  devotion.  Issoudun  was 
chosen  as  the  central  point  of  his  work. 
Without  resources,  contrary  to  all  hope, 
and  having  drunk  to  the  dregs  the  chalice 
of  bitterness  and  humiliation  with  which 
God  was  pleased  to  visit  him  in  order  to . 
purify  him  more  and  more,  he  collected 
around  him  several  young  priests  and  suc- 
ceeded in  building  a  splendid  church  which 
he  dedicated  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus. 
Up  to  this  there  is  nothing  that  goes  be- 
yond the  ordinary  sphere  of  the  works  of 
God.  But  the  devotion  to  the  Heart  of 
Jesus  contained  the  germ  of  devotion  to 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  which  sooner 
or  later  was  to  come  forth  from  it,  and  this 
beautiful,  freshly-blooming  flower,  in  less 
than  six  years  has  already  cast  its  per- 
fume and  its  fruits  over  the  whole  world, 
and  the  Confraternity  counts  at  this  day 
more  than  two  million  four  hundred  thou- 
sand associates.  Is  that  the  work  of  man  ? 

He  had  to  overcome  if  not  the  opposition 
at  least  the  reserve  of  a  great  number. 
The  Church  does  not  love  innovations: 
Nihil  innovetur  nisi  quod  traditum  est. 
Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  was  a  new 
name ;  the  image  which  represented  her 
found  no  analogy  or  cause  of  introduction 
in  the  past.  The  simple  approbation  of  a 
bishop,  of  a  hundred  bishops,  nay,  of  the 
Pope  himself,  is  not  by  itself  for  a  work  the 
guarantee  of  its  success,  of  an  unprece- 
dented success. 

An  Apostle  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred 
Heart  was  necessary;  Mgr.  de  la  Tour 
d'Auvergne,  at  the  first  sight  of  the  statue, 
had  felt  a  far-oif  souvenir  awaken  within 
him.  It  was  almost  identically  the  same 
pose,  the  same  attitude,  the  same  details 
as  those  of  an  image  of  Mary  which  he 
had  seen  in  the  catacombs  of  Rome  twenty 
years  before,  and  which  belonged  to  thy 
first  centuries  of  Christianity.  "  Thus," 
said  the  Bishop  in  his  pastoral  letter,  on 
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the  occasion  of  the  coronation,  "  at  a  dis- 
tance of  1500  years  the  chain  of  the  past 
was  linked  before  us;  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  appeared  to  us  no  longer  as 
an  isolated  and  new  creation  of  modern 
piety,  but  as  the  daughter  of  the  antique 
madonnas  of  the  catacombs,  being  alive 
before  our  eyes  and  in  our  century  the 
Virgin  Mother  of  the  first  ages,  such  as 
she  was  known  and  honored  by  our  fathers 
in  the  faith.  And  thus  from  the  first  day 
our  heart  was  charmed  and  ravished ;  we 
were  conquered  and  gained  to  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart." 

As  to  the  title  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  the  Archbishop  in  the  same 
pastoral  justifies  it  victoriously  by  abun- 
dant citations  taken  from  the  writings  of 
the  fathers  and  of  theologians.  And  he 
concludes  that  not  only  the  name  is  legit- 
imate; but  still  more,  that  it  expresses  ex- 
actly the  sense  which  is  given  to  it :  that 
Mary  is  an  all-powerful  suppliant,  and  re- 
ally the  Queen,  the  Sovereign  of  the  Heart 
of  Jesus  /  a  prerogative  which,  joined  to 
her  love  for  men, — her  children  by  adop- 
tion,— must  animate  them  with  boundless 
confidence  in  the  prayers  which  she  ad- 
dresses to  Him,  especially  for  difficult  and 
forlorn  cases  in  the  spiritual  as  well  as  in 
the  temporal  order. 

Under  this  conviction,  the  Prelate  has 
not  hesitated  to  sanction  with  his  impri- 
matur each  number  of  the  Annals  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  which  go  every- 
where, beyond  the  mountains,  beyond  the 
seas,  to  make  Our  Lady  known  and  loved, 
and  to  gain  everywhere  hearts  for  her  new 
confraternity. 

It  would  most  likely  have  taken  half  a 
century  for  the  Association  to  spread  it- 
self as  it  has,  had  it  not  been  for  that  pow- 
erful lever  of  modern  times,  the  press. 
He  who  takes  not  into  account  this  first 
power  of  the  age  for  good  or  for  evil,  re- 
sembles, to  use  the  comparison  of  Joseph 
de  Maistre,  a  man  who  goes  to  sleep  on 
the  sails  of  a  windmill. 

The  decisive  element  which  has  entered 
into  this  rapid  propagation  of  the  Associ- 


ation is  the  working  of  miracles.  Yes, 
miracles !  for  though  in  such  matters  the 
final  judgment  belongs  to  the  Church 
alone,  we  say,  after  making  that  reserve, 
that  the  miracles  or  extraordinary  graces 
obtained  through  the  intercession  of  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  are  counted  by 
thousands,  and  every  day  brings  new  ones: 
cures  of  maladies  supposed  to  be  incurable, 
preservation  from  great  dangers,  graces 
of  conversion  or  of  perseverance, — we 
would  never  end  were  we  to  try  to  give  a 
complete  category.  Ah,  indeed,  truly  the 
finger  of  God  is  here, — Digitus  Dei  est  hie. 
Let  those  who  doubt  or  hesitate  make  the 
trial ;  let  them  pray  to  Our  Lady  of  the  Sa- 
cred Heart,  and  they  will  be  heard. 
v  '  in. 

Let  us  now  return  to  the  procession. 

The  procession  moved  slowly,  but  yet 
too  fast  in  the  opinion  of  the  happy  spec- 
tators, who  would  have  wished  to  view 
still  longer.  It  finished  its  march  of  two 
kilometres  in  the  midst  of  the  universal 
piety  and  enthusiasm  of  the  throng,  and 
again  we  behold  thirty  thousand  men 
massed  on  the  Place  du  Sacre  Cceur.  The 
fourteen  prelates  ascend  the  elevated  plat- 
form, and,  with  mitre  and  crosier,  they  si- 
multaneously give  their  blessing  to  those 
faithful  people,  while  all  bow  their  heads. 
It  was  like  a  field  of  wheat  undulating  un- 
der the  breath  of  a  gentle  breeze. 

Before  entering  the  church  where  the 
ceremony  is  to  be  completed,  let  us  re- 
mark that  the  crowd  we  have  before  our 
eyes  belongs  to  all  degrees  of  the  social 
scale,  and  that  the  higher  classes  are  rep- 
resented in  a  much  larger  proportion  than 
is  usual  at  pilgrimages.  The  concourse 
of  the  most  enlightened  piety  has,  we  may 
say,  founded  and  sustained  the  pilgrimage 
of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  and  it  is 
the  surest  guarantee  of  its  continued  suc- 
cess. 

The  crowning  of  the  statue  of  Our  Lady 
of  the  Sacred  Heart  took  place  in  the 
chapel  which  is  specially  dedicated  to  her. 
This  statue,  of  a  single  block  of  Carrara 
marble,  white  as  snow,  is  the  work  of  the 
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skilful  and  most  Christian  chisel  of  M. 
Blanchard,  of  Paris. 

"  Yes,"  say  we  also,  with  the  Archbishop 
of  Bourges,  "when  with  the  eyes  of  faith 
we  penetrate  the  marble  and  the  bronze, 
to  seize  the  thought  of  the  artist,  and  con- 
template thisMadonna  with  its  features  so 
pure,  its  gaze  so  tender,  its  drapery  so  grace- 
ful, its  attitude  so  calm,  so  noble,  so  chaste, 
wherein  all  reveals  so  eloquently  both  the 
Virgin  and  Mother,  and,  following  the 
motion  of  her  hands  held  towards  us,  we 
perceive  before  her,  standing  erect  and 
leaning  on  her  bosom,  Jesus,  her  Divine 
Son,  who  with  one  hand  shows  us  His 
Mother,  and  with  the  other  His  own  Heart, 
as  if  to  say,  *  Behold  the  Queen,  the  Mis- 
tress, the  /Sovereign  of  My  Heart,' — we  feel 
our  hearts  moved,  profoundly  mo^6d. 

After  the  reading  of  the  Brief  by  the 
Rev.  Canon  Druon,  the  Archbishop  ad- 
dressed the  select  audience  that  surrounded 
him,  then  slowly  ascended  the  steps  pre- 
pared for  the  occasion,  and  in  the  attitude 
of  the  most  profound  piety  placed  the 
crowns  upon  the  head  of  Mary  and  of  the 
Child  Jesus. 

Then  the  bishops,  the  priests  and  the 
faithful  sang  as  with  one  voice  the  /Salve 
JKegina,  departing  with  regret  from  this 
sanctuary  which  they  would  have  wished 
never  to  quit  again. 

This  chapel  is  a  real  gem  of  architecture 
and  sculpture.  It  was,  moreover,  magnifi- 
cently decorated  for  the  occasion ;  the  dec- 
oration blended  simplicitly  with  grandeur. 
Fourteen  long  banners  of  blue  velvet  hung 
from  the  walls  and  were  covered  with  in- 
scriptions referring  to  the  different  parts 
of  the  world  in  which  the  Association  is 
established. 

Two  nearest  the  statue  are:  one  with  the 
arms  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff,  with  these 
words ;  "  Preserve  our  holy  Pontiff-king  /" 
the  other  with  the  arms  of  the  Archbishop 
of  Bourges,  with  these  words:  "  This  Pon- 
tiff is  the  Apostle  of  thy  glory,  0,  Our 
Lady  of  the  Sacred  Heart  /" 

The  other  banners  are  dedicated  as  fol- 
lows :  to  the  bishops  and  clergy,  to  the 


Missionaries  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  to  Asia, 
to  Africa,  to  America,  to  Oceanica,  to  Bel- 
gium, to  France,  to  England,  to  Switzer- 
land, to  Holland,  to  Luxemburg,  to  Cana- 
da, to  Italy,  each  bearing  an  appropriate 
inscription. 

Benediction  of  the  Most  Holy  Sacrament 
terminated  the  feast. 


Basil  S,  Elder, 


A  veritable  patriarch  has  deceased.  An  old  and 
honored  landmark  of  the  earliest  days  of  the  Cath- 
olic Church  in  the  United  States  has  been  removed. 
The  record  of  it  touches  our  heart,  who  knew  him 
only  through  his  honorable  and  honored  family, 
who  are  nearer  our  own  age. 

On  "Wednesday,  Oct.  13th,  in  the  evening,  BASIL 
8.  ELDER  departed  this  life  at  the  house  of  his 
daughter,  Mrs.  A.  C.  Baldwin,  in  Baltimore,  want- 
ing sixteen  days  of  seeing  ninety-six  years  of  age. 

Mr.  Elder  was  in  his  third  year  when  the  Dec- 
laration of  Independence  was  signed,  in  1776.  He 
was  seventeen  years  old  when  Dr.  John  Carroll 
returned  from  Europe  as  first  Bishop  of  Baltimore. 
What  changes  this  old  patriarch  has  seen  in  the 
condition  of  the  Catholic  Church  in  this  country, 
since  then ! 

It  is  for  those  that  knew  him  personally  to 
speak  of  his  virtues.  We,  looking  on  from  a  dis- 
tance, only  know  that  in  whatever  part  of  the 
country  we  have  met,  or  heard  of,  one  of  the  family 
sprung  from  Basil  S.  Elder,  we  have  known  such 
as  a  sincere  and  open-hearted  Catholic.  It  is  a 
family  that,  in  most  trying  times,  has  "kept  the 
faith"  Let  us  poor  men  of  a  later  growth,  pause 
salute  with  honor  the  old  patriarch  that  trained  his 
children  in  the  way  they  should  go;  and  then, 
before  the  altar,  let  us  all  commend  his  soul  to 
God,  in  a  fervent  supplication  that  God  will  shorten 
the  term  of  his  detention  in  the  Purgatory  where 
the  weaknesses  and  faults  of  a  long  life  in  the  world 
must,  for  all  of  us,  be  cleansed,  before  we  can 
endure  the  Presence  of  the  Ever-living  God. 

It  was  the  happiness  of  Basil  S.  Elder  to  have  a 
son  ordained  a  Catholic  priest  more  than  twenty 
years  ago.  We  met  him  during  the  Council  of 
Baltimore,  in  1849,  a  young  and  fervent  priest,  in 
the  house  of  a  distinguished  gentleman  of  that  city, 
in  the  company  of,  among  others,  six  Bishops.  Of 
these,  five  are  dead.  The  sixth  was,  then,  the  most 
recently  consecrated  of  all  the  American  Bishops — 
now  the  revered  Archbishop  of  Baltimore.  The 
then  young  Father  Elder  is  now  the  experienced 
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[Translated  from  "  La  Semaine  du  Fidele."] 

A  Touching  Episode  in  the  Life  of  Pius  IX, 


On  the  fifteenth  of  November  the  unfor- 
tunate Rossi  fell  pierced  with  a  poniard, 
at  the  foot  of  the  staircase  of  the  chan- 
cellerie,  in  which  the  Senate  was  then  sit- 
ting. From  that  time  the  rebellion  ad- 
vanced undisguisedly  to  the  goal  which 
had  long  been  the  object  of  its  ambition. 
Many  persons  who  but  the  night  before 
had  been  seen  parading  the  streets  chant- 
ing "  Blessed  be- the  holy  banner  raised  by 
the  Vicar  of  Christ,"  on  the  same  day,  drunk 
with  crime,  raised  their  hands  against  this 
same  Vicar  of  Christ,  their  weapons  soaked 
in  the  blood  of  his  minister,  and  pointed 
their  cannon  against  him  who  had  recalled 
them  from  exile,  restored  them  to  their 
country,  and  lavished  upon  them  favors 
and  benefits. 

A  multitude  composed  of  national 
guards,  soldiers  of  the  militia,  and  citi- 
zens— to  whom  it  was  said  the  Prince  of 
Cariino  had  given  double  pay  for  that  day 
— had  passed  near  my  residence,  shouting 
"  The  Republic  forever,"  which  cry,  how- 
ever, was  not  repeated  by  the  passers-by. 
One  of  these  wretches,  who  belonged  to 
the  Pope's  gendarmerie,  held  in  his  hand 
a  white  flag  bearing  on  it  the  names  of  the 
ministers  forced  on  the  sovereign  by  the 
population. 

In  this  manner  they  pursued  their  way 
towards  the  Quirmal,  followed  by  my  hus- 
band, the  Count  de  Spaur,  who  wished  to 
see  the  turn  things  would  take  there ; 
shortly  afterwards  he  sent  me  a  message 
begging  me  to  be  under  no  anxiety  in  case 


he  should  delay  his  return  home,  as  it  was 
his  duty  to  remain  near  the  person  of  the 
Sovereign  Pontiff. 

Whilst  I  was  asking  myself  what  reason 
there  could  be  for  the  Count's  staying  with 
the  Pope,  I  was  terrified  by  a  sinister  ru- 
mor. In  all  directions  the  cry  "To  arms! 
to  arms!"  was  heard.  Running  to  my 
window  I  saw  a  stream  of  men  descending 
from  the  Quirinal;  they  were  accosting 
each  other,  and  exciting  each  other  to  return 
to  the  charge  against "  the  infamous  Swiss," 
as  they  said,  who,  to  the  number  of  about 
sixty-six,  had  gallantly  opposed  their  en- 
trance into  the  palace. 

What  passed  in  my  mind  you  may  well 
imagine  !  I  heard  nothing  but  the  clatter 
of  arms,  the  cry  of  "Death  to  the  Croats 
of  the  palace  !"  and  the  furious  stamping 
of  this  band  of  wretches  hurrying  to  and 
fro  at  the  top  of  their  speed.  Represent 
to  yourself  the  bloody  poniard  which 
since  the  previous  evening  I  had  had  in- 
cessantly before  my  eyes,  and  you  will  ap- 
preciate my  terror  and  agony  better  than 
I  can  describe  it  to  you.  Ah,  how  I  longed 
to  be  able  to  rush  to  my  husband,  and  pre- 
sent him  a  weapon  with  which  to  defend 
his  own  life  and  that  of  my  unfortunate 
Sovereign  !  In  my  despair  I  was  hurrying 
towards  the  staircase,  when  I  met  a  person 
who,  seeing  me  almost  beside  myself,  suc- 
ceeded, by  dint  of  entreaties  and  almost  of 
violence,  in  deterring  me  from  my  design, 
and  left  me  alone  with  my  son  in  a  state 
of  desolation  such  as  I  had  never  before 
experienced  in  my  life. 

At  length,  towards  ten  o'clock  at  night, 
a  note  sent  by  the  Russian  Minister  to  his 
wife  served  somewhat  to  console  us;  it 
was  signed  by  all  those  who  were  inter- 
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ested  in  reassuring  their  families,  and  who 
were  in  attendance  at  the  chateau  with 
M.  de  Boutenief.  All  assured  us  that  they 
were  safe  and  sound,  and  an  hour  later  my 
husband  related  to  me  with  indignation 
how  the  pontifical  palace  had  been  sur- 
rounded by  armed  men  and  the  cannon 
pointed  against  the  principal  entrance ; 
how  he  had  himself  seen  the  bullets  of  the 
muskets  penetrate  the  Pope's  apartment. 
He  then  informed  me  how  Mgr.  de  Paltna 
had  received  his  death-blow,  and  how  the 
Swiss  Guard  had  been  taken  from  the  Pope 
and  replaced  by  the  Revolutionary  soldiery 
called  the  Civic  Guard.  He  described  to 
me  the  violence  and  arrogance  with  which 
the  strange  Ministry  of  Galetti,  Sterbini, 
Muzarelli,  Campello  and  Mamiani  had  been 
forced  on  the  Pope  and  proclaimed  to  the 
people  by  volleys  of  musketry.  Lastly, 
he  informed  me  of  the  Sovereign  Pontiff 
having  addressed  a  protestation  against 
all  this  day's  enormities  to  the  foreign 
ministers  assembled  in  his  presence. 

While  these  events  succeeded  each  other 
in  one  direction,  Rome  was  divided  in 
opinion,  and  vain  and  contradictory  ru- 
mors prevailed.  Some  said  that  the  Holy 
Father  would  accommodate  matters  even 
with  the  Republicans,  and  would  tolerate 
them ;  others  affirmed  that  he  would  not 
only  tolerate  them,  but  that  he  had  him- 
self provoked  all  these  scandalous  scenes. 
They  characterized  him  as  the  leader  of 
the  rebels,  as  if  he  only  sought  the  eleva- 
tion of  his  own  creatures  and  the  fall  of 
the  Church,  introducing  for  such  ends 
heresy  into  religion,  civil  discord  at  home, 
and  war  abroad.  Ah,  if  they  could  have 
read  the  depths  of  his  soul  they  would 
have  seen  him  shedding  bitter  tears,  and 
praying  to  God  for  strength  and  counsel 
in  the  hour  of  adversity. 

God,  who  could  not  turn  a  deaf  ear  to 
the  supplications  of  His  Vicar,  permitted 
him  to  receive  a  letter  on  the  21st  of  No- 
vember.    It  was  written  by  the  Bishop  of  j 
Valence,  who  expressed  himself  as  follows: 

"  MOST  HOLY  FATHER  :  During  the  peregrinations 
of  his  exile  in  France,  and  especially  at  Valence, 


the  great  Pope  Pius  VI  was  in  the  habit  of  carry- 
ing the  Blessed  Eucharist  suspended  on  his  breast,  or 
on  that  of  one  or  other  of  the  Prelates  of  his  house- 
hold who  were  with  him  in  his  carriage.  From 
this  august  Sacrament  he  drew  light  for  the  regu- 
lation of  his  conduct,  strength  to  bear  his  sufferings, 
and  consolation  in  all  his  sorrows,  while  patiently 
waiting  until  he  should  receive  it  as  a  Viaticum  on 
his  passage  into  eternity. 

"I  am  the  undoubted  possessor  of  the  little  vase 
which  served  a  purpose  at  once  so  pious,  touching 
and  memorable.  I  venture  to  present  it  to  your 
Holiness.  Heir  to  the  name,  the  See,  the  virtue* 
the  courage,  and — I  may  almost  say — the  tribula- 
tions of  the  great  Pius  VI,  you  will  perhaps  at- 
tach some  value  to  this  slight  but  interesting  relic, 
which  however  I  hope  will  not  be  destined  to  the 
same  use.  But  who  knows  the  hidden  designs  of 
God  m  these  trials  which  His  providence  is  prgpar- 
ing  for  your  Holiness?  I  pray  for  you  in  all  the 
fulness  of  faith  and  love. 

"  I  have  left  the  pyx  in  the  little  silk  bag  which 
contained  it  when  used  by  Pius  VI ;  it  is  precisely 
in  the  same  state  as  it  was  suspended  on  the  breast 
of  the  immortal  Pontiff. 

"  I  retain  always  a  lively  remembrance  of,  and  a 
profound  gratitude  for,  the  kindness  I  received  from 
your  Holiness  during  my  stay  in  Rome  last  year. 
Do  me  the  favor,  Holy  Father,  of  adding  to  this 
your  Apostolic  Benediction,  which  I  await  prostrate 
at  your  feet. 

"VALENCE,  14th  of  October,  1848." 

^This  letter  was  regarded  by  the  Holy 
Father  in  a  miraculous  light ;  and  consid- 
ering it  as  a  certain  indication  of  the  will 
of  Providence,  he  resolved  to  remove  from 
his  States  as  soon  as  possible. 

I  ought  to  state  that  my  husband  had 
already  on  more  than  one  occasion  offered 
the  Holy  Father  his  co-operation  and  all 
the  assistance  possible,  not  only  in  his  ca- 
pacity as  Minister  of  one  of  the  Catholic 
Powers,  from  which  on  this  head  he  had 
received  the  most  positive  orders,  but  fur- 
ther as  one  who  had  always  professed,  and 
more  than  ever  in  the  present  troubles, 
the  most  unbounded  devotion  to  the  Head 
of  the  Church.  The  Holy  Father,  who 
had  kindly  entertained  these  offers  of  serv- 
ice, notified  to  my  husband  through  Car- 
dinal Antonelli,  that  in  the  interest  of  the 
Holy  See,  and  not  with  any  view  to  the 
safety  of  his  own  person,  which  he  would 


A  V  E      MARIA 


755 


have  unreservedly  exposed  to  still  greater 
dangers,  his  Holiness  had  resolved  to  quit 
Rome  and,  placed  as  he  was  in  circum- 
stances of  so  much  difficulty,  would  gladly 
avail  himself  of  the  assistance  of  a  man 
who,  like  Count  de  Spaur,  had  given  so 
many  proofs  of  fidelity  and  devotion. 

Since  the  16th  November,  when  we  were 
speaking  confidentially  of  contriving  the 
Pope's  escape,  and  discussing  the  time 
and  manner  of  his  being  able  to  quit  Home, 
my  husband  had  often  answered  me,  smi- 
ling: "Who  knows  that  we  may  not  be 
called  on  to  take  part  in  that  event?"  I 
paid  no  attention  at  the  time  to  these 
words,  escaping  from  him  as  they  did  in 
the  intimacy  of  private  conversation,  and 
which  were  but  the  expression  of  the  wish 
of  his  heart;  but  when  I  heard  from  him 
this  extraordinary  news,  I  remained  for  a 
short  time  almost  insensible ;  for  a  mo- 
ment I  was  tempted  to  dissuade  my  hus- 
band from  engaging  in  so  serious  and  dan- 
gerous an  enterprise.  However,  on  seeing 
that  his  resolution  was  taken,  and  God 
sending  me  the  strength  I  stood  in  need 
of,  I  occupied  myself  in  making  all  the 
preparations  for  the  departure,  which  was 
fixed  for  the  day  after  the  morrow.  Since 
the  22d  I  had  not  taken  any  rest  or  refresh- 
ment, nor  did  I  feel  any  want  of  either. 

Everything  was  ordered  and  arranged 
for  starting  on  the  24th,  at  six  o'clock  in 
the  morning,  when  my  two  brothers  ar- 
rived to  see  me  take  my  seat  in  the  car- 
riage. They  were  much  surprised  on  learn- 
ing that  I  was  to  start  alone,  and  that  the 
Count  after  having  arranged  some  pressing 
business  connected  with  his  official  position 
was  to  join  me  at  Albano,  where  I  was  to 
wait  his  arrival.  They  said  everything 
they  could  think  of  to  induce  the  Count  to 
accompany  me,  or,  should  it  be  impossi- 
ble for  him  to  leave  immediately,  at  least 
to  permit  one  of  them  to  escort  me  as  far 
as  Albano.  All  they  urged  was  in  vain, 
and  we  spared  no  pains  in  inventing  rea- 
sons to  explain  the  Count's' delay  and  op- 
posing their  wish  to  accompany  me.  At 
last  my  brothers,  admitting  our  excuses, 


which,  however,  weie  far  from  satisfying 
them,  suffered  me  to  take  leave  of  them, 
and  after  embracing  them  I  took  my  seat 
in  the  carriage,  with  my  son,  his  tutor  and 
two  of  our  domestics.  Thus  we  started 
from  Rome  at  a  quarter  to  seven,  in  order 
to  reach  Albano  in  the  course  of  the  morn- 
ing. 

In  the  mean  time  certain  persons  had 
been  admitted  into  our  confidence.  They 
had  made  the  necessary  arrangements  to 
play  the  part  assigned  to  each  of  them  in 
assisting  the  disguise  and  escape  of  the 
Holy  Father.  Accordingly  at  the  hour 
agreed  upon,  the  Duke  d'Harcourt,  the 
French  Ambassador,  went  to  the  palace  of 
the  Quirinal,  and  having  solicited  an  audi- 
ence, entered  the  Pope's  cabinet  at  five 
o'clock  in  the  evening. 

On  seeing  him  the  Holy  Father  laid 
aside  his  ordinary  attire,  and  dressed  him- 
self as  a  simple  priest,  and  completed  his 
disguise  by  the  addition  of  a  pair  of  green 
spectacles.  Thus  accoutred  he  issued  by 
a  door  which  opened  on  the  apartments 
usually  occupied,  and  reached  a  passage 
called  the  Corridor  of  the  Swiss.  But  no 
one  knew  how  many  years  had  elapsed 
since  this  door,  constantly  kept  shut,  had 
been  opened. 

The  Duke,  left  alone  in  the  apartment 
the  Pope  had  quitted,  listened  anxiously  to 
catch  the  rolling  of  wheels  issuing  from  the 
gate  of  the  palace.  Agitated  at  not  hear- 
ing the  slightest  sound,  the  Duke  was  as 
it  were  struck  with  dizziness  when  he  once 
more  preceived  the  Holy  Father  in  the 
apartment,  with  a  candlestick  in  his  hand, 
and  heard  from  him  that  all  efforts  to  force 
open  the  ancient  door  of  the  Swiss  had 
proved  unavailing.  Things  were  in  this 
state  when  an  officer  of  the  court,  Filip- 
pine,  came  to  say  that  they  had  at  length 
succeeded  in  opening  this  unfortunate  gate. 
On  this  the  Holy  Father  was  able  to  issue 
from  the  palace  without  obstruction. 

In  this  manner  did  Pius  IX  take  his 
flight  in  disguise,  and  make  his  escape  with 
great  difficulty  from  Rome,  thanks  to  the 
devotion  of  a  small  number  of  faithful 
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servants.  It  was  on  the  24th  November, 
1848,  at  half-past  five  in  the  evening,  that 
he  quitted  the  royal  residence  of  the  Quir- 
inal. 

In  the  mean  time  my  husband  had  left 
his  house  at  5  o'clock  in  his  open  carriage 
with  his  servant,  and  proceeded  slowly  to- 
wards the  church  of  Saint  Peter  and  Saint 
Marcellinus,  of  which  the  Pope  when  Car- 
dinal had  been  guardian,  it  having  been 
arranged  that  his  Holiness  should  there 
take  his  seat  in  the  Count's  carriage  in 
order  to  get  out  of  Rome.  The  Pope 
reached  the  place  of  rendezvous  sometime 
after  the  hour  agreed  upon,  and  my  hus- 
band began  to  be  anxious  and  his  heart  was 
beating  violently,  when  at  length  he  heard 
in  the  distance  the  sound  of  a  heavy  ill- 
fashioned  carriage  approaching.  ^Tmmedi- 
ately  on  its  arrival  the  Pope  took  his  seat 
in  the  Count's  caleche,  and  the  purveyor 
having  resumed  his  seat  in  the  other  equip- 
age both  carriages  pursued  their  course 
together  as  far  as  the  Square  of  St.  John 
Lateran,  where  the  old  carriage  drew  up 
in  a  dark  and  retired  corner,  and  the  caleche 
passed  the  barrier  without  difficulty. 

In  the  mean  time  we  who  had  arrived 
at  Albano  in  the  course  of  the  morning 
passed  many  sad  and  irksome  hours.  I  say 
we,  as  I  was  accompanied  by  my  son  and 
his  tutor  Father  Liebl.  Never  had  my 
mind  been  haunted  with  more  melancholy 
forebodings.  My  poor  son,  seeing  me  in 
a  state  which  would  have  excited  the  pity 
even  of  strangers,  came  every  other  moment 
to  me  to  inquire  the  cause  of  my  grief  and 
to  press  me  to  tell  him  what  caused  me  so 
much  trouble;  and  to  make  my  sufferings 
still  greater  I  was  obliged  to  guard  a 
complete  silence  on  the  subject. 

I  had  ordered  our  dinner  to  be  served 
at  three  o'clock.  Four  o'clock  struck,  but 
the  Count  did  not  make  his  appearance. 
Thegarpon  of  the  hotel  having  announced 
that  our  dinner  had  been  long  ready,  we 
seated  ourselves  at  table,  but  I  neither  saw 
nor  tasted  anything  which  was  placed  be- 
fore me.  On  leaving  the  table  I  began  to 
calculate  the  hours  that  had  passed,  with  ter- 


ror. I  felt  my  strength  fail  me ;  I  trembled 
from  head  to  foot,  and  was  on  the  point  of 
fainting.  Just  then  I  heard  the  door  of  my 
apartment  opened,  and  my  heart  began  to 
beat;  but  it  was  neither  Frederic,  whom  I 
expected,  nor  the  other  messenger  whose 
arrival  I  desired.  Instead  of  them  I  saw 
a  common  acquaintance  of  mine  make  his 
appearance,  who  had  heard  of  my  arrival 
at  the  hotel  and  had  come  to  pay  me  a 
visit  and  chat  over  the  events  of  the  day. 
I  cannot  find  words  to  express  my  feelings, 
and  it  would  be  difficult  to  imagine  how  I 
received  this  person  and  listened  to  his 
conversation.  The  purport  of  it  was  as 
follows:  he  had  made  his  escape  to  Albano, 
armed  from  head  to  foot,  in  order  to  let 
the  storm  blow  over;  but  as  soon  as  ever 
the  wind  should  set  in  the  Pope's  favor  he 
would  fly  to  the  court,  etc.  This  conver- 
sation made  me  so  sad  that  the  moment  I 
found  myself  alone  I  retired  into  another 
room  to  pray  to  God,  with  my  poor  boy 
and  Father  Liebl ;  and  being  unable  any 
longer  to  master  my  fear  I  could  do  noth- 
ing but  sob  and  weep. 

However,  shortly  afterwards  I  heard  the 
well-known  voice  of  Frederic,  who  came  to 
inform  us  of  the  Count's  arrival  at  Riccia, 
where  he  was  waiting  for  us.  I  immedi- 
ately began  to  hope,  and  gave  the  neces- 
sary orders  for  our  departure.  On  reach- 
ing the  court  of  the  hotel,  I  saw  that  there 
were  no  candles  in  our  carriage  lamps,  and 
pretended  to  blame  poor  Frederic  for  this 
negligence,  taking  good  care  not  to  per- 
mit him  to  make  any  excuses  or  to  repair 
his  mistake  at  the  moment.  Having  all 
taken  our  seats  in  the  carriage,  we  were 
not  long  in  reaching  Riccia. 

It  was  getting  very  late  and  the  night  was 
exceedingly  dark,  added  to  which  there 
was  every  prospect  of  drenching  rain. 
Full  of  terror  as  I  was,  and  worn  out  with 
fatigue,  I  felt  myself  oppressed  with  inex- 
pressible uneasiness  as  the  moment  ap- 
proached when  I  should  find  myself  seated, 
familiarly  seated,  by  the  side  of  the  vener- 
able Head  of  our  Church,  without  being 
able  to  prostrate  myself  at  his  feet — and 
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forced,  on  the  contrary,  t  o  forget  the  marks 
of  respect  imposed  by  the  faith  on  every 
Catholic.  It  was  an  effort  of  which  I  felt 
myself  incapable.  No  sooner  had  we 
passed  through  the  town  of  Riccia  than  we 
slackened  our  speed  and  commenced  the 
descent  at  a  foot's  pace.  In  the  intense 
darkness  of  the  night  my  diseased  imagi- 
nation was  unceasingly  transforming  every 
vbush  and  stone  we  met  with  into  objects 
of  terror.  Fancy  my  feelings  when  sud- 
denly I  heard  from  afar  off,  in  the  midst 
of  profound  silence,  a  shrill  whistle.  I 
had  no  doubt  that  we  were  being  attacked 
by  banditti,  and  gave  ourselves  up  as  lost. 
When  the  whistle  was  heard  for  the  second 
time  the  carriage  stopped,  and  I  immediately 
recognized  in  front  of  me  the  uniform  of  a 
carbineer.  I  felt  myself  turning  pale,  my 
voice  failed,  me  and  I  could  not  articulate 
a  word.  However,  my  courage  returned 
when  this  man,  addressing  me  in  a  very 
respectful  tone,  said :  "  Can  I  do  anything 
for  your  excellency?"  I  at  once  under- 
stood that  this  soldier  had  been  posted 
there  for  the  purpose  of  guarding  the  road, 
and  that  the  whistles  had  been  a  signal 
agreed  upon  between  the  carbineers  and 
our  postillions.  At  length  I  distinctly 
recognized  my  husband  in  the  midst  of  a 
group  of  men  in  uniform,  and  behind  him 
a  man  dressed  in  brown,  standing  and 
resting  his  back  against  a  pallisade  which 
bordered  the  road.  I  immediately  ad- 
dressed him,  Pius  IX,  the  words  agreed 
upon,  saying:  "Doctor,  come  into  my 
carriage;  be  quick,  as  I  hate  travelling  by 
night."  Then  a  carbineer  having  opened 
the  door  of  the  carriage  and  let  down  the 
step,  the  Doctor  got  in  and  the  soldier 
closed  the  door,  wishing  us  a  safe  journey, 
adding  that  we  had  no  cause  for  uneasiness 
as  the  road  was  perfectly  safe. 

Here  we  were  on  our  road  at  ten  o'clock 
at  night, — our  Most  Holy  Father  and  cle- 
ment Sovereign,  Pius  IX,  seated  in  the 
back  of  my  carriage  on  the  left  side,  Father 
Liebl  occupying  the  place  opposite  to  him, 
I  at  his  right,  and  my  son  opposite  to  me. 
My  husband  and  Frederic  had  mounted  be- 


hind the  carriage  on  a  seat  adapted  to  that 
purpose.  During  the  first  moments,  I 
made  every  effort  to  keep  silence ;  but 
soon  being  unable  to  restrain  my  feelings, 
and  giving  way  to  the  excess  of  my  emo- 
tion, I  expresesd  to  the  Holy  Father,  with- 
out observing  the  rules  of  etiquette  and 
without  thinking  that  the  rest  could  not 
understand  me,  the  difficulty  I  had  in  feign- 
ing indifference,  and  what  an  effort  it  cost 
me  to  refrain  from  falling  on  my  knees 
before  the  august  Vicar  of  Jesus  Christ, 
who  besides  bore  on  his  heart  at  that 
very  moment  the  Blessed  Body  of  the 
Saviour,  inclosed  in  the  pyx  sent  by  the 
Bishop  of  Valence.  The  Holy  Father, 
kindly  compassionating  my  burst  of  emo- 
tion, answered  me:  "Do  not  be  uneasy. 
Fear  nothing;  God  is  with  us." 

While  the  Holy  Father  was  uttering 
these  words  we  arrived  at  Gensano.  There 
we  changed  horses  and  had  our  lamps 
lighted,  the  absence  of  candles  in  which 
had  served  greatly  to  facilitate  the  Pope's 
taking  his  seat  in  my  carriage  in  the  mid- 
dle of  the  carbineers.  The  light  falling 
now  on  his  features  led  to  the  immediate 
recognition  of  the  Holy  Father's  counte- 
nance on  the  part  of  my  fellow-travellers. 
Then  I  saw  my  son  and  his  tutor  testify 
the  greatest  surprise,  and  immediately  each 
of  them  sunk  back  into  his  corner,  taking 
up  as  little  room  as  possible.  In  my  turn, 
I  was  not  less  astonished  to  see  what  little 
pains  the  Holy  Father  had  taken  to  dis- 
guise his  face,  notwithstanding  the  fact 
that  owing  to  the  love  of  the  people  for 
him  formerly  it  had  been  reproduced  by  the 
artist  in  a  thousand  ways,  and  was  to  be 
found  in  the  most  retired  parts  of  the 
country  and  in  the  most  wretched  hovels. 

During  our  whole  journey  he  never 
ceased  praying  to  our  Redeemer  for  his 
enemies,  and  reciting  the  breviary'and  other 
prayers  with  Father  Liebl. 

We  arrived  at  Terracina  at  a  quarter  to 
six  in  the  morning.  A  few  moments  after 
leaving  it,  the  Pope  asked  me  to  apprize 
him  as  soon  as  we  should  reach  the  fron- 
tier of  the  two  States.  And  when  he  heard 
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from  my  lips  these  words,  "  Holy  Father, 
we  are  there," — thinking  that  he  had  ar- 
rived in  a  place  of  safety,  and  his  heart 
doubtless  moved  with  profound  and  sub- 
lime sentiments,  he  shed  tears  and  ten- 
dered thanks  to  the  God  of  mercy,  reciting 
the  canticle  consecrated  by  the  sanction 
of  the  Church  to  the  outpourings  of  grati- 
tude. 

From  Fondi  to  Mola  di  Gaeta  nothing 
remarkable  occurred  to  us,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  delay  in  the  former  town  of  some 
hours  in  order  to  have  one  of  our  wheels 
repaired.  While  the  work  was  going  on, 
some  one  attracted  there  by  curiosity  fan- 
cied he  recognized  the  Pope,  whom  he  had 
seen  a  short  time  previously  during  a  trip 
to  Rome.  About  a  mile  from  the  town  of 
Mola  we  saw  two  persons  coming  towards 
our  carriage ;  they  opened  the  carriage 
door  on  the  Pope's  side,  and  seized  his 
hands  which  they  bathed  with  their  tears. 
One  of  these  two  persons  was  the  Cheva- 
lier Arnao,  secretary  to  the  Spanish  Em- 
bassy; the  other,  although  he  did  not  ap- 
pear altogether  unknown  to  me,  was  so 
wrapped  lip  in  an  immense  scarlet  scarf 
round  his  neck,  and  in  a  strange  costume, 
that  I  could  not  recall  his  name,  until  the 
Pope,  folding  his  arms,  exclaimed,  "I  thank 
thee,  O  Lord,  for  having  brought  hither 
the  excellent  Cardinal  Antonelli,  safe  and 
sound." 

On  our  arrival  we  all  alighted  at  the 
Hotel  de  Cicero,  where  Cardinal  Anto- 
nelli and  Chevalier  Arnao  almost  immedi- 
ately rejoined  us.  It  was. ten  o'clock  in 
the  morning.  The  Pope  and  the  Count 
de  Spaur  went  upstairs  first,  and  we  fol- 
lowed them,  together  with  a  young  man 
whose  face  was  almost  concealed  by  his 
beard  and  whiskers.  I  surveyed  him  with 
some  uneasiness,  when  I  was  reassured  by 
the  Cardinal's  informing  me  it  was  the 
Count  Louis  Mastai,  nephew  of  the  Pope, 
who  had  been  at  Mola  di  Gaeta  under 
pretence  of  a  pleasure-party  since  the  day 
before  the  Pope's  departure. 

No  one  entered  the  Pope's  apartment 
except  Count  de  Spaur,  Chevalier  Arnao, 


and  the  Cardinal,  who  brought  the  Holy 
Father  some  refreshment.  After  his  Holi- 
ness we  partook  of  a  slight  collation— my 
first  meal  after  a  fast  of  three  days'  dura- 
tion. On  rising  from  table,  ]Lhe  two  who 
had  just  arrived  returned  to  take  the  com- 
mands of  the  Pope,  who  wished  to  remain 
concealed  and  unknown  as  far  as  possible 
until  the  news  of  his  arrival  had  reached 
the  king  of  Naples. 


BY  ANKIE  R. 

"Sistor,  I  am  dying;  going  out  into  the  darkness—  WHZXI,  I 
know  not."— [Death-bed  scene.] 

"  Out  in  the  darkness — where? 

God — what  a  wretched  thought 
For  a  human  soul  by  the  precious  blood 

Of  a  dying  Saviour  bought ! 
Yet  lost  ?  oh  !  not  for  us 

That  question  to  decide ; 
None  can  tell  save  those  who've  passed 

Through  the  dark  to  the  other  side. 

"  Light  the  lamps ! — I  scarce 

Can  you  see  your  pitying  face; 
In  the  shadowy  corners  of  the  room 

Such  queer,  grim  phantoms  chase 
Each  other  from  my  view ! 

Say — do  you  see  them  there  * 
Oh !  darling,  I  think  I  am  going  fast 

Out  in  the  darkness — where  ? 

"  Great  God  ! — to  die  so  young ! — 

Must  these  white  hands  lie  still  ? 
This  restless  heart  that  madly  beats 

So  soon  cease  even  to  thrill  ? 
These  lips  he  oft  has  kissed 

They  are  growing  cold — so  cold  ; 
Some  phantom  I  cannot  see  has  wrapped 

My  form  in  its  icy  fold ! 

"To  die !— I  will  not  die  ! 

I  cannot  think  of  Heaven ; 
I'd  be  a  Christian — daring — I  would, 

If  longer  time  were  given ; 
But  now  I  can  only  see 

The  hall,  and  its  dancers  fair, 
And  hear  the  pulsing  music  thrill, 

On  the  dreamy  evening  air. 

"You  mind  that  evening,  dear, 

The  last  we  ever  met  ? 
I  can  paint  the  scene  with  an  artist's  hand, 

It  is  so  vivid  yet. 
Many  a  lovely  form 

Graced  then  that  festive  hall  ; 
Yet  he  said  with  a  loving  smile  that  I 

Was  queen  among  them  all. 

"My  robe  of  lace  with  faint  peach  tint, 
Like  an  airy  cloud  swept  around  me ; 
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"My  zone  of  pearls — his  precious  gift — 
Like  a  wreath  of  sea-foam  abound  me ; 

A  cluster  of  violets  at  my  breast — 
How  vain  their  imperial  wearer — 

I  haughtily  smiled  when  my  Anthony  vowed 
"  Sure  Egypt  was  never  fairer." 

"That  soft,  sweet  Sophien  waltz— 

What  a  dreamy,  yearning  thing ! 
Heavens! — I  feel  a  sudden  chill! — 

"Tis  the  sweep  of  Azrael's  wing! 
Open  the  windows  wide — 

I  cannot  get  my  breath. 
'Tis  dark — 'tis  very  dark — Oh!  God ! 

I  feel  that  this  is — Death. 

"  Death ! — and  I  cannot  pray ! — 

Still  the  same  music-trance; 
Over  the  polished  floor 

The  phantom  waltzers  dance. 
And  the  woman  he  used  to  love 

Ere  the  passion  my  beauty  fired 
Swept  out  like  the  hot  Sirocco's  breath, 

The  pure  love  she  had  inspired. 

"  That  woman's  white,  woe-struck  face 

Gleams  out  from  the  curtain's  fold : 
Drive  her  away  ! — her  glances  freeze, 

Till  my  blood  like  ice  is  cold. 
Don't  stand  there  shivering — pray — 

But  no ;  it  is  all  too  late ! 
The  prayers  of  all  God's  saints  for  me 

Could  not  unbar  Heaven's  gate. 

"I  pray!  who  am  stained  with  sins, 

With  murder,  or  what  is  worse ; 
The  very  fiends  would  snatch  my  prayers 

And  hurl  them  back  with  a  curse. 
When  health  was  mine,  in  the  paths 

Of  pleasure  I  reckless  trod; 
I  sang  and  danced  my  youth  away, 

And  laughed  at  the  thought  of  God ! 

"  I  try  to  frame  a  prayer, 

But  the  dancers  still  go  round ; 
Great  God! — now  I  see  a  shrouded  form 

And  a  coffin  under  ground. 
Confused  and  broken  images — 

A  hearse  with  waving  plumes ; 
A  long  procession  moving  on 

Through  rows  of  cold,  white  tombs. 

"  That  pale,  tear-furrowed  face, 

That  woman  with  broken  heart ! 
The  dance — the  music — my  pearls  " — a  shriek, 

One  quick,  convulsive  start, 
And  all  was  o'er! — white  lips 

Wailed  forth  an  anguished  prayer — 
A  woman's  soul  had  gone 

Out  in  the  darkness — WHERE  ? — Monitor : 


OBITTJAKY.— Died  recently  at  Porto  Rico,  W.  I, 
Mrs.  J.  DE  RIVERA,  a  life  subscriber  to  AVE  MARIA, 
for  the  repose  of  whose  soul  the  usual  Requiem 
Mass  and  suffrages  have  been  offered  at  Notre 
Dame.  May  she  rest  in  peace. 

ERRATUM.— No.  46,  p.  741, 1st  col.,  21st  line— for 
impenetrable  read  imperishable. 


MARY  OUR  MODEL. 


UNION  WITH  JESUS  CHRIST. 

It  is  impossible  for  us  to  please  the 
heavenly  Father  unless  we  are  in  a  state 
of  union  with  Jesus  Christ,  since  He  is 
our  only  mediator  and  without  Him  we 
can  do  nothing  to  further  our  salvation. 
He  has  said  Himself:  "  I  am  the  way,  the 
truth  and  the  life ;  no  one  cometh  to  My 
Father  except  by  Me." 

Again,  He  it  is  who  has  compared  us  to 
branches,  of  which  He  is  the  trunk.  "  As 
the  branch  cannot  bear  fruit  of  itself,  un- 
less it  abide  in  the  vine ;  so  neither  can 
you,  unless  you  abide  in  Me.  For  I  am  the 
vine  and  you  are  the  branches.  Whoso- 
ever abideth  in  Me  and  I  in  him,  the  same 
beareth  much  fruit:  for  without  Me  you 
can  do  nothing."  Every  grace  which  de- 
scends on  us  from  heaven  comes  through 
Him  alone.  It  is  for  this  reason  that  the 
Church  ends  all  her  prayers  by  a  formu- 
lary in  which  this  thought  is  embodied. 

Was  this  necessity  required  to  bring  us 
to  Him?  Ah  !  the  heart  turns  to  Him  of 
its  own  accord.  Who  can  hear  without 
emotion  this  tender  invitation  of  the  good 
Saviour:  "Come  to  Me  all  ye  who  are 
weary  and  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you 
rest"?  What  voice  was  ever  more  sweet 
than  His?  What  friend  deserves  in  a 
higher  degree  our  love?  What  benefac- 
tor has  greater  claims  on  our  gratitude? 
What  master  can  render  us  more  happy? 

Consult  the  amiable  Virgin  Mary  who 
knew  Him  so  well,  and  who  at  this  time  is 
the  dispenser  of  His  favors.  It  seems  as 
if  I  heard  those  touching  words  proceed 
from  her  mouth :  "  Taste  and  see  how 
sweet  is  the  Lord." 

She  tells  us  that  she  knows  this  from 
her  own  experience,  and  that  amid  her 
greatest  tribulations  she  never  knew  hap- 
piness except  in  His  love.  "  You  possess 
all  good,  when  you  have  Jesus ;  all  appears 
hard  to  you  if  Jesus  fails  you.  To  be 
without  Jesus,  is  a  cruel  hell ;  to  be  with 
Jesus  is  a  sweet  paradise."  Jesus  is  suffi- 
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cient  for  everything,  replaces  everything, 
lavishes  everything  with  an  abundance  of 
graces  which  nothing  can  equal. 

Mary  reminds  us  that  in  Him  are  all  the 
treasures  of  the  Divinity,  and  that  conse- 
quently no  creature  can  have  any  quality, 
beauty  or  amiability,  which  does  not  exist 
in  Him  in  an  infinite  degree.  How  then 
should  we  not  love  that  which  is  infinitely 
amiable,  seeing  we  attach  ourselves  so 
easily  to  objects  which  are  so  immeasura- 
bly less  worthy  of  our  affection  ! 

Then,  we  owe  everything  we  have  to 
Him, — existence,  redemption  and  the  un- 
ceasing graces  which  flow  from  it.  What 
has  He  not  done  for  us  ! — with  what  ten- 
derness and  devotedness! — with  what  cir- 
cumstances capable  of  touching  ourhjearts  ! 
Contemplate  a  crucifix,  and  answe?:  Was 
there  ever  a  love  like  that?  That  saint 
was  right  who  wrote  weeping  at  the  foot 
of  the  cross,  "  See  how  one  loves."  It  is 
thus  we  ought  to  love  Him  who  has  so 
greatly  loved  us. 

Has  Jesus  exhausted  His  benefits  in  our 
favor  ?  No,  for  He  unceasingly  offers  us 
new  ones,  and  He  attaches  so  high  a  value 
to  our  happiness  that  He  appears  to  shut 
His  eyes  to  our  sins,  in  order  that  He  may 
save  us  as  it  were  in  spite  of  ourselves. 
What  does  He  not  do  to  touch  our  hearts 
and  win  us  to  the  cause  of  virtue  ?  Has 
ever  a  father  done  so  much  for  his  chil- 
dren ?  And  with  what  object  in  view  ?  To 
draw  us  to  heaven,  where  He  wills  that  we 
should  enjoy  eternal  happiness. 

This  is  what  Mary  tells  us  to  induce  us 
to  love  Jesus.  Can  we  remain  insensible 
to  a  love  which  displays  so  much  gener- 
osity, so  much  perseverance?  Could  we 
refuse  a  happiness  which  is  unequalled, 
and  the  sole  thought  of  which  influenced 
the  saints  with  the  most  ardent  enthusi- 
asm? Woe  to  him  who  would  not  feel 
this  sweet  attraction,  and  still  more  to 
him  who  would  not  open  his  heart  to  this 
divine  flame.  Even  on  earth,  amid  so 
many  vicissitudes,  peace  and  true  joy  can 
only  be  found  in  an  intimate  union  with 
Jesus. 


We  are  convinced  of  this,  O  good  Vir- 
gin Mary  !  and  we  would  gladly  love  Him 
as  He  deserves  ;  but  how  are  we  to  arrive 
at  this  with  hearts  so  cold  as  ours?  By 
what  signs  is  the  principle  of  this  love  to 
be  recognized? 

Mary  answers  us:  "  By  the  pleasure  you 
feel  in  hearing  Jesus  spoken  of,  in  com- 
muning with  Him,  in  seeing  the  triumphs 
of  His  interests,  and  in  contributing  to 
them  yourselves  to  the  utmost  of  your 
power.  The  degree  of  this  love  may  be 
measured  by  the  zeal  and  earnestness  you 
display  in  His  service,  by  the  courage 
which  you  exhibit  in  trials  undergone  for 
His  glory,  and  by  the  ardor  of  desire  which 
carries  you  to  the  Holy  Eucharist."  What 
must  be  done,  if  the  heart  is  cold,  in  order 
to  obtain  a  burning  ray  of  the  divine  love, 
and  to  inebriate  ourselves  at  the  sacred 
source  whence  pious  souls  draw  the  fore- 
tastes of  heaven? 

You  must  pray  earnestly,  purify  your  con- 
science, put  in  practice  acts  of  virtue, 
approach  frequently  the  Holy  Communion, 
and  perform  all  your  actions  for  Jesus, 
with  Him,  in  Him,  and  by  Him. 

Beware  of  fancying  true  piety  to  con- 
sist in  words  and  aimless  devotions;  it 
is  founded  on  an  inviolable  attachment  to 
Jesus  Christ  and  a  disposition  to  suffer 
everything  for  His  sake.  It  displays  itself 
by  generous  acts  of  virtue  in  itself  and 
beyond  itself.  It  gives  to  Jesus  proofs 
of  a  heroic  devotedness  when  occasion 
requires,  as  He  has  done  Himself  to  the 
glory  of  His  Father  and  our  salvation,  and 
as  His  divine  Mother  has  lavishly  given 
to  Him  during  her  entire  life.  It  is  by 
such  signs  that  Jesus  recognizes  His  true 
friends. 


EABTHLT  AFFECTIONS. 

If  our  understanding  was  not  darkened 
and  our  will  perverted  by  human  passions, 
we  should  be  naturally  inclined  to  love 
God  above  everything  since  He  is  in  real- 
ity infinitely  more  amiable  than  any  cre- 
ated being.  Jesus  Christ  more  especially, 
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who  unites  to  the  sovereign  excellency 
of  the  Divinity  the  most  attractive  quali- 
ties which  humanity  can  offer,  would  ravish 
our  hearts  with  an  irresistible  power,  and 
we  should  love  Him  with  that  tender  affec- 
tion which  the  Holy  Virgin  felt  for  Him 
and  which  we  experience  ourselves  for 
those  most  dear  to  us. 

On  the  contrary,  what  do  we  too  often 
see?  A  humiliating  and  deplorable  con- 
tradiction. The  dulness  of  our  minds,  the 
materialism  of  our  hearts,  the  inconsis- 
tency and  caprice  of  our  poor  nature,  ren- 
der us  indifferent  towards  that  which  is  in 
a  sovereign  degree  amiable,  and  make  us 
attach  ourselves  passionately  to  the  very 
imperfect  beings  of  whom  some  are  only 
entitled  to  a  very  limited  affection  while 
the  others  are  sometimes  worthy  of  con- 
tempt. 

Fathom  the  heart  of  that  young  person, 
who  not  long  since  was  pious  and  fervent 
but  who  now  regards  the  practices  of  re- 
ligion with  simple  disgust.  What  then 
has  taken  place  in  her?  Instead  of  the 
supernatural  love  which  she  once  felt  for 
Jesus,  and  which  filled  her  soul  with  such 
sweet  joy,  you  will  perceive  an  unbridled 
love  of  the  world,  which  hars  replaced  it 
and  which  keeps  up  in  her  head  a  sort  of 
intoxication.  You  will  discover  in  her 
ridiculous  pretensions,  extravagant  ideas 
of  her  own  personal  charms,  a  frenzy  for 
dress,  an  inordinate  desire  of  attracting  at- 
tention, and  perhaps  already  an  insane  pas- 
sion for  some  ideal  object  which  she  seeks 
and  pursues  with  her  wishes.  This  is  what 
she  loves  more  than  God  ! 

Why  does  not  young   Madame    C 


attend  church  more  punctually,  and  why 
is  she  always  absent  from  the  Holy  Table? 
It  is  because  her  young  husband,  whom  she 
adores,  idolizes  and  loves  much  more  than 
God,  does  not  like  her  to  attend  to  her  re- 
ligious duties.  She  forgets  everything  for 
him,  sacrifices  her  soul  to  him,  and  re- 
nounces for  him  her  hopes  of  heaven  ;  she 
is  insane  on  this  subject.  Poor  senseless 
creature!  Her  idol  of  flesh  will  crumble 
to  pieces,  perhaps  after  having  betrayed 


her,  and  the  devil  will  reap  his  heritage. 
Do  you  know  what  old  Dame  A- 


loves  more  than  God  ?  Can  you  guess  the 
cause  of  her  absence  from  the  Sacraments? 
It  is  because  she  has  been  guilty  of  a  fraud, 
and  does  not  wish  to  make  reparation. 
The  demon  of  avarice  has  hold  of  her  heart ; 
she  has  sold  her  soul  to  him  for  a  few 
thousand  francs.  She  could  not  hesitate 
between  God  and  a  bag  of  gold.  The 
coin  carried  the  day. 

Did  you  ever  remark  that  widow  who 
airs  a  little  dog  at  the  end  of  a  string 
on  the  boulevards  ?  Having  lost  her 
children,  and  being  incapable  of  devoting 
herself  to  the  good  of  others,  she  has 
centred  all  her  affections  on  this  beast. 
She  loves  it  almost  to  madness;  has  it 
to  eat  at  her  own  table,  where  it  is  sup- 
plied with  the  most  dainty  morsels ;  allows 
it  to  sleep  at  the  foot  of  her  bed,  and  can- 
not bear  to  be  separated  from  it  night  or 
day.  She  would  rather  allow  a  miserable 
pauper  to  starve  with  hunger  at  her  door 
than  deprive  her  dog  of  a  single  mouthful. 
Nay,  more  than  this :  she  would  even  ra- 
ther deprive  herself  of  the  necessities  of 
life.  And  yet  there  is  a  God  who  created 
her,  a  Church  which  baptized  her,  a  heaven 
which  should  be  gained,  a  hell  which 
should  be  avoided.  She  is  aware  of  all 
these  facts,  but  they  never  occupy  her 
thoughts.  They  are  mere  trifles.  She  is 
utterly  indifferent  towards  her  Creator, 
her  Saviour  and  the  Holy  Virgin,  and 
cares  not  for  her  own  salvation  :  in  short, 
she  cares  for  nothing.  But  for  her  poodle, 
— ah,  that  is  her  idol. 

Perhaps  the  woman  who  laughs  at  this 
poor  idiot  cherishes  in  her  own  heart  pas- 
sions which  are  not  less  deserving  of  rid- 
icule. O  creature  of  God,  when  will  you 
give  up  loving  vanity  and  falsehood,  to 
turn  yourself  towards  the  only  real  good? 


THE  obituary  notice  of  Basil  S.  Elder,  in  the  last 
number  of  AVE  MARIA,  was  taken  from  the  Free- 
man's Journal.  We  did  not  perceive,  until  after 
the  publication  of  the  number,  that  no  credit  was 
given. 


762 


A  V  E      MARIA. 


The  Corean  Martyrs, 


[CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  685.] 
For  six  years  the  Church  in  Corea  remained  with- 
out a  pastor.  Three  of  these  years  had  passed 
before  any  communication  with  friends  without 
could  be  effected,  or  any  information  could  be  given 
of  the  disasters  and  ruin  sustained.  At  length,  in 
one  of  the  annual  embassies,  a  messenger  made  his 
way  through,  bearing  the  tidings  concealed  in  a  belt 
worn  round  his  waist,  who  on  the  borders  encoun- 
tered Mgr.  Ferreol,  previously  appointed  coadjutor, 
and  who  had  now  become  the  successor  of  Mgr. 
Imbert.  What  he  felt,  on  hearing  the  story,  is  well 
depicted  in  a  letter,  written  when  his  heart  was  yet 
heavy  in  the  thought  of  the  mournful  desolation  of 
the  afflicted  Christians  in  Corea  : 

"Behold  the  poor  and  desolate  Corean  Church 
deprived  of  its  pastor ;  behold  it  again  turning  its 
tearful  eye  toward  Europe,  whence  ought  J*>  come 
its  salvation,  stretching  toward  Europe  its  hands  to 
obtain  new  guides  to  conduct  its  steps  through  the 
valley  of  darkness  and  misery.  Disguised  as  poor 
woodsmen,  our  backs  loaded  with  branches,  we  will 
pass  the  dreaded  barrier  of  the  Corean  custom- 
house ;  we  will  go  to  console  that  afflicted  people — 
to  dry  their  tears,  to  dress  their  bleeding  wounds, 
and  to  repair,  as  much  as  shall  be  permitted  to  us, 
the  numberless  evils  of  the  persecution ;  we  will  fol- 
low them  into  the  depths  of  the  woods,  upon  the 
tops  of  the  mountains ;  we  will  penetrate  into  the 
crypts,  to  offer  there  the  Holy  Victim  ;  we  will 
share  their  bread  of  tribulation ;  we  will  be  fathers 
of  the  orphans  ;  we  will  pour  into  the  bosoms  of  the 
indigent  the  offerings  of  the  charity  of  our  brethren 
in  Europe,  but,  above  all,  the  spiritual  blessings  of 
which  the  Divine  mercy  has  rendered  us  the  de- 
positaries ;  and,  if  the  spilling  of  our  blood  be  neces- 
sary for  their  salvation,  God  will  also  give  us  cour- 
age to  bend  our  necks  under  the  axe  of  the  execu- 
tioner. I  do  not  think  that  the  world,  with  its  riches 
and  pleasures,  can  offer  to  its  partisans  a  situation 
having  as  much  attraction  as  that  to  which  we  aspire 
has  for  us.  Behold  two  poor  missionaries,  separated 
by  4000  or  5000  leagues  from  their  country,  from 
their  relations  and  friends,  without  any  human  suc- 
cor, without  protection,  without  any  asylum,  in  the 
midst  of  a  people  who  are  strangers  in  manners 
and  language,  proscribed  by  the  laws,  treated  as 
noxious  beasts,  meeting  in  their  path  nothing  but 
afflictions,  having  before  them  only  the  prospect 
of  a  cruel  death, — assuredly,  it  seems  that  there 
could  not  be  in  the  world  a  situation  more  over- 
whelming; but  no, — the  Son  of  God,  who  has 
vouchsafed  to  become  Man,  to  make  Himself  the 


companion  of  our  exile,  fills  us  with  joy  in  the 
midst  of  our  tribulation,  and  gives  us  back  a 
hundredfold  the  consolations  of  which  we  are  de- 
prived by  quitting,  for  His  love  and  that  of  our 
forsaken  brethren,  the  bosom  of  our  families,  and 
the  circle  of  our  friends ;  although  our  days  pass  in 
fatigues,  like  those  of  the  mercenary,  the  reward 
which  awaits  us  in  their  decline  makes  them  days 
of  delight." 

And  now  the  whole  anxiety  of  Mgr.  Ferreol  is 
busied  upon  forcing  an  entrance  into  the  country. 
The  difficulties  in  his  way  are  very  great.  There 
are  two  methods  which  may  be  adopted:  the  land, 
as  had  been  the  case  hitherto,  or  the  sea,  may  be 
chosen  as  the  way  of  entrance  ;  and  in  both  ways 
there  are  formidable  obstacles.  Corea  is  a  vast 
peninsula,  stretching  out  some  600  miles  into  the  sea> 
having  an  average  breadth  of  about  1 30  miles.  O  n 
the  north,  where  it  adjoins  China  and  Manchouria, 
it  has  been  purposely  laid  waste,  and  there  is  a  wide 
belt  of  wild  forest,  pathless,  and  tenanted  by  savage 
beasts,  reaching  from  one  sea  to  the  other.  No 
traveller  can  pass  this  way  except  through  two  nar- 
row avenues,  both  closely  watched.  The  one  to  the 
south  is  the  one  used  by  Mgr.  Imbert  and  by  previ- 
ous missionaries ;  and  it  is  now  so  carefully  guarded 
that  it  is  plainly  useless  to  attempt  to  get  through 
in  this  direction.  The  other,  on  the  extreme  north, 
is  very  distant,  and,  on  investigation,  is  found  to  be 
impracticable.  So  the  only  resource  for  the  Bishop 
is  to  try  the  sea.  But  here,  again,  the  laws  and 
usages  of  Corea  offer  peculiar  impediments.  No 
foreign  vessel  is  allowed  to  approach  the  shores. 
If  the  Bishop  goes  there  by  water,  it  must  be  in  a 
Corean  boat.  He  has  with  him  at  the  time  a 
young  Corean,  named  Andrew  Kim,  who  having 
been  selected  with  a  few  other  youths  by  M. 
Mauband,  and  sent  to  the  college  of  Macao,  had 
after  a  training  of  some  years  been  ordained  deacon. 
Having  much  enterprise  and  intelligence,  and  hav- 
ing acquired  a  little  nautical  knowledge  by  passing 
a  short  time  in  one  of  the  French  ships  that  had 
visited  the  neighborhood,  he  was  a  fit  agent  for  the 
delicate  task  which  the  Bishop  now  required.  Al- 
ready he  had  been  employed  in  testing  the  possi- 
bilities of  an  entrance  by  land  ;  he  must  now  have 
the  errand  intrusted  to  him  of  securing  a  passage 
by  sea.  So,  at  the  season  of  one  of  the  fairs  held  on 
the  borders,  stealing  in  secretly  amidst  the  crowds 
that  resort  there,  he  meets  a  party  of  Christians 
who  travelled  up  to  further  his  designs,  returns 
with  them  to  the  capital,  collects  together  a  band 
of  brave  fellows  to  form  a  crew,  purchases  a  barque, 
passes  over  the  water  to  Shanghai,  and  offers  to  the 
Bishop  the  means  of  gaining  Corea.  Mgr.  Ferreol 
takes  the  chance  provided ;  but  with  what  risks  and 
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painful  endurances  is  it  associated  !  The  barque  is 
frail,  and  scarcely  seaworthy ;  like  other  Corean 
boats,  it  is  not  caulked,  and  the  water  streams  in  at 
the  sides ;  its  deck  is  full  of  seams,  and  the  water 
pours  down  from  above ;  and  the  boat  is  of  a  strange 
shape — so  uncouth  to  the  eye  that  at  Shanghai  they 
called  it  TM  Shoe;  and  the  sailors  are  men  taken 
from  the  field,  chosen  for  their  fidelity  and  not  for 
their  skill ;  and  the  captain  and  pilot  is  the  priest — 
for  such  he  now  is — Andrew  Kim.  Perilous  indeed 
is  the  passage  over  the  stormy  seas.  Soon  they  are 
a  wreck  on  the  waters,  without  sails,  without  masts, 
the  deck  broken  in  at  the  mercy  of  the  waves,  to 
be  drifted  by  them  as  chance  or  a  good  Providence 
may  direct.  Happily  they  come  to  land,  and  the 
laud  is  Corea ;  and  in  no  long  time  the  Bishop  is 
in  the  capital,  in  the  midst  of  the  grateful  Christians. 

There  are  now  in  Corea  a  bishop  and  two  priests ; 
for  besides  the  Corean  priest,  F.  Andrew,  there, 
had  come  over  with  Mgr.  Ferreol,  from  Shanghai, 
M.  Daveluy,  who  for  twenty  years  toiled  on  in  that 
country,  till  in  the  late  massacre  his  labors  termin- 
ated in  the  fate  so  common  in  this  savage  land. 
All  goes  on  prosperously  for  a  time.  Mgr.  Ferreol 
finds  himself  more  free  than  he  had  anticipated ;  and 
he  is  able  quietly,  and  without  molestation,  under 
the  proviso  of  extreme  caution,  to  pursue  his  duties 
among  his  little  flock.  Andrew  Kim  is  busy  and 
active,  moving  here  and  there,  and  transacting  with 
despatch  various  matters  intrusted  to  him  by  his 
superior.  Mgr.  Ferreol  regards  him  with  much 
affection  and  confidence,  and  reposes  great  hopes  in 
his  dexterity  and  zeal  It  is,  therefore,  a  great  blow 
to  him,  when  he  learns  that  this  trusted  companion 
has  been  suddenly  stopped,  seized,  thrown  into 
prison,  and  is  awaiting  his  executiou.  F.  Andrew 
had  been  out  on  one  of  his  usual  errands,  when  an 
accident  led  to  his  discovery.  He  is  at  once  arrest- 
ed, treated  with  much  ignominy  and  insult,  led 
before  the  mandarin  of  the  district,  examined, 
required  to  apostatise,  beaten,  and  thrown  into  a 
dungeon.  He  is  firm  and  bold  in  his  answers, 
patient  under  jeers  and  taunts,  and  preaches  from 
his  prison  to  the  crowd  outside,  unfolding  to  them 
some  of  the  primary  truths  of  religion.  He  is  after- 
wards taken  to  Seoul,  re-examined,  and  condemned. 
His  fault  is  an  unpardonable  one :  he  has  gone  into 
the  land  of  the  strangers,  and  has  learnt  from  them 
their  religion  and  their  ways,  and  he  must  die. 

So,  after  some  weeks  of  confinement,  he  is  led 
forth  to  the  place  of  execution ;  brought  up  before 
the  great  mandarin,  who  is  sitting  in  state;  and, 
kneeling  down,  witli  his  head  bent  forward,  calmly 
and  bravely  awaits  the  stroke  that  is  to  end  his 
short  but  faithful  service  in  the  cause  of  Christ. 
The  soldiers,  as  is  their  custom,  dance  around  him, 


again  and  again  cutting  at  him  with  their  sabres, 
till  the  blow  is  struck  that  severs  the  head  from  the 
body,  and  consummates  his  martyrdom. 

We  have  a  letter  of  this  young  Corean  to  Mgr. 
Ferreol,  written  from  his  prison,  in  which  he  relates 
much  of  what  happened  to  him  at  his  first  arrest. 
He  thus  proceeds : 

"  They  rushed  on  me  like  furies.  Having  seized 
and  torn  off  part  of  my  hair,  they  bound  me  with  a 
rope,  and  cuffed,  kicked,  and  cudgelled  me  severely. 
Afterwards,  they  stripped  me  of  my  clothes ;  and, 
having  pinioned  and  beaten  me,  they  dragged  me 
with  derision  before  the  tribunal,  around  which  a 
crowd  of  curious  spectators  were  gathered.  The 
mandarin  said  to  me :  '  Are  you  a  Christian  ?' 
'  Yes,  I  am,'  I  replied. '  '  Why  do  you  practice  this 
religion  contrary  to  the  orders  of  the  sovereign  ? 
Renounce  it.'  '  I  practice  my  religion  because  it  is 
the  true  one.  It  teaches  me  to  honor  God,  and 
conducts  to  eternal  happiness.  As  to  apostasy,  it  is 
a  word  I  know  nothing  of.'  Immediately  on  this 
reply  I  was  cudgelled.  The  judge  resumed : '  If  you 
do  not  apostatise  I  shall  make  you  expire  under 
blows.'  '  As  you  please ;  but  I  shall  never  abandon 
my  God.  Do  you  wish  to  hear  the  truths  of  my 
religion?  Listen!  The  God  whom  I  adore  is  the 
Creator  of  heaven  and  of  earth,  of  men,  and  of 
everything  that  exists;  He  punishes  crime,  He 
recompenses  virtue ;  whence  it  follows,  that  it  is  the 
interest  of  every  one  to  render  Him  homage.  As 
to  me,  mandarin,  I  thank  you  for  making  me  undergo 
torments  for  His  love.  May  my  God  reward  you 
for  this  blessing  by  raising  you  to  higher  dignities !' 
At  these  words,  the  mandarin  and  the  whole  assem- 
bly burst  into  laughter.  They  then  brought  me  a 
cangu,  eight  feet  in  length.  I  snatched  it  immedi- 
ately, and  passed  it  round  my  neck,  whilst  the 
whole  court  were  in  peals  of  laughter.  Then  they 
cast  me  into  prison  with  two  sailors 'who  had  al- 
ready apostatised.  My  hands,  feet,  neck,  and  sides 
were  so  secured,  that  I  could  neither  walk,  sit,  nor 
stretch  myself;  besides,  I  was  overwhelmed  by  an 
inquisitive  crowd,  who  besieged  my  prison.  I  spent 
part  of  the  night  preaching  the  Christian  religion 
to  them.  They  took  an  interest  in  listening  to  me ; 
and  occasionally  interrupted  me  by  saying  that 
they  would  willingly  embrace  the  Gospel,  if  it  were 
not  proscribed  by  the  king." 

When  he  wrote  this  letter,  he  was  in  close  confine- 
ment at  Seoul,  where  his  treatment  was  very  rigor- 
ous. "  We  were  guarded,"  he  says,  "  with  extreme 
severity.  Each  of  us  was  stationed  in  a  separate 
cell,  where  we  were  watched  night  and  day  by  four 
soldiers.  We  were  chained  by  the  hands  and  feet, 
and  the  cangu  was  placed  on  our  necks ;  a  long  rope 
was  fastened  to  our  waists,  and  three  men  held  the 
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end  of  it  every  time  we  crossed  the  threshold  of  the 
cell."  He  was  but  twenty-five  years  of  age,  and  had 
been  one  year  a  priest ;  he  was  one  of  a  family  of 
martyrs — the  son  of  a  martyr,  and  the  nephew  of  a 
martyr. 

There  fell  at  the  same  time  eight  other  Coreans, 
four  women  and  four  men,  who  all  gave  up  their 
lives  with  a  generous  fervor.  One  of  this  number 
had  been  a  Pagan  up  to  a  late  period ;  but  his  wife 
was  a  Christian,  and  so  was  his  son.  His  son  had 
been  arrested  and  thrown  into  prison,  and,  in  the 
terrors  of  his  captivity,  had  become  an  apostate. 
The  father  had  received  the  grace  which  the  son 
had  forfeited,  and  had  in  his  turn  become  a  fervent 
confessor.  Andrew  KLm  in. the  prisonjiad  instruct- 
ed and  baptized  him.  Tht£chains  were  no  sooner 
on  his  body,  than  he  was  inflamed  with  a  strong 
desire  to  die  for  the  Gospel,  slight  and  imperfect  as 
was  his  knowledge  of  it.  His  replies  to  the  ques- 
tions put  to  him  are  very  striking.  "  Do  you  know 
the  commandments  of  God?"  he  was  asked.^,-"  No," 
he  replied,  "  I  do  not  know  them."  "  If  you  are 
ignorant  of  them,"  he  was  then  told,  "  you  cannot 
be  a  Christian."  "  Among  the  children  of  a  family," 
he  answered,  in  extreme  simplicity,  "  there  are  some 
large  and  some  small ;  some  have  intelligence  and 
some  have  not ;  others  are  still  at  the  breast ;  the 
larger  know  their  father  best,  the  smaller  know  him 
least :  all,  however,  love  him,  I  am  in  religion  like 
a  little  child — I  can  scarcely  babble ;  although  I  do 
not  know  God,  I  know  that  He  is  my  Father, — this 
is  the  reason  that  I  love  Him, — and  I  wish  to  die 
for  Him."  In  the  end  he  received  fifty  blows  with 
the  plank,  and  was  then  strangled ;  his  last  words, 
spoken  in  a  loud,  strong  voice,  were  :  "  O  Jesus, 
my  Master,  I  give  You  what  I  have,  my  soul  and 
my  body." 

This  was  the  only  persecution  during  the  seven 
or  eight  years  of  Mgr.  Ferreol's  ministry.  It  broke 
out  suddenly,  it  did  not  spread,  and  it  soon  died 
away.  But,  besides  giving  great  sorrow  to  the 
Bishop,  it  was  a  severe  detriment  to  him,  for  it 
deprived  him  of  a  most  useful  servant,  and  it  checked 
the  work  that  had  been  going  on  steadily  and 
rapidly.  What  the  progress  had  been,  we  have 
placed  in  our  view  by  the  Bishop's  summary  of  the 
year's  statistics:  "The  annual  confessions  amount 
to  3484 ;  the  baptisms  of  adults,  to  946  ;  the  baptisms 
of  children,  1378J;  the  catechumens,  220 ;  the  children 
of  Pagans  who  died  after  baptism,  about  1000;  the 
marriages  blessed,  634 ;  the  confirmations,  1428 ;  the 
extreme  unctions,  30."  The  number  of  baptisms  is 
large ;  but  it  is  the  accumulation  of  several  years, 
and  is  not  to  be  regarded  as  the  real  average  of  the 
period,  which,  till  the  very  last  years  of  Mgr. 
Berneux,  never  attained  so  high  a  point. 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


The  Child-Angel, 

A  LEGEND  FROM  THE  FRENCH. 

When  Almighty  God  had  made  man  in  His 
own  image,  and  had  afterwards  made  the 
woman  to  be  a  companion  to  the  man,  He 
assembled  all  His  angels,  and  said  to  them: 
•"Seraphim,  you  shall  love  the  man  and 
the  woman  whom  I  have  created  in  My  own 
image  and  placed  upon  the  earth  ;  Cherub- 
im, you  shall  instruct  them  ;  Thrones,  you 
shall  surround  them  with  all  your  splendor; 
Dominations,  you  shall  aid  them  to  sur- 
mount all  obstacles;  Principalities,  you 
shall  take  charge  of  their  salvation ;  Powers, 
you  shall  combat  beside  them  against  the 
evil  spirits ;  Virtues,  you  shall  enable  them 
to  work  prodigies. of  love  and  courage." 

God  thus  spoke,  and  the  angels  bowed 
their  fair  heads  in  token  of  obedience,  and 
their  bright  wings  quivered  like  those  of 
little  birds  trembling  with  both  happiness 
and  fear  under  the  hand  that  caresses  them. 
For  the  voice  of  God  is  at  once  awful  and 
sweet  to  hear.  Happy  the  ears  that  have 
heard  it. 

A  multitude  of  other  angels,  whose  name 
is  unknown  to  mortals,  then  received,  ac- 
cording to  the  nature  and  powers  of  each, 
the  mission  to  follow,  correct  and  instruct 
the  man  and  woman  whom  God  had  sent 
to  dwell  on  earth.  All  left  heaven,  the 
Seraphim  taking  the  lead,  the  rest  follow- 
ing in  the  order  in  which  we  have  placed 
them,  the  Virtues  being  the  last  to  depart. 
Every  day  they  returned  to  give  an  account 
to  God  of  what  they  had  done  for  those 
He  had  placed  under  their  care;  of  the 
science  they  had  taught  them,  the  ob- 
stacles they  had  enabled  them  to  over- 
come, the  love  they  enkindled  in  their  souls. 

"The  man  is  wise  and  good,"  said  the 
angel  Raphael. 

"  The  woman  is  kind  and  virtuous,"  said 
the  angel  Gabriel. 

"But,  Lord,"  said  the  angels  then  with 
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one  voice,  "what  griefs  .have  the  man  and 
woman  ?  They  are  very  beautiful,  wise, 
intelligent,  loving, — still  they  are  not 
happy,  for  they  weep." 

"They  would  be  neither  man  nor  woman 
if  they  wept  not,"  said  the  Lord;  "to  weep 
is  the  condition  of  their  existence.  But 
is  there  not  amongst  you  some  consoling 
angel?" 

"  No,  Lord,"  replied  the  Seraphim,  "  we 
love,  but  we  do  not  console." 

"No,"  replied  the  Cherubim,  "we  in- 
struct, but  we  do  not  console." 

And  the  Thrones,  Dominations,  Princi- 
palities, Powers  and  Virtues  all  made,  with 
a  despairing  voice,  the  sad  reply  : 

"We  do  not  console."  '  , 

Then  the  sighs  breathed  by  the  man  and 
woman  in  their  solitude  mounted  to  the 
throne  of  God. 

"  Hear,  O  Lord  !"  said  the  angels, "  hear 
how  they  weep — do  Thou  console  the  poor 
dwellers  on  earth,  O  gracious  King !" 

"Why  have  you  left  them?"  said  the 
Lord.  "  Return  to  them ;  perhaps  they  will 
weep  less  sadly." 

The  angels  again  departed;  soon  they 
returned,  saying: 

"We  have  found  the  man  and  woman 
kind,  virtuous,  wise  and  strong  as  we  had 
left  them,  0  God ;  but  they  weep  incessant- 
ly, for  they  have  not  near  them  a  consol- 
ing angel." 

Then  God  took  pity  on  the  man  and 
woman.  With  a  breath  He  created  an 
angel,  new  among  the  angels — an  angel 
who  was  not  of  the  nature  of  his  brothers. 
He  had  not  large  white  wings  like  theirs, 
he  was  not  a  pure  spirit  like  them ;  yet  God 
did  for  him  more  than  He  has  done  for  all 
His  well-beloved  angels  :  He  named  him  the 
consoler.  This  caused  some  of  the  angels 
to  express  sorrow. 

"What  is  this  angel?"  they  asked  each 
other.  He  is  younger  than  we,  he  is  not 
more  beautiful, — why  does  the  Lord  give 
to  him,  in  preference  to  us,  the  power  to 
lighten  the  afflictions  of  men  ?" 

Then  God  said  to  them : 

"You  will  never  grow  old,  never  suffer 


nor  die;  but  for  him,  he  must  grow  old, 
must  suffer  much,  and  one  day  must  die. 
To  this  mortal  angel  I  have  thought  proper 
to  assign  a  more  beautiful  function  than 
yours.  Since  his  life  is  short,  and  yours 
can  know  no  change,  since  you  are  near  Me 
and  he  will  be  near  men,  I  have  given  him 
an  advantage  over  his  celestial  brothers, 
and  therefore  I  have  named  him  in  prefer- 
ence to  you  the  consoling  angel." 

Still,  several  of  the  angels  grieved,  and 
were  almost  jealous  of  the  new-born  angel; 
and  they  would  have  wished,  even  at  the 
price  of  haying  to. suffer,  that  God  had 
been  pleased  to  bestow  this  beautiful  gift 
on  them,  and  make  them  also  consoling 
angels. 

But  suddenly  they  feel  large  tears  fall 
from  their  brilliant  eyes,  tears  which  com- 
forted them  as  they  fell.  As  they  sought 
to  know  whence  those  soothing  tears  came, 
they  saw  the  Seraphim  and  Cherubim,  at 
the  command  of  God,  extend  their  wings 
and  bear  away  towards  the  earth  the  angel 
of  consolation.  Arrived  on  earth,  the 
celestial  messengers  deposited  their  young 
companion  in  the  arms  of  the  man  and 
woman,  who  were  alone  and  who  wept 
because  they  were  lonely. 

"You  shall  no  longer  be  lonely  and  you 
shall  weep  less,"  said  the  angels.  "  Take 
our  brother  whom  God  sends  you  to  dry 
your  tears.  He  shall  live  and  die  with 
you;  take  him,  it  is  your  good  angel." 

This  angel — it  was  a  little  child.  The 
man  and  woman  covered  him  with  kisses, 
calling  him  their  son;  and  he,  caressing 
their  cheeks  with  his  little  hands,  said  to 
them : 

"  You  are  my  father  and  my  mother.  I 
will  be  your  joy  even  in  affliction;  I  will 
love  you  with  all  my  might,  and  you  shall 
weep  no  more." 

And  the  man  and  the  woman  smiled, 
and  now  they  were  very,  very  happy, 
because  the  little  child  loved  them  and 
was  their  own. 

Little  children,  God  has  placed  you  in 
the  world  that  you  may  console  us  in  all 
our  troubles.  To  all  those  who  suffer  and 
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weep,  whether  they  be  relations  or  stran- 
gers, rich  or  poor,  remember  to  be  always 
consoling  angels.  God  will  reward  you 
for  it  even  while  you  live,  and  after  your 
death  you  will  mount  up  to  heaven,  angels 
with  the  celestial  angels  among  whom 
you  were  born. 


Conversion  owin?  to  the  Recital  of  tbc 
"  Ave  Maria," 


A  young  man,  who  was  in  the  habit  of 
giving  himself  up  without  the  slightest  re- 
morse to  every  kind  of  excess  and  dissi- 
pation, was  arrested  in  the  middle  of  his 
course  of  debauchery  by  a  malady  which 
caused  his  death.  Libertine  as  he  was,  he 
had  habituated  himself  to  recite  every  day 
an  "Ave  Maria"1"1  in  honor  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin,  and  he  never  failed  in  doing  so 
even  when  his  manner  of  life  was  in  the 
worst  degree  irregular.  As  soon  as  it  was 
known  that  he  was  seriously  ill,  the  priest 
of  his  parish  went  to  see  him,  and  exhorted 
him  to  make  his  confession.  The  wretched 
young  man  resisted  his  pious  solicitations, 
and  told  him  that  if  he  must  die  of  this 
illness  he  wished  to  die  as  he  had  lived, 
and  if  he  recovered  it  was  his  intention  to 
resume  his  old  way  of  life.  This  was  the 
answer  he  made  to  all  who  spoke  to  him 
of  his  conversion.  Neither  his  friends 
nor  his  relations  could  either  by  entreaties 
or  tears  prevail  upon  him  to  change  his 
culpable  resolutions.  All  about  him  were 
in  a  state  of  inexpressible  consternation, 
and  no  one  dared  to  speak  to  him  further 
of  his  return  to  God,  fearing  that  this 
might  only  furnish  him  with  the  opportun- 
ity of  repeating  his  impious  and  blasphem- 
ous expressions. 

However,  one  of  his  comrades,  who 
though  of  about  the  same  age  was  much 
more  sensible,  and  who  had  often  taken 
him  to  task  for  his  irregularities,  came 
to  see  him  one  morning;  and  after  talking 
to  him  for  some  time  on  indifferent  sub- 
jects, said  to  him  :  "  JBut  you  ought  really 
to  think  about  your  conversion." 


This  observation,  which  reached  him 
quite  unexpectedly,  took  the  sick  man  by 
surprise;  and  he  answered  immediately, 
"My  conversion  !  But  I  am  too  great  a 
sinner" 

"Well  then,"  replied  the  other,  availing 
himself  of  the  opening  given  him,  "address 
yourself  to  Mary,  who  is  the  Mother  and 
refuge  of  sinners." 

"  Ah  !"  said  the  sick  man  sighing,  "  it  is 
true  I  say  an  Ave  Maria  to  her  every  day ; 
but  could  that  be  of  any  service  to  me  ?" 

"Yes,  undoubtedly,"  replied  his  friend; 
"  did  you  not  in  that  prayer  implore  her 
favor  in  the  hour  of  death?" 

"  That  is  true,"  observed  the  sick  man. 
"  Well,  since  it  is  so,  go  for  the  priest,  and 
I  will  make  my  confession."  On  this  he 
shed  many  tears,  nor  could  his  friend 
in  his  deep  emotion  restrain  his  own  or 
find  words  to  thank  God  for  so  happy  a 
change. 

However,  the  Cure  of  the  parish,  who 
could  not  reconcile  himself  to  the  idea  of 
abandoning  the  sick  man  without  making 
a  last  effort,  entered  the  room  precisely  at 
this  moment,  and  was  greatly  astonished 
to  see  these  two  young  men  bathed  in  tears. 
Having  demanded  what  was  the  matter, 

"It  is  I,"  said  the  sick  man,  "who  am 
weeping  for  my  sins.  Alas !  I  commence  to 
do  so  very  late,  but  the  merits  of  my  Saviour 
are  infinite,  and  His  mercy  is  boundless. 
This  thought  alone  inspires  me  with  con- 
fidence." 

The  Cure,  surprised  at  so  sudden  and 
great  a  change,  asked  the  sick  man  how 
it  had  been  brought  to  pass. 

"It  is  the  Blessed  Virgin,"  he  answered; 
"  it  is  my  good  Mother  who  has  opened  my 
eyes  and  touched  my  heart,  for  she  wills 
not  that  I  should  perish." 

"You  wish  then  to  be  converted?"  in- 
quired the  Cure. 

"Yes,"  answered  the  sick  man;  "let 
everybody  enter  my  room;  that,  as  my 
vices  have  been  public,  my  confession  may 
be  so  also." 

"  That  is  not  necessary,"  observed  the 
Cure  kindly;  the  scandals  you  have  occa- 
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sioned  during  your  life  will  be  sufficiently 
repaired  when  it  shall  become  known  that 
you  have  made  a  good  confession." 

On  this  his  young  friend  retired  and 
informed  the  family  of  what  had  happened, 
while  the  sick  man  was  making  his  con- 
fession, which  was  frequently  interrupted 
by  his  tears  and  sobbing.  The  pastor 
brought  him  the  Holy  Viaticum  in  the 
presence  of  a  great  number  of  persons 
of  all  ranks,  who  had  been  attracted 
there  by  the  report  of  this  conversion. 
In  the  exhortation  which  he  made  on  this 
subject,  he  did  not  suffer  them  to  remain  in 
ignorance  of  the  manner  in  which  this  re- 
turn to  grace  had  been  brought  about,  and 
spoke  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  so  touching 
a  manner  as  to  draw  tears  from  all  who 
heard  him.  But  when  in  his  turn  the  sick 
man  addressed  them,  expressing  the  feel- 
ings of  love,  confidence  and  gratitude 
with  which  he  was  penetrated,  demanding 
forgiveness  of  the  bystanders  for  the  bad 
example  he  had  shown  them,  and  recom- 
mending himself  to  their  prayers,  nothing 
was  heard  in  the  whole  assembly  but  sighs, 
sobs  and  cries ;  and  this  most  edifying 
ceremony  led  to  many  conversions. 

His  funeral  was  attended  by  such  a  crowd 
of  people  that  the  church  was  totally  in- 
adequate to  contain  those  .who  wished  to 
pay  his  remains  the  last  mark  of  respect. 
His  obsequies  did  not  appear  so  much  a 
funeral  ceremony  as  a  day  of  triumph  in 
honor  of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  whose  power 
and  goodness  were  extolled  and  praised 
by  all  present. 


Spirit  of  the  Cure  of  Ars. 


The  devotion  to  the  holy  Cure  of  Ars  is 
now  so  widely  spread  in  England,  that  a 
few  words  concerning  the  present  state  of 
the  scene  of  his  labors  may  be  found  ac- 
ceptable. 

All  is  as  he  left  it  but  five  years  ago. 
The  little  church  remains  unchanged,  ex- 
cept that  his  body  lies  beneath  a  black  slab 
in  the  centre  of  its  nave;  for  the  magnifi- 

t 

cent  chapel  of  St.  Philomena,  which  was 


planned  under  his  direction,  will  not  be 
completed  before  next  year.  Altar  and 
chair,  pulpit  and  confessional,  remain  as 
he  used  them,  to  recall  the  inspired  words 
and  the  heroic  life  which  made  the  once 
neglected  church  of  Ars  one  of  the  favorite 
pilgrimages  of  Europe.  That  pilgrimage 
is  continued  now;  and  scarcely  a  week 
passes  without  some  miraculous  events  to  re- 
ward the  faith  of  those  who  perform  it,  and 
to  show  that  his  blessing  rests  upon  it  still. 

Ars  is  visited  by  considerable  numbers 
of  persons  at  all  times  of  the  year;  but 
especially  about  the  4th  of  August,  the  an- 
niversary of  the  death  of  M.  Vianney. 
The  daily  morning  and  evening  instruc- 
tions are  carried  on  by  the  missionaries 
whom  he  associated  with  himself  in  his 
work;  and  the  Retreats  which  he  founded 
are  still  given  twice  in  every  month. 

The  few  objects  which  the  holy  Cure 
used  are  collected  together  in  his  room, 
to  the  door  of  which  the  faithful  are  ad- 
mitted. The  uneven  staircase  and  brick 
floor,  the  rough  lantern  and  the  earthen- 
ware pipkin,  are  characteristic  of  him  in 
whose  mouth  "poor"  was  the  favorite  ep- 
ithet for  all  belonging  to  himself;  while 
the  embroidered  vestments,  jewelled  chal- 
ices, and  marble  altars,  bespeak  his  love 
for  the  beauty  of  the  house  of  God. 

Those  who  knew  him  intimately  for 
many  years  are  there  to  speak  of  his  holi- 
ness. The  missionaries  who  shared  his 
labors,  the  Brother  of  the  Holy  Family 
who  was  constantly  at  his  side,  and  the 
devout  persons  whose  privilege  it  was  to 
serve  him,  bear  joyful  witness  to  wonders 
which  fell  under  their  own  observation, 
and  to  that  supernatural  life  of  their  pas- 
tor which  was  the  greatest  miracle  of  all. 

It  is  understood  that  the  Holy  Father 
has  expressed  great  interest  in  the  beatifi- 
cation of  the  Cure  of  Ars,  and  has  desired 
that  his  cause  may  be  introduced  to  the 
Roman  Congregation  as  soon  as  possible. 
The  devotion  of  the  people,  who  regard 
him  as  a  saint,  has  rendered  it  necessary 
to  remove  the  railings  which  at  first  sur- 
rounded his  tomb ;  and  the  ex-voto  offer- 
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ings  with  which  they  were  abundantly 
covered  have  been  reserved  until  the  time 
when  the  Church  shall  authorize  such  pub- 
lic expressions  of  venei-ation. 

If  we  have  ever  thought,  in  reading  of 
the  apostolic  labors  of  saints  who  lived  in 
times  gone  by,  that  the  uncompromising 
severity  of  their  teaching  would  have  been 
modified  by  the  altered  circumstances  of 
our  own  age,  the  life  of  the  Cure  of  Ars 
shows  us  that  we  were  mistaken.  We  see 
him  in  the  midst  of  a  neighboring  people, 
the  trusted  guide  of  every  class  of  Chris- 
tians. Every  doubt  that  could  arise  from 
the  exigencies  of  the  nineteenth  century 
concerning  theology,  politics,  oreven  fash- 
ion, was  submitted  to  his  decision;  and 
he  answered  one  and  all  in  words  which 
might  have  fallen  from  St.  Vincent  Ferrier 
or  the  B.  Leonard  of  Port  Maurice.  Thus 
when  we  hear  of  the  numbers  of  all  ranks 
and  conditions  who  crowded  from  town 
and  country  into  the  secluded  village 
church  to  hear  his  simple  exhortations,  our 
thoughts  go  back  to  the  time  when  Phar- 
isees and  Sadducees,  soldiers  and  publicans, 
thronged  the  desert-banks  of  the  Jordan 
to  hear  the  preaching  of  St.  John  the  Bap- 
tist, and  to  be  told  that  they  must  do  pen- 
ance because  the  kingdom  of  heaven  was 
at  hand. 

In  perusing  the  instructions  of  the  Cure 
of  Ars,  we  may  miss  the  sweetness  of  his 
voice,  or  the  bright  look  and  affectionate 
manner  with  which  they  were  wont  to  b$ 
accompanied  ;  but  our  hearts  burn  within 
us  as  we  read,  for  they  come  from  a  saint 
on  fire  with  the  love  of  God,  who  was 
raised  up  in  an  unbelieving  generation  to 
carry  on  the  old  tradition,  and  to  sanctify 
the  world  by  the  simple  preaching  of  the 
Cross.— Preface  to  London  ed.  "Spirit"  by 
Rev.  J.  E.  JBowden,  Priest  of  the  Orat.  1864. 


An  Extraordinary  Conversion. 

Divine  grace  was  once  pleased  to  lead 
back  to  the  path  of  virtue  a  wayward  youth 
in  the  following  wonderful  manner,  as  narra- 
ted in  "Carmel ;  or,  The  Conversion  of  Her- 
mann, the  Pianist." 

An  acquaintance  of  the  writer  had  often  been 
heard  to  boast  that  he  was  not  such  a  fool  as  to  be- 
lieve in  the  vaunted  devotion  and  abnegation  of 
monastic  orders.  They  are  only  a  set  of  hypo- 
crites !  who  will  ever  believe  that  they  rise  at  mid- 


night to  sing  Matins !  bah !  the  convent  bell  was 
rung  indeed  every  night,  but  it  was  only  a  make 
believe.  Well:  so  it  happened  that  on  a  certain 
beautiful  moonlight  night,  our  friend  was  wending 
his  way  home  from  the  casino  at  a  rather  early 
hour ;  it  was  just  a  little  before  "  the  iron  tongue  of 
midnight  had  told  twelve !" 

The  street  lay  by  a  church  attached  to  a  convent 
of  Capuchin  Friars.  The  only  one  conventual  bell, 
at  the  stroke  of  twelve^  pealed  forth  in  humble  but 
silver  tones  the  hours  of  Matins!  The  libertine 
answered  the  summons  with  a  ribald  laugh,  and 
proposed  to  his  associates  to  watch  at  the  church 
door,  and  "  find  out  for  themselves  the  imposture  of 
those  lazy  monks,  who  lie  in  their  comfortable 
couches,  digesting  their  wine,  while  the  devotees 
in  the  neighborhood  are  such  fools  as  to  believe 
that  they  are  singing  psalms  in  the  choir." 

The  party  halted,  sat  on  the  sill  of  the  church- 
door,  and  indulged  in  impertinent  remarks  at  the 
expense  of  the  friars.  Wonderful  are  the  ways  of 
the  Lord,  truly !  while  the  foolish  youth  lay  in  am- 
buscade to  ferret  out  what  he  was  pleased  to  call 
the  imposture  of  monks,  the  mercy  of  God  lay  wait- 
ing for  him  to  overshadow  his  soul  with  the  mantle 
of  His  grace.  Just  as  the  midnight  silence  reigned 
most  deep,  and  no  other  sign  of  life  was  percepti- 
ble but  the  heavy  breathing  of  the  three  compan- 
ions, hushed  in  suspense,  and  the  rapid  strides  of 
the  queen  of  night,  fleecy  clouds  fleeting  before 
her, — hark !  all  at  once,  with  well-measured  tones, 
from  the  breasts  of  a  hundred  monks,  in  deep  sol- 
emn voices  issued,  and  swelling  under  the  vault  of 
the  temple  re-echoed  through  its  aisles,  the  hallowed 
laud,  Domine,  labia  mea  aperies.  Thou,  0  Lord,  wilt 
open  my  lips,  .  . 

The  astonished  companions  looked  at  the  scoffer, 
whose  face  had  become  of  an  ashy  paleness,  while 
with  a  determination  that  brooked  no  resistance, 
and  with  a  husky  voice,  he  said :  "  Friends,  you  may 
go  home ;  I  will  not ! "  In  vain  did  they  remon- 
strate, in  vain  did  they  even  attempt  to  move  him 
thence  by  force.  On  his  knees,  his  face  buried  in 
his  hands,  the  converted  youth  continues  at  those 
doors  of  salvation,  receiving  into  his  soul  the  vivi- 
fying waters  of  Divine  Mercy,  until  break  of  day, 
when  on  the  opening  of  the  church  he  asks  for  an 
interview  with  the  venerable  guardian  of  the  con- 
vent, who  can  this  day  vouch  for  the  truth  of  my 
statement.  He  then  applies  for  admission  into  the 
Order,  into  which  he  is  received  after  due  probation. 
I  have  seen  him  since,  and  he  has  persevered  a  model 
of  Christian  repentance,  and  a  noble  monument  of 
God's  infinite  mercy,  and  of  that  Providence  which 
ofttimes  plays  in  the  world,  and  whose  delights  are 
to  be  with  the  children  of  men.  (Prov.  viii.) 
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[For  AVE  MARIA.] 

Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 


December  comes,  all  bleak  and  drear, 

But  the  blooming  flow'rets  spring 
About  our  patb,  as  songs  of  praise 

To  our  loved  Queen  we  sing. 
Immaculate,  immaculate ! 

Like  brightness  from  a  star, 
Pure  beams  of  light  surround  the  name 

And  spread  its  glory  far. 
Immaculate !  the  Church  on  earth 

With  holy  gladness  cries ; 
Immaculate !  the  Church  in  heaven 

Thro1  all  its  choirs  replies. 
Our  throbbing  hearts  in  vain  essay 

To  praise  thy  high  estate, 
O  purest  Virgin,  full  of  grace! 

Mother  Immaculate ! 
Child  of  the  earth — yet  earthly  stain 

Has  cast  no  shade  on  thee ; 
Child  of  the  earth — yet  angels  bow 

Before  thy  purity. 
Thy  glory  makes  our  joy  to-day, 

Queen  of  unfading  bow'rs ! 
As  with  exultant  love  we  hail 

Heaven's  favorite  and  ours. 

M.  L.  M. 


[For  AVK  MARIA.] 

MARY  OUR  MODEL. 


HUMILITY. 

Humility  may  well  be  reckoned  among 
the  virtues  which  shone  with  peculiar  lus- 
tre in  the  Blessed  Virgin,  the  venerated 
type  of  the  Christian  woman.  No  one  of 
them  strikes  more  forcibly  the  attentive 
observer.  For  if  we  consider  the  dignity 
of  Mother  of  God,  so  immeasurably  ex- 
alted above  all  created  grandeur,  or  the 


sublime  destiny  of  this  incomparable  wom- 
an who  was  to  serve  as  the  instrument  in 
the  hands  of  the  Creator  to  ransom  and 
transform  the  world,  and  afterwards  to 
be  exalted  through  all  eternity  above 
every  creature  on  a  throne  in  heaven,  in- 
ferior only  in  brilliancy  to  that  of  the 
Holy  Trinity,  we  are  at  first  astonished 
that  the  heavenly  Father  should  have  or- 
dained her  to  be  born  in  so  humble  a  sta- 
tion, and  never  suffer  her  to  emerge  from 
it  during  her  whole  life.  This  mystery 
admits  of  explanation  only  when  taken  in 
connection  with  the  humiliations  endured 
by  the  Word  Himself,  whose  aim  it  was 
to  tear  up  human  pride  by  its  very  roots. 

Mary,  having  become  Mother  of  God, 
could  not  but  be  aware  of  her  own  dignity 
and  grandeur  ;  she  confessed  herself  that 
the  Lord  had  done  great  things  for  her, 
and  that  all  generations  would  call  her 
blessed.  But  her  humility  suffered  no  dim- 
inution from  these,  as  she  referred  all  the 
glory  of  them  to  God,  together  with  her 
homage  and  gratitude. 

There  you  have,  ladies,  the  whole  theory 
of  humility.  Do  not  run  away  with  the 
idea  so  common  in  an  ignorant  world, 
that  this  virtue  consists  in  closing  your 
eyes  to  your  own  merits  and  in  ignoring 
their  evidence.  Truth  is,  however,  the  in- 
separable companion  of  virtue.  Humility 
consists  in  referring  to  God  what  belongs 
to  Him,  and  retaining  for  one's  self  solely 
that  which  really  pertains  to  the  creature. 
It  invariably  results  from  this,  it  is  true, 
that  our  portion  is  wretchedly  small,  and 
often  deserves  contempt;  but  this  is  only 
justice.  For  whatever  we  have  of  good  in 
us  comes  from  God ;  it  is  only  the  evil  we 
can  properly  call  our  own.  Not  only  has 
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God  given  us  everything  we  have,  whether 
we  regard  our  souls  or  our  bodies,  but  His 
grace  is  always  urging  us  to  good  actions 
by  adding  the  strongest  motives  to  deter- 
mine us  to  perform  them;  and  we  are  al- 
most continually  opposing  it,  so  that  He 
wrings  from,  us,  so  to  speak,  the  little 
good  we  do.  On  the  other  hand,  our  pro- 
pensity to  evil  is  strongly  marked,  and  we 
act  almost  habitually  from  secret  motives 
of  pride,  egotism,  malice,  cowardice  or  sen- 
suality. Those  persons  who  neglect  self- 
examination  are  scarcely  conscious  of  these 
perverse  inclinations.  But  such  as  keep  a 
watchful  eye  on  the  inward  motions  of 
their  hearts  are  humiliated  and  terrified 
by  their  own  perversity.  From  this  arise 
those  complaints  and  groanings  of  the 
saints,  which,  alas  !  are  but  too  well  jus- 
tified by  truth  against  the  accusation  of 
exaggeration  with  which  they  are  charged 
by  a  thoughtless  world. 

You  will  now  have  no  difficulty  in  un- 
derstanding why  God  blesses  the  humble, 
who  render  to  Him  the  glory  of  His  gifts ; 
while  He  hates  the  proud,  who  in  their 
foolish  self-love  attribute  the  same  glory 
to  themselves  and  deprive  Him  of  it. 

Besides,  it  is  unnecessary  to  insist  on 
the  fact  that  pride  must  cause  Him  dis- 
pleasure. Does  it  not  offend  even  rneii\ 
themselves  ?  Is  there  any  fault  which  pro- 
.vokes  sooner  repugnance  and  contempt? 
How  difficult  it  is,  in  the  presence  of  an 
arrogant  man,  to  restrain  our  natural  de- 
sire of  revenging  the  cause  of  justice,  in 
humiliating  his  pride  by  a  reply  or  an  ac- 
tion calculated  to  wound  him. 

Further,  this  wretched  fault  spoils  every 
virtue,  and  ruins  them  in  their  very  foun- 
dation. It  staggers  faith,  it  inspires  pre- 
sumption, it  leads  often  to  the  lowest  dis- 
couragement, it  destroys  charity  through 
egotism,  it  descends  to  every  species  of 
meanness  through  ambition,  and  God  gen- 
erally punishes  it  by  degrading  weaknesses, 
principally  in  regard  to  morals.  The  Holy 
Scriptures  term  it  the  beginning  of  all  vices, 
and  all  the  Fathers  are  unanimous  in  declar- 
ing that  humility  is  at  once  the  foundation 
and  the  guardian  of  all  the  virtues.  Can  we 


be  astonished  after  this  that  our  holy  books 
teem  with  maledictions  against  the  proud 
and  benedictions  on  the  humble?  The 
Lord  detests  the  proud,  abandoning  them 
to  their  own  devices,  humbling  them  and 
excluding  them  from  His  kingdom;  while 
on  the  contrary  He  loves  humble  souls, 
sustaining  them,  exalting  them,  and  prom- 
ising them  glory  hereafter.  The  Gospel  is 
full  of  these  phrases. 

Lastly,  the  proud  never  taste  peace;  they 
find  everywhere  subjects  of  annoyance.. 
Observe  those  women  who  are  remarked  for 
their  pride  and  susceptibility?  A  mere 
nothing  wounds  and  irritates  them,  and 
they  are  always  fancying  that  others  are 
wanting  in  respect  and  consideration  for 
them.  They  are  never  at  peace,  and  are  tor- 
mented by  their  own  self-love.  One  might 
regard  them  with  some  little  compassion  if 
they  did  not  cause  suffering  to  others ;  but 
as  a  rule  they  are  envious,  jealous,  despotic 
and  often  cruel.  Everything  is  sacrificed 
to  their  egotism — or,  to  speak  plainly,  to 
their  vanity. 

How  much  more  amiable  and  happy  are 
the  modest  and  benevolent !  Compare  the 
Blessed  Virgin  with  those  proud  women 
whose  mind  is  never  in  repose.  Always 
good,  always  tranquil,  always  content,  al- 
ways submissive  to  the  will  of  God,  and 
always  disposed  to  take  in  good  part  the 
conduct  of  His  creatures,  Mary  was  never 
offended  by  trifles,  and  never  imputed  bad 
motives  to  others.  She  was  beloved,  and 
she  deserved  to  be  so. 

Endeavor,  then,  ladies,  to  conduct  your- 
selves like  her,  and  renounce  those  paltry 
pretensions  which  too  often  render  you 
ridiculous.  I  must  repeat  once  more  you 
are  too  ambitious  to  please,  and  with 
this  object  in  view  you  have  recourse  to 
devices  which  are  by  no  means  to  your 
credit. 

Lay  aside  these  tricks  and  fooleries, 
which  only  make  you  laughed  at  and  con- 
temned behind  your  backs.  Endeavor  to 
acquire  real  greatness  of  mind*  and  eleva- 
tion of  heart. 

In  a  word,  be  modest. 
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PRETENSIONS. 

Will  nobody  have  the  courage  to  tell 

young  Madame  de  V that  she  wearies 

people  with  her  perpetual  boasting?  It 
would,  however,  be  rendering  her  a  great 
service  to  correct  her  of  such  a  folly. 

Before  you  have  been  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  in  her  society  she  draws  the  conver- 
sation on  her  birth,  alliances  of  her  family, 
and  the  fortune  and  titles  of  her  relations 
and  friends.  You  cannot  escape  being 
informed  that  she  descends  in  a  direct 
line,  somewhat  obscured,  from  the  noblest 
houses  and  the  most  illustrious  ances- 
try. She  boasts  the  blood  of  kings  in 
her  veins,  through  I  know  not  what  bas- 
tards, whose  names  have  long  since  per- 
ished. On  the  male  side  she  is  connected 
with  archbishops  and  cardinals  who  either 
actually  were  Popes  or  were  within  an 
ace  of  becoming  so.  On  the  female  side 
she  has  had  princesses  and  abbesses,  in 
the  dark  ages,  and  she  will  give  you  their 
names  if  you  care  to  know  them.  In  the 
present  day  she  has  grand  relations  in 
quarters  you  would  least  suspect.  She 
enumerates  a  distant  cousin  at  the  Court 
of  the  King  of  Prussia,  another  in  the  Im- 
perial Guard  of  Russia,  a  third  the  confi- 
dential adviser  of  the  late  Queen  Pomare, 
an  aunt  who  is  on  as  easy  terms  with  the 
wife  of  a  Minister  as  you  are  with  your 
mantua-maker,  and  an  uncle  who  con- 
verses with  the  Emperor  when  he  wishes, 
once  or  twice  a  year.  She  has  herself  re- 
ceived invitations  for  the  Court  balls, 
through  a  friend  to  whom  the  Empress 
can  refuse  nothing.  Are  you  in  want  of 
her  protection  at  Court  in  Prussia,  Russia, 
or  where  you  will?  You  have  only  to 
mention  it,  and  you  may  have  any  amount 
of  letters  of  introduction. 

All  these  honors,  she  informs  you,  come 
from  her  side  of  the  house.  Her  husband, 
who  ought  to  think  himself  much  honored 
in  having  such  a  wife,  is  not  so  rich  in 
genealogical  illustrations;  but  his  merit 
makes  up  for  these  little  deficiencies. 
Happy  wife!  With  all  this  how  could 
they  escape  having  delightful  children? 


One  resembles  his  father,  another  his 
mother,  the  third  the  most  illustrious  of 
his  ancestors,  and  those  yet  unborn  will 
not  be  inferior  to  them.  Happy  mother ! 
She  tells  you  all  this  with  such  an  appear- 
ance of  simplicity  that  she  seems  entirely 
to  forget  herself,  and  you  cannot  accuse 
her  of  pride.  She  has  not  uttered  one 
word  of  self-praise ;  and  adds,  by  way  of 
completing  your  bewilderment:  "How- 
ever, all  this  does  not  raise  me.  I  have  no 
pretensions  to  rise  again  into  the  rank  of 
my  ancestors." 

What  cunning  I  Well,  I  assure  you,  her 
only  aim  throughout  has  been  to  exalt  her- 
self, and  she  considers  herself  of  a  nature 
superior  to  the  ordinary  run  of  mortals. 
Have  you  not  remarked  how  cleverly  she 
ha's  told  us  in  detached  fragments  all  her 
own  history,  without  apparently  touching 
upon  it? — how  she  was  educated,  at  what 
boarding-school,  and  with  what  brilliant 
success?  how  she  was  immediately  sought 
in  marriage  on  account  of  her  birth  and 
connections,  her  wit,  her  talents  and  her 
beauty?  how  many  admirers  she  refused, 
and  why  she  was  resolved  to  marry  only  a 
man  of  great  merit? 

As  she  went  along,  she  has  displayed 
her  wit,  her  ease,  her  quickness  of  appre- 
hension, her  large  views,  her  noble  prin- 
ciples and  her  fine  disposition.  She  has 
also  shown  you  her  distinguished  man- 
ners, her  fine  head,  her  graceful  smile,  her 
white  teeth,  her  beautiful  hands,  and  other 
charms  on  which  she  sets  the  highest  value. 

She  has  been  acting  a  part  the  whole 
time,  and  she  has  given  herself  the  more 
trouble  to  fascinate  you  that  she  has  al- 
ways concealed  her  plan. 

If  you  fall  into  the  snare  and  pay  her  a 
vast  amount  of  compliments  she  Avill  set 
you  down  as  a  man  of  talent;  if  you  have 
heard  it  all  without  understanding  a  word  of 
it,  she  will  always  consider  you  a  boor. 

Her  pretensions  are  not  confined  to  the 
the  earth  ;  she  hopes  to  be  one  of  the  most 
brilliant  of  those  stars  which  cluster  round 
the  throne  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  in  heaven. 
Surely  the  Queen  of  Angels  will  be  proud 
of  her ! 
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CRVM. — Cemetery  ad  Catacwnbas. 


VIII. — MATRIMONY. 
Christianity  has  for  its  object  the  trans- 
formation of  the  natural  man  into  the 
supernatural — in  fact  the  elevation  of  his 
entire  being  into  a  higher  and  supermun- 
dane sphere.  Hence  the  Church  takes 
especial  pains  to  draw  the  family,  that 
microcosm  of  the  state  and  of  society, 
within  the  compass  of  that  magic  circle 
over  which  redeeming  grace  sheds  its  fos- 
tering rays  of  light  and  warmth.  Now  if 
the  family,  and  through  it  society,  is  to  be 
renovated,  it  becomes  of  the  utmost  im- 
portance that  its  root  and  fountain,  mar- 
riage, should  be  sanctified,  i.  e.,  raised  up 
from  the  mere  natural  sphere  into  the 
supernatural.  This  is  exactly  what  is  ac- 
complished by  the  Sacrament  of  Matrimony. 
To  use  an  ancient  Christian  symbol,  Christ 
touches  marriage  with  the  saving  staff  of 
His  mercy  and  power,  and  lo !  as  if  by 
magic,  it  is  transformed.  Henceforward 
the  glory  of  the  sanctuary  is  suffused  round 
about  it,  the  wings  of  the  Heavenly  Dove 
overshadow  it,  and  it  becomes  the  mirror 
and  image  of  that  mystic  connection  which 
exists  between  Christ  and  His  spotless 
bride,  the  Church.  Such  is  the  Christian 
or  Catholic  view  of  marriage — a  view  which 
stands  in  striking  contrast  with  the  opin- 
ions of  late  teachers,  such  as  Calvin,  for 
instance,  according  to  whom  "  matrimony 
is  no  more  of  a  sacrament  than  the  pursuit 
of  agriculture  or  the  trade  of  a  barber." 
That  this  lalter  view,  which,  by  the  way, 
has  been  adopted  also  by  our  modern  un- 
christianized  governments,  was  entirely 
unknown  to  the  primitive  Church,  may  be 
seen  by  the  student  even  after  a  super- 


ficial examination  of  the  monuments  of 
that  period.  "  The  departed  lived  with 
me  in  holy  matrimony,"  "  in  wonderful 
chastity.,  innocence,  prudence  and  fidelity," 
"  a  model  of  purity,"  "full  of  holy  restraint 
and  love," — these  and  similar  testimonies 
are  met  with  almost  at  every  step.  They 
express  that  supernatural  sanctity,  which, 
being  an  emanation  or  a  result  of  this 
sacrament,  ennobles  the  most  intimate 
union  of  our  earth-life,  and,  as  Tertullian 
says,  is  alone  capable  of  endowing  it  with 
true  happiness.  But  we  find  the  relation 
that  exists  between  the  Sacrament  of  Ma- 
trimony and  the  union  of  Christ  with  His 
Church  still  more  clearly  indicated.  Thus 
one  husband  erects  a  memorial  tablet  to 
the  memory  of  "  Felicitas,  his  holy  and 
most  dear  consort  in  Christ, — a  woman  of 
unsurpassable  industry  and  domestic  fi- 
delity." Another  husband,  Alexander  by 
name,  testifies  of  his  "  sweetest  consort, 
Pudicissima,  the  venerable  and  wonderfully 
chaste  wife,"  that  "  as  one  of  the  faithful 
(QVA  FIDELIS,  i.  e.,  as  a  Christian)  it 
was  impossible  for  her  not  to  live  with  him 
always  in  the  greatest  peace."  Still,  the 
sanctification,  and,  as  it  were,  the  transfig- 
uration of  matrimony  in  Christ,  effected 
of  course  by  the  wonderful  workings  of 
grace  in  this  sacrament,  appear  nowhere 
in  sc  strong  a  light  as  they  do  on  the  en- 
amelled goblets  that  were  used  at  the  re- 
ligious love-feasts  which  were  instituted 
on  occasion  of  a  marriage.  These  goblets 
for  the  most  part  are  inscribed:  "May 
you  live  in  God!"  and  represent  the  wed- 
ded pair  with  their  right  hands  joined, 
while  between  them  both  may  be  seen 
either  a  symbol  of  Christ  or  else  the  God- 
man  Himself  in  the  act  of  crowning  the 
couple.  On  one  of  these  glasses  the  mar- 
ried couple  may  be  seen  joining  hands 
across  an  altar-like  pillar  that  is  decked 
with  Jewels.  This  pillar  is  a  symbol  of 
the  Church.  In  this  representation  also 
the  Saviour  is  introduced  as  floating  in  air 
above  the  pillar,  and  crowning  the  bride 
and  groom.  The  explanation  of  such  a 
picture  cannot  be  difficult  to  conjecture. 
To  the  primitive  Christians  marriage  was 
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"a  Sacrament  in  Christ  and  the  Church,"* 
— that  is,  they  regarded  it  as  an  image  of 
the  mysterious  union  that  exists  between 
Christ  and  His  Church.  Hence,  too,  the 
husband  was  expected  to  show  forth  in  his 
person  the  majesty  and  devotion  of  Christ, 
while  the  wife  recognized  it  as  her  duty 
to  excel  in  that  love  and  fidelity  which  the 
Church  manifests  towards  her  Bridegroom. 
In  the  mean  time  Christ  Himself  endows 
the  couple  with  the  glorious  crown  of  this 
sacramental  dignity  and  benediction,  which 
is  typified  by  the  wreath  with  which  He 
encircles  their  foreheads.  The  same  idea, 
at  least  in  substance,  is  expressed  also  by 
yet  other  representations;  as,  for  instance, 
when  we  find  the  married  couple  symbolized 
by  two  doves,  who  are  reposing  on  an  olive- 
branch  or  else  are  drinking  together  from 
the  same  cup.  For  in  these  we  have  be- 
fore us  a  figure  of  the  mediation  of  that 
sacramental  grace  which  is  effected  by  the 
Holy  Ghost,  the  true  and  only  giver  of 
peace  and  purity  of  heart. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 

*  Ephes,  v,  25.  32. 


[Translated  for  AVE  MARIA.] 

Mary  Queen  of  Peace, 


Among  the  numerous  titles  of  glory  due 
to  the  Blessed  Virgin  there  is  none  that  is 
more  agreeable  to  her  than  that  of  Queen 
of  Peace.  Peace  is  a  real  treasure,  a  ben- 
efit we  cannot  appreciate  too  highly,  the 
source  of  all  that  is  good,  useful  and  great 
on  this  earth  of  ours.  But  peace  can  be 
the  lot  only  of  those  who  love  God  and 
acknowledge  Mary  as  their  Mother  and 
protectress;  without  Mary  there  is  no 
peace. 

Never,  most  likely,  at  any  other  epoch 
has  peace  been  so  loudly  invoked,  so  eagerly 
sought  after,  as  at  this  present  time ;  but 
what  is  done  outside  the  Church  to  merit 
peace,  to  obtain  it,  to  preserve.it?  Noth- 
ing ;  or  rather  everything  is  done  that  is 
opposed  to  what  should  be  done. 

One  in  its  essence,  peace  has  a  triple  as- 


pect under  which  it  must  be  considered  and 
sought  for.  The  first  condition  is  to  be  at 
peace  with  God ;  the  second,  with  our 
neighbor ;  the  third  and  last,  and  crown- 
ing condition,  is  to  be  at  peace  with  one's 
self,  a  condition  impossible  unless  we  are 
at  peace  with  God  and  our  neighbor. 

It  is  only  in  Mary  we  find  the  ideal  and 
complete  realization  of  this  triple  peace. 
In  other  words,  the  life  of  Mary  was  passed 
in  peace  because  it  was  love,  charity  and 
humility:  love  of  God,  charity  for  her 
neighbor,  and  humility  in  regard  to  her- 
self. Could  we  but  for  a  short  space  of 
time  have  the  idea  of  squaring  our  conduct 
by  the  life  of  Mary — should  we  find,  though 
at  a  distance,  some  approach  to  that  ineffa- 
ble, type  of  peace  which  we  pursue  with  all 
our  desires,  but  which  is  given  to  so  few 
to  attain  and  realize,  because  we  are  so 
greatly  mistaken  about  the  means  we  should 
take  to  arrive  at  it? 

Never,  perhaps,  has  peace  been  so  much 
spoken  of  as  now, — never,  certainly,  has 
its  beneficent  influence  been  so  eagerly 
craved;  but  in  those  tumultuous  assem- 
blies [of  which  we  had  last  year  a  speci- 
men at  Geneva]  which  pretend  to  seek  this 
treasure,  in  those  newspapers  and  books 
which  pretend  to  indicate  the  sources  of 
peace,  who  thinks  of  invoking  God,  of  call- 
ing upon  Mary,  and  especially  of  bringing 
to  mind  and  meditating  upon  those  terri- 
ble words  of  Holy  Writ :  There  is  no  peace 
for  the  wicked  ? 

Certainly  it  is  no  lack  of  charity  to  say 
that  those  meetings,  those  papers  and  books 
— pamphlets,  or  more  ponderous  volumes — 
are  not  animated  by  the  spirit  of  the  God 
of  peace;  and  in  the  first  place,  what  dis- 
quiet in  the  ulcerated  souls  of  those  who 
talk  of  peace  and  vociferate  at  the  same 
time  their  yells  of  discord  and  death ! 
Those,  who  a  short  time  ago  proclaimed 
the  beneficent  and  civilizing  reign  of  peace, 
are  they  in  union  with  God,  with  their 
neighbors,  and  consequently  sure  masters 
of  themselves?  No;  a  thousand  times,  no! 

Turn  we  away  from  those  physicians, 
who  according  to  the  words  of  the  Wise 
Man  have  great  need  of  curing  themselves 
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before  undertaking  the  cure  of  nations  and 
of  the  world,  and  raise  our  eyes  to  Mary, 
the  true  type  of  peace  in  its  triple  majesty, 
of  its  purity,  its  charity  and  its  humility. 

She,  certainly,  was  at  peace  with  her 
Creator— she  to  whom  an  angel  was  sent 
by  God  Himself  to  say :  Thou  hast  found 
grace  with  God ;  she  who  placed  the  seal 
upon  this  grace  by  uttering  her  humble 
Fiat  to  the  promise  and  invitation  of  the 
Most  High,  when  she  said :  Be  it  done  unto 
me  according  to  Thy  word. 

And  her  charity  for  her  neighbor,  for 
the  whole  human  race,  shines  forth  to  the 
end  of  ages  in  that  Canticle  which  is  the 
grand  hymn  of  peace :  "  My  soul  doth  mag- 
nify the  Lord !" 

And,  finally — peace  of  sonl ! — who  ever 
possessed  it  in  such  a  degree  as  this  in- 
comparable Virgin,  whose  faiths-love  and 
calm  serenity  never  once  failed  her  during 
a  long  life  so  full  of  trials  before  the  Pas- 
sion of  her  Divine  Son,  during  His  cruel 
sufferings,  and  during  those  long  years  of 
exile  which  heaven  imposed  upon  her  af- 
ter the  ascension  to  heaven  of  Him  who 
was  her  love  and  her  joy? 

Could  we  comprehend,  if  only  for  a  mo- 
ment, this  type  so  pure,  so  glorious,  so  daz- 
zling of  peace,  without  experiencing  a  pro- 
found feeling  of  dismay  on  considering  how 
far  we  are  from  this  ideal  which  is  proposed 
for  imitation  !  And  nevertheless  God  asks 
nothing  impossible  of  man.  When  He  pre- 
sents us  Mary  as  our  model  He  does  not  re- 
quire that  we  should  elevate  ourselves  to 
such  a  height,  for  the  reason  that  He  is  far 
from  requiring  of  us  more  than  He  has  given 
us ;  but  in  the  humble  sphere  in  which 
each  of  us  is  called  to  live,  there  is  room 
for  all  the  phases  and  all  the  degrees  of 
this  peace  of  which  Mary  is,  after  God,  the 
most  sublime  example. 

God,  who  calls  Himself  the  God  of 
Peace,  could  have  for  His  Mother  no  other 
than  a  Virgin — that  is,  the  most  perfect 
ideal  of  peace  with  God,  with  men  and 
with  one's  own  soul. 

Virginity  and  Peace  are  sisters :  these 
are  the  two  most  perfect  states  we  can  think 
of,  and  they  exist  in  heaven  as  here  below ; 


for  just  as  Virginity  has  its  kingdom  on 
this  earth,  so  also  has  Peace, — that  king- 
dom is  Mary,  and  she  is  the  sovereign  of 
it ;  she  always  maintains  the  supreme  pat- 
ronage of  it.  Her  double  character,  pa- 
cific and  virginal,  she  has  left  to  the  Church, 
the  spouse  of  her  divine  Son,  at  once  both 
chaste  and  fruitful,  and  who  keeps  up  the 
examples  and  traditions  of  Mary,  Queen 
of  Peace  and  Queen  of  Virgins. 

On  the  eve  of  the  Ecumenical  Council, 
when^the  Catholic  world  is  assembled  in 
the  city  of  Rome,  it  behooves  us  more  than 
ever  to  raise  our  eyes  to  Mary  ;  it  is  from 
this  incomparable  Virgin  that  the  Spouse  of 
of  Christ  no  was  ever  will  draw  inspiration. 

Was  not  Mary  the  honorary  president 
of  that  assembly  forever  memorable  which 
was  held  in  Jerusalem  on  Pentecost-day, 
and  in  which  the  Holy  Ghost  came  down 
upon  the  Apostles  and  inspired  them  with 
His  charity,  the  gift  of  speaking  to  all 
men  the  eloquent  language  of  peace  with 
God,  with  their  neighbor  and  with  them- 
selves? 

Queen  of  the  Council  will  be  for  Mary 
synonymous  with  Queen  of  Peace  ;  a  new 
jewel  will  be  added  to  the  crown  of  her 
whom  we  cannot  praise  enough.  De  Ma- 
ria nunquam  satis. 


[For  AVE  MABIA.    Copyright  secured.] 

THE    SISTERS, 

—  OR  — 

A  Lesson  in  the  School  of  Adversity. 


A  CATHOLIC  STORY,  FOB  THE  OLD  AND  FOB 
THE  YOUNG. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

It  was  as  Minnie  had  foretold ;  Gabriella 
and  Carrie  manifested  such  decided  talents, 
the  one  for  music  and  the  other  for  paint- 
ing, that  it  was  determined  to  send  them 
to  a  certain  institution  in  Italy  where  these 
talents  might  be  perfected.  Aunt  Ellen 
was  to  accompany  them  as  a  protectress, 
and  Minnie  was  to  take  charge  of  the 
lessons  of  the  children  who  remained  be- 
hind. Minnie  had  neither  tact  nor  love 
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for  teaching,  and  had  a  great  wish  to  get 
away  from  home.  "  If  I  must  teach,"  she 
thought,  "  I  would  prefer  doing  it  for  a 
salary  at  once."  But  she  had  no  choice  in 
the  matter.  No  one  asked  her  likes  or  dis- 
likes, and  the  children  were  placed  under 
her  care,  while  the  others  were  sent  abroad 
to  be  perfected  in  the  occupation  which 
suited  them  best;  but  we  will  let  Minnie 
tell  the  story  of  this  period  as  we  find  it 
in  her  diary. 

[FROM  MINNIE'S  DIARY.] 

"STORK  FARM,  Aug.  16, 1830. 

"  They  are  gone — really  gone !  Gabriella  and  Car- 
rie and  Aunt  Ellen ;  and  I  am  left  alone !  compan- 
ionless.  What  a  thing  it  is  to  have  talent,  to  be  ad- 
mired, pushed  on,  thought  something  of!  Talent 
must  be  fostered,  cultivated — so  they  say ;  society 
demands  it.  Gabriella  and  Carrie  are  to  shine  in 
society  and  make  a  living  by  their  talents,  and  poor 
I  am  to  drudge  at  home  and  play  child-maid  to  the 
children.  1  was  very  wicked  this  morning ;  I  know 
it,  but  I  could  not  help  it ;  I  felt  so  bad,  so  envious, 
I  cried  with  vexation;  I  could  hardly  kiss  them 
and  say  'Good-by'  decently;  and  mamma  thought 
my  tears  were  from  sorrow  at  parting  with  them.  I 
dared  not  undeceive  her,  but  got  away  and  hid  myself, 
and  thought  over  everything  that  had  happened  since 
we  came  here  five  years  ago.  Everything  is  so 
changed  now!  so  many  events  have  occurred  it 
seems  a  lifetime,  it  seems  a  ruin.  ...  To  live  with- 
out interest,  without  love, — what  a  dreary  life !  I  see 
now  the  advantage  men  have  over  us :  they  can  take 
up  a  pursuit  and  absorb  themselves  in  it  and  forget 
this  dreary  loneliness,  this  ennui  -of  existence  which 
makes  life  a  thing  to  be  borne,  not  enjoyed.  Mar- 
garet has  this,  for  she  has  wealth,  a  position,  duty ; 
time  does  not  hang  upon  her  hands  as  it  does  upon 
mine.  How  often  I  ask  myself  for  whose  pleasure 
was  it  that  I  came  into  existence  ?  Surely  not  for 
my  own.  Whose  will  was  it?  for  I  was  not  consult- 
ed. And  thousands  are  in  a  like  position,  only  those 
who  are  without  education  do  not  seem  to  feel  it. 
The  cottagers  here  are  far  happier  than  I  am. 

"  17th  Aug. — There  is  a  great  stir  in  the  village 
to-day;  we  have  a  new  rector.  For  years  there 
has  been  no  resident  clergyman ;  the  duty  has  been 
performed  alternately  with  Folkington  parish  by 
the  Folkington  parson.  There  was  in  fact  no  par- 
sonage ;  but  the  neighboring  landlord,  a  noble  peer  of 
the  realm,  has  now  put  up  a  suitable  residence,  and 
the  Honorable  Mr.  Latham  and  lady  took  possession 
of  it  to-day.  I  wonder  what  sort  of  neighbors  will 
they  be  ? 

"  18th  Aug. — I  think  Frederic  is  getting  uneasy. 


He  told  me  yesterday  that  he  should  be  of  age 
shortly,  and  would  then  go  abroad.  I  asked  him 
where,  but  he  says  he  has  not  made  up  his  mind. 
Last  evening  he  came  into  the  music- room  and  asked 
me  to  sing  and  play  for  him ;  and  he  sang  several 
comic  songs  himself,  and  seemed  much  pleased. 
'  Ah !'  said  he,  '  now  the  geniuses  are  gone  there  is 
a  chance  for  poor  commonplace  people  to  get  some 
comfort ;  I  like  your  playing,  Minnie,  better  than 
all  the  trills  and  Italian  bravuras  in  the  world.'  I 
did  not  answer  him,  but  I  felt  happier  than  I  had 
for  a  long  time. 

"19th  Aug. — Frederic  asked  me  to  walk  with 
him  down  the  lane  this  evening, — a  thing  he  never 
did  before, — and  I  wondered  what  it  meant.  He 
said  he  wanted  to  talk  to  me  of  the  rumors  which 
were  disturbing  the  neighborhood.  M.  Montniartre 
it  seems,  is  a  Catholic  priest,  and  they  have  made  a 
chapel  of  one  of  the  rooms  of  Louis'  house,  and 
there  they  perform  the  Roman  Catholic  service, 
whatever  that  may  be,  and  the  neighbors  are  greatly 
excited,  and  that  is  one  of  the  reasons  that  Lord 

G built  up  the  parsonage  to  put  a  restraint  on 

the  influence  they  will  use  in  corrupting  the  people. 

" '  Corrupting  the  people,  Frederic  ?  Do  you 
think  Margaret  likely  to  corrupt  anybody?  You 
know  she  has  always  been  good  to  all  around  here, 
yet  we  always  knew  she  was  a  Catholic.' 

" '  Yes,  we  always  knew  she  was  a  Catholic ;  but 
till  this  priest  came  and  these  French  folks  she 
kept  her  religion  to  herself;  people  forgot  it  as  a 
practical  fact,  even  while  they  knew  it ;  now  they 
begin  to  be  afraid  of  her.' 

" '  Afraid !  and  of  What,  in  heaven's  name  ?' 

" '  Why,  don't  you  know  what  the  popular  prej. 
udice  is?  Ask  that  woman  there  who  is  going 
home  with  her  gleanings.' 

"  I  called  the  woman  he  pointed  to,  inquired  after 
her  family,  and  so  forth,  then  asked  her  if  she  had 
seen  Madame  Reaume  lately.  '  No,  Miss,  not  lately,' 
she  said ;  '  she  used  to  be  always  coaxing  my  Susie 
up  there ;  but — truth,  Miss — I  do  not  want  her  to 
go  so  often.' 

"'Why  not,  Elizabeth?  I  am  sure  Madame 
Reaume  is  very  kind.' 

" '  Kind !  yes,  she  seems  so,  if  she  were  but  as 
good  as  she  seems ;  but  haven't  you  heard,  Miss, 
what  they  say  of  her  ?' 

" '  Say  of  her !    No ;  what  can  they  say  ?' 

" '  Why,  they  do  say,  Miss,  that  the  whole  lot  of 
'em  in  that  house  are  Roman  Catholics.' 

" '  What  difference  does  that  make  ?  what  harm 
do  you  know  of  the  Roman  Catholics?' 

" '  Roman  Catholics,  Miss !  why,  didn't  you  know 
it,  Roman  Catholics  roast  people  on  gridirons  ?'  * 


*  This  was  really  said  to  the  writer  by  an  English  Tillage 
woman. 


792 


AVE      MARIA 


"  I  was  going  to  reply,  but  Frederic  pulled  me 
away ;  when  we  were  out  of  hearing  he  said .- '  There ! 
don't  you  mix  yourself  up  with  them ;  the  whole 
people  are  in  a  ferment ;  and  we  shall  have  to  show 

that  we  do  not  belong  to  their  clique.  Lord  G 

is  annoyed;  and  I  saw  Mr.  Latham  to-day;  he 
begged  of  me  to  walk  in,  took  me  round  his  garden, 
introduced  me  to  his  wife  and  daughter,  a  lovely 
girl  by  the  by,  and  told  me  he  counted  on  my  as- 
sistance and  influence  in  restoring  order  in  the  par- 
ish ;  he  was  sorry  to  find  many  important  matters 
had  been  neglected.' 

" '  Did  he  say  any  thing  of  these  Catholics'  doings  ?' 

"'Not  a  word.  He  spoke,  rather,  of  Old  Dunn's 
prayer-meetings  and  preachings.  He  expressed 
great  annoyance  at  finding  so  many  frequented  his 
holding-forths. ' 

"'Perhaps  he  does  not  know  of  the  Reaumes 
yet?' 

" '  Yes,  he  does ;  for  he  spoke  of  them,  and  said 
much  as  he  loved  to  feel  that  England  was  the  resort 
of  all  nations,  he  ever  kept  a  jealous  eye  on  our 
'nationalities.'  He  was  proud  of  being  aji' Eng- 
lishman ;  he  wanted  to  diffuse  a  deeper,  more  thor- 
ough love  of  'Church  and  State,'  our  national 
blessings;  he  hoped  these  French  people  would 
not  cool  the  patriotism  in  the  English  heart.  And 
then,  Minnie,  Miss  Latham,  the  daughter,  sat  down 
to  the  harp  and  sang  so  sweetly  "  Brittania  rules 
the  waves  "  that  the  tears  came  into  my  eyes.' 

"  24th  Aug. — Mr.  Latham  called  this  morning  on 
mamma,  and  requested  to  see  all  her  children.  He 
is  a  very  fine  gentlemanly -looking  man,  and  said 
many  kind  and  complimentary  things;  he  asked 
about  the  society  in  the  neighborhood,  and  ended 
by  making  a  very  particular  request  that  mamma 
would  spend  an  early  afternoon  at  the  parsonage 
and  make  the  acquaintance  of  his  wife.  Fred- 
eric brought  him  in ;  he  knew  Margaret  was  not  at 
home,  and  I  suspect  chose  the  opportunity  pur- 
posely. Singularly  enough,  Mr.  Latham  did  not  in- 
quire for  her.  He  addressed  mamma  as  if  she  were 
the  mistress  of  the  house.  He  would  not  leave  till 
mamma  had  promised  to  go  over  on  the  day  after 
to-morrow  and  bring  me  with  her. 

"  27th  Aug. — Well,  certainly  Flora  Latham  is  a 
very  stylish  young  lady.  I  scarcely  wonder  that 
Frederic  thinks  so  much  of  her  as  he  evidently 
does ;  he  seems  absolutely  fascinated  by  her  pres- 
ence. Think,  too,  of  Mrs.  Latham's  condescension : 
she  was  anxious  that  her  dear  Flora  should  culti- 
vate my  acquaintance,  and  that  we  should  talk 
French  together ;  she  had  heard  from  good  author- 
ity that  I  spoke  French  with  the  pure  Parisian  accent. 
We  spent  a  very  pleasant  afternoon,  discussing  this 
and  that — science  and  floriculture  and  music,  and  I 
know  not  what, — but  to  my  great  relief  no  religion 


was  mentioned ;  it  would  be  very  awkward,  I  think, 
for  us  to  hear  Margaret's  religion  attacked  while  we 
live  in  her  house.  She  has  never  troubled  us  with 
it,  and  I  cannot  see  any  reason  just  now  why  we 
should  trouble  her  about  it. 

"31st  Aug. — Margaret  went  yesterday  with  Del- 
phine  (Mde.  Reaume)  to  call  on  the  new-comers, 
and  Delphine  insists  on  making  a  gala  day  for  them 
at  Kalton  Place.  Delphine  declares  herself  de- 
lighted that  educated  society  are  to  be  found  in  the 
neighborhood,  and  says  she  intends  to  make  the 
most  of  the  occasion. 

"7th  Sept. — What  a  day  was  yesterday!  Del- 
phine might  well  say  she  would  make  the  most  of 
the  occasion.  She  had  the  grounds  trimmed,  the 
lawn  closely  cut,  the  flowers  culled  out  so  that 
nothing  appeared  even  on  a  rosebud  but  what  was 
beautifullest,  best ;  a  tent  on  the  terrace  was  hung 
with  festoons,  on  which  the  word  "  SALVE  "  was 
wrought  with  flowers;  a  simple  repast  of  fruits> 
sweets,  bread,  butter  and  light  wines,  partaken  of 
to  the  sound  of  music,  showed  what  could  be  done 
at  a  trifling  expense  to  exhilirate  and  interest.  The 
sun  went  gaily  down,  for  no  sooner  was  the  repast 
finished  than  the  band  struck  up  quadrilles.  Louis 
led  out  Miss  Latham,  Frederic  danced  with  Del- 
phine. Young  Gustavus  Latham,  a  boy  in  his 
teens,  asked  me  to  be  his  partner,  while  a  young 
couple  from  the  near  neighborhood  completed  the 
set.  The  children  formed  a  set  of  their  own  just  by 
so  that  all  parties  seemed  in  high  glee.  We  tripped 
it  in  this  manner  on  the  lawn,  until  the  moon,  which 
had  risen  full  and  round,  had  made  considerable 
progress  in  the  heavens;  then  some,  fearing  the 
clew  falling,  repaired  to  the  large  hall  opening  into 
the  drawing-room,  which  was  brilliantly  illuminated 
with  lights  of  many  colors  stuck  in  what  seemed  to 
be  foliage — an  arbor  inside  doors — and  birds  were 
chirping  and  singing  on  the  boughs  quite  naturally. 

"  The  large  piano  was  in  the  middle  of  the  hall ; 
refreshments  were  carried  round  in  an  informal 
style,  and  suddenly  our  grand  piano,  accompanied 
by  the  harp  and  the  violencello,  struck  into  a  strain 
which  electrified  us  all.  Wild,  magnificent,  and  at 
length  sublime,  was  the  music.  I  looked  curiously 
for  the  performers.  It  was  M.  Montmartre,  ac- 
companied by  Louis  and  Delphine.  I  think  I  never 
heard  such  music  before.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Latham 
were  evidently  amazed  and  delighted :  creation, 
emerging  from  chaos,  came  forth,  as  it  were,  before 
us :  The  tingling  atoms  in  their  fluid  state,  light 
springing  at  the  word,  and  the  spirit  of  God  brood- 
ing over  the  liquid  masses,  evoking  harmony,  order 
and  beauty,  while  millions  of  bright  intelligences 
stood  admiringly  looking  on.  We  were  rapt  as 
the  piece  proceeded,  and  as  it  ended  in  a  hush  of 
ecstasy  no  one  could  find  words  to  express  the  ad- 
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miration  felt.  Quite  an  awkward  pause  succeeded, 
which  was  broken  by  Mr.  Latham  approaching  Louis 
and  requesting  to  be  introduced  to  M.  Montmartre. 

" '  Ah  true,'  said  Louis,  '  I  had  forgotten  that  for- 
mality. M.  Montinartre,  permit  me  to  present  to  you 
our  neighbors,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Latham,  their  son  and 
daughter;  and  you,  respected  neighbors,  let  me 
make  you  acquainted  with  a  French  gentleman  of 
distinction,  M.  Montmartre,  who  does  us  the  honor 
for  a  time  of  taking  up  his  abode  in  our  house.' 

"  Following  this  introduction,  a  long  and  interest- 
ing conversation  ensued  between  the  introduced 
parties ;  and  what  astonished  me,  who  stood  close 
by,  was  that  science,  literature,  the  fine  arts,  the 
progress  of  society,  and  the  basis  of  liberty,  were 
all  freely  discussed,  and  yet  no  word  dropped  to  in- 
timate their  consciousness  of  what  I  knew  to  be  true  : 
that  M.  Montmartre  was  a  Catholic  priest. 

"  Is  the  man  sailing  under  false  colors  ?  Does  he 
intend  to  deny  his  position  to  this  English  clergy- 
man ?  I  cannot  tell  what  to  make  of  his  reserve. 
But  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Latham  were  both  urgent  in 
their  desires  of  improving  an  acquaintance  so 
agreeably  commenced. 

"  18th  Sept. — I  am  beginning  to  be  somewhat  more 
interested  in  my  task,  though  I  feel  I  am  not  cut 
out  for  a  teacher  by  nature.  But  my  heart  needs 
something  to  love,  and  baby  Bella,  as  we  call  her, 
is  very  interesting.  She  is  just  seven  years  old — a 
sweet,  clinging  child,  with  such  loving  eyes  and 
sweet  coaxing  ways.  I  do  what  she  asks  of  me 
malgre  moi,  as  Delphine  says.  Delphine  says  I 
spoil  her,  and  mamma  shakes  her  head  at  me ;  but 
after  all  it  is  very  sweet  to  be  loved,  and  of  all  the 
world  who  loves  me  like  baby  Bella? 

"  October  1. — So  Mr.  Latham,  has  taken  the 
alarm  at  last !  He  wants  mamma  to  exert  her  in- 
fluence in  the  parish  to  make  people  love  the 
Church  of  England ;  he  wants  to  put  down  dissent, 
and  prevent  the  influence  of  Popery.  No  one  as 
yet  attends  the  Popish  service  in  Mr.  Reaume's 
house  but  their  own  family,  Margaret,  the  French 
lady's  maid,  and  Pere  Fermin,  who  is  old  Mr 
Reaume's  man-of-all-work :  so,  as  Mr.  Latham 
says,  there  is  nothing  to  complain  of  there.  They 
are  foreigners  and  naturally  follow  the  religion  to 
which  they  were  brought  up,  probably  because  a 
better  form  has  never  been  presented  to  them.  So 
with  Margaret  also.  Mr.  Latham  is  delighted  with 
the  kindness,  urbanity,  genius,  of  his  new  neighbors, 
and  thinks  if  only  they  saw  the  truth  they  would 
embrace  it.  He  wants  mamma  to  distribute  tracts, 
to  put  the  Bible  into  their  hands,  and  so  lead  them 
into  the  right  channel,  but  mamma  is  not  very 
ready  at  such  work ;  she  likes  peace  too  well,  and 
is  not  willing  to  annoy  Margaret ;  besides,  she  says 
she  does  not  know  enough  about  the  differences. 


"  Oct.  8. — The  bishop  is  coming  to  Sewel  soon  to 
hold  a  Confirmation.  Mr.  Latham  wants  Frederic 
and  me  to  be  confirmed.  Frederic  has  consented  ; 
he  is  a  great  deal  at  the  rectory  now,  and  Mr.  Lath- 
am takes  immense  interest  in  him.  I  suspect 
Flora's  bright  eyes  make  up  a  part  of  the  attraction 
to  Frederic.  She  is  certainly  very  amiable  and 
fascinating,  and  if  a  young  girl's  influence  and  ex- 
ample had  much  weight  perhaps  I  too  would  be 
confirmed ;  but  somehow  when  Flora  talks  of  re- 
ligion she  seems  to  do  it  as  a  matter  of  business — 
she  mixes  up  worldly  views,  political  interests  and 
an  enlightened  faith  all  in  a  breath.  I  have  never 
thought  much  on  the  subject,  and  I  had  to  tell  Mr. 
Latham  so ;  and  I  added  I  wished  to  know  more 
about  it  before  I  took  a  public  step  of  approval  of 
certain  doctrines.  I  thought  he  did  not  seem  pleased ; 
he  took  it  for  granted  I  doubted  the  Church — but 
it  was  not  so ;  I  merely  want  to  know  what  I  am 
about  when  I  am  confirmed.  Now  I  seem  to  know 
•very  little ;  I  have  read  some  chapters  of  the  Mosaic 
history,  and  the  Gospels,  and  Acts  of  the  Apostles, 
but  till  now  I  never  asked  myself  whether  I  be- 
lieved them  or  not,  or  how  they  were  to  affect  me ; 
I  have  been  to  church  all  my  life  more  or  less  reg- 
ularly without  inquiring  why ;  I  know  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  and  if  I  am  not  too  sleepy  I  generally  say 
it  before  I  go  to  bed,  with  another  short  prayer. 
But  is  this  all  that  religion  means  or  requires  ?  and 
if  so,  why  does  she  mean  it — why  require  it? 
When  I  said  something  of  this  to  Flora,  she  answered 
that  it  was  not  a  woman's  place  to  study  theology : 
she  had  to  feel  devotion,  to  pray,  to  trust  in  Christ, 
and  submit  to  her  lawful  pastors.  I  made  no  reply 
to  this,  but  I  have  thought  a  great  deal  about  it ;  it 
seems  to  me  that  this  teaching  would  make  one 
adopt  the  creed  in  which  one  was  brought  up,  with- 
out questioning.  If  a  woman  must  not  think  for 
herself,  then  her  creed  would  always  be  that  of  her 
father;  and  as  all  men  do  not  think  alike,  Alice 
Dunn  would  still  be  a  Dissenter  and  Flora  Latham 
a  Church  of  England  member,  while  I, I  won- 
der what  my  father  "was?  I  never  heard  of  his 
going  to  any  Church. 

"  Oct.  10. — Mr.  Latham  thinks  me  obstinate  be- 
cause I  want  to  study  my  religion  before  I  am  con- 
firmed; and  as  the  Confirmation  is  to  come  off 
next  week  I  shall  not  be  ready  by  then.  He  says 
I  ought  to  have  faith  enough  in  the  lawful  pastors 
to  submit  to  their  guidance ;  that  I  can  study  after 
Confirmation  as  well  as  before.  Perhaps  I  am  ob- 
stinate ;  at  least  I  was  not  convinced ;  and  even 
mamma  begins  to  look  displeased  at  me.  Yet  I 
read  the  books  Mr.  Latham  gives  me,  and  try  to 
learn  my  religion  as  he  directs. 

"Oct.  20. — Confirmation-day  is  over.  Frederic 
went  to  Sewel  and  was  introduced  to  the  bishop 
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after  the  ceremonjr.  The  bishop  spoke  very  en- 
couragingly to  him,  praised  his  resistance  to  oppos- 
ing influences,  and  applauded  him  for  adhering  to 
the  faith  of  his  fathers.  The  bishop's  sermon  spoke 
of  renewed  danger  to  the  country,  arising  from  the 
increased  liberty  given  to  Catholics  to  promulgate 
their  doctrines,* — doctrines  repugnant  at  once  to 
right  reason  and  to  Christian  liberty.  Frederic 
came  home  full  of  the  subject,  and  wanted  to  make 
me  promise  never  to  set  foot  in  a  Catholic  chapel, 
or  to  speak  to  Catholics  concerning  religion.  '  That 
would  be  contrary  to  the  liberty  you  speak  of,'  I 
replied ;  '  besides,  if  Catholicity  is  really  so  bad,  we 
are  bound  to  do  our  best  to  convert  Catholics,  and 
so  we  must  speak  to  them  on  religion.' 

" '  Proper  persons  should.  But  listen,  Minnie ! 
you  are  very  susceptible,  and  Louis  and  M.  Mont- 
martre  have  stronger  intellects  than  yours;  they 
might  overpower  you,  daze  you,  before  you  are 
aware.' 

" '  Neither  Louis  nor  M.  Montmartre  ever  speak 
to  me  on  religion :  I  am  not  likely  to  introduce  the 
subject  to  them.  So  be  at  peace.'  * 

"  '  You  promise,  then  ?' 

"'I  make  no  promise.  I  think  it  inconsistent 
with  my  liberty  to  make  such  a  promise  as  that.' 

" '  Minnie,  do  you  know  that  Mr.  Latham  thinks 
you  in  great  clanger  ?  he  prophecies  you  will  end 
by  being  an  infidel.' 

"  'I  thank  him;  is  that  the  usual  fate  of  inquiry?' 
"  But  Frederic  was  vexed,  and  turned  away  with- 
out answering. 

"November. — The  days  are  dark  and  dull,  but 
the  life  here  is  duller  still.  Frederic  is  gone.  Mr. 
Latham  found  an  opening  for  him  in  a  London 
banking  house,  and  he  is  likely  to  be  taken  into 
partnership  as  soon  as  he  knows  the  business ;  the 
bishop's  patronage  was  thrown  into  the  scale ;  Fred- 
eric is  industrious,  enterprising, — a  young  man  of 
good  morals  and  manners, — everyone  says  he  must 
succeed.  Margaret  behaved  very  handsomely :  she 
gave  him  the  full  amount  of  all  he  had  earned,  oni 
the  day  he  came  of  age ;  and  as  he  had  directed 
many  hands  and  sold  the  proceeds  of  his  market- 
gardening  at  Sewel,  and  sometimes  even  at  Brighton, 
the  amount  was  nearly  £1,000, — quite  a  sum  for  a 
young  man  who  supposed  himself  without  fortune. 
Flora  and  he  were  betrothed  the  evening  before  he 
left,  but  they  are  not  to  marry  till  he  is  a  partner 
in  the  firm ;  this  Mr.  Latham  calculates  will  be  in 
about  three  years.  Meantime  Flora  is  but  cold  in 
her  behavior  to  me ;  she  seems  to  think  me  a  here- 
tic, and  to  believe  that  mamma  is  time-serving. 
Rather  cruel  this,  to  be  judged  so  severely  because 
our  thoughts  are  not  exactly  alike — and,  as  far  as 
I  am  concerned,  merely  because  I  do  not  wish  to 

*  The  Catholic  Emancipation  passed  into  a  law,  April  1829. 


take  matters  for  granted.  I  am  reading  Paley's 
'  Evidences  of  Christianity ' ;  it  seems  to  me  a  very 
tame,  inconclusive  performance;  but  Flora  does 
not  like  to  hear  me  say  so,  though  I  believe  she 
never  read  it  herself. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Life  of  Mother  Albertine  de  Chantal  de  L. 


[CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  774.] 

Mons.  and  Mad.  de  L did  not  allow 

their  children  to  associate  with  their  do- 
mestics— with  one  exception,  an  old  and 
excellent  family  servant  of  the  name  of 
James,  who  had  attained  to  a  close  and 
intimate  union  with  God  not  often  seen 
in  better  educated  persons.  This  good 
old  man  would  often  speak  to  Mathilde  on 
pious  topics,  dwelling  with  particular  de- 
light on  God's  loving  providence  and  care 
in  causing  all  that  happened  to  turn  to  the 
advantage  of  His  elect.  One  day  he  ob- 
served the  young  lady  helping  herself  to 
a  portion  of  some  delicacy  he  was  going  to 
carry  to  her  sick  mother. 

"Mademoiselle  forgets  it  is  a  fast  day," 
he  remarked. 

"  O,  I  am  not  required  to  fast ;  I  am  not 
of  age,"  she  replied. 

"That is  true,"  he  answered;  "but Mad- 
emoiselle is  a  Christian,  and  a  Christian 
is  Always  old  enough  to  mortify  herself." 

The  lesson  was  severe ;  but  though  the 
child  often  got  similar  ones  from  him  she 
took  pleasure  in  conversing  with  him,  for 
his  piety  found  a  ready  echo  in  her  pure 
and  candid  soul.  One  day  it  happened  that 
Mons.  de  L ,  going  through  the  dining- 
room  where  James  was  setting  the  table, 
thought  the  windows  were  open.  This 
was  in  winter.  "How  can  you  be  so  care- 
less, James?"  he  said  sharply;  "I  de- 
sire you  to  close  all  immediately."  James, 
without  telling  his  master  he  was  mis- 
taken in  thinking  the  windows  were  open, 
quitted  his  work  instantly  and  went  and 
closed  the  shutters.  Mons.  de  L ,  re- 
turning in  a  few  minutes  to  the  darkened 
room,  told  James  he  was  a  doft  for  his 
pains.  Without  a  word  the  good  fellow 
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hurried  to  reopen  the  shutters.  Mathilde, 
who  heard  all  that  had  passed,  suspected 
James  had  some  pious  motive  for  acting  as 
he  did,  and  pressed  him  to  tell  her. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  he  replied  at  last,  "  it  is 
true  I  seemed  to  act  like  a  fool ;  but  my 
master  told  me  to  close  all,  and  I  thought 
I  ought  to  obey  to  the  letter.  It  is  better 
to  pass  for  a  fool  in  the  sight  of  a  man  than 
a  disobedient  soul  in  the  sight  of  God." 

"James,"  remarked  the  little  girl,  "I 
have  heard  it  said  the  holier  a  person  is,  the 
more  faults  he  sees  in  himself;  now  I  should 
have  supposed  it  was  just  the  contrary." 

"  Nay,  Mademoiselle,"  returned  the  pious 
old  man,  approaching  the  window,  "you 
see  all  those  atoms  of  dust  which  the  rays 
of  the  sun  make  visible  to  our  eyes,  and 
which  we  did  not  see  when  the  shutters 
were  closed :  it  is  just  so  when  the  light  of 
God  shines  into  the  soul, — the  brighter  it 
is,  the  more  clearly  can  we  see  the  least 
specks  or  soil  there." 

It  has  been  said  Mathilde  was  the  eldest 
child  of  her  parents;  but  her  brothers  and 
sisters  were  many  in  number,  and  came 
closely  treading  in  one  another's  footsteps. 
Mad.  de  L — —  thus  always  had  to  devote 
herself  to  the  care  of  the  younger  ones 
for  the  time  being  of  her  numerous  family ; 
and  when  Mathilde  was  only  ten  years  of 
age  her  mother  already,  relied  on  her  to 
care  for  her  other  children,  and  confided 
to  her  also  the  surveillance  of  the  many 
domestics  of  her  household.  In  the  mind 
of  the  little  girl  a  boundless  devotion  was 
developed,  inspired  by  a  most  affectionate 
heart  and  sustained  by  that  sense  of  duty 
which  was  the  foundation  of  her  character. 
She  would  have  been  all  an  eldest  sister 
should  be,  without  her  mother  having  de- 
sired her  to  watch  over  the  younger  ones; 
but  now,  with  a  grave  idea  of  her  respon- 
sibility, she  would  even  rise  in  the  night  to 
see  that  the  little  ones  wanted  nothing,  not 
trusting  to  the  nurses,  and  often  in  the 
day  she  would  interrupt  her  own  lessons 
or  amusements  to  attend  to  them.  If  any 
one  tried  to  prevent  her  toiling  thus  for 
them,  or  said  such  cares  were  incompatible 
with  her  age,  her  father  would  reply : 


"Let  her  alone;  she  has  the  true  maternal 
instinct  " — Elle  a  lefeu  sacre.  When  God 
sent  yet  another  and  another  little  one  to 

Mad.  de  L ,  the  good  mother  would  say : 

"  See,  Mathilde,  here  is  one  more  for  thee." 
When  only  four  years  old,  her  little  fingers 
were  taught  to  sew  the  tiny  garments  for 
a  baby  sister,  to  awaken  in  her  heart  a 
tender  solicitude  for  the  younger  ones  of 
the  family. 

But  the  bodily  welfare  of  the  children 
was  far  from  being  the  only  object  with 
the  elder  sister.  That  which  attached  her 
to  them,  which  was  their  charm  in  her  eyes, 
was  their  fresh  young  souls  adorned  with 
baptismal  innocence  and  possessing  the 
germs  of  the  gifts  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
How  earnestly  she  desired  to  preserve  in 
them  these  precious  treasures  !  With  vig- 
ilance more  than  maternal — for  it  was  in- 
spired by  faith  more  than  by  nature — she 
guarded  them  from  all  dangers  that  men- 
aced even  in  their  early  years  the  loss  of 
this  inestimable  grace.  Watching  for  the 
first  evidences  of  wrong  dispositions,  she 
would  adroitly  repress  them  or  remove  the 
occasions  of  their  fall.  She  anxiously 
looked  for  the  first  signs  of  intelligence 
that  she  might  give  to  their  young  souls, 
before  all  else,  the  knowledge  of  a  God 
good  and  merciful,  but  who  sees  clearly 
our  most  secret  acts  and  thoughts, — thus 
teaching  them  at  once  to  love  and  fear 
Him.  The  success  that  was  the  reward  of 
her  pious  efforts  was  the  most  precious 
she  could  desire.  Her  happiest  hours  were 
those  that  she  spent  in  giving  the  little 
ones  recitals  from  the  Old  or  New  Testa- 
ments, and  relations  of  the  lives  of  the  mar- 
tyrs and  saints  ;  and  the  little  histories  of 
the  good  elder  sister  were  so  well  recount- 
ed they  sometimes  sufficed  to  beguile  the 
tediousness  of  long  hours  that  preceded 
dinner  on  fast  days  One  Good  Fri- 
day the  children  had  made  the  sacrifice  of 
even  their  usual  dry  bread  for  breakfast, 
and  Mathilde  to  distract  their  attention 
from  their  hunger  so  exerted  herself  to 
captivate  their  attention  that  her  faith, 
her  love,  was  communicated  to  her  little 
auditors,  and  they  forgot  they  had  eaten 
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nothing,  till  she  began  telling  them  of  the 
happiness  that  Mary  tasted  by  the  crib  of 
her  Divine  Son;  then  a  little  three-year 
old  brother  dolefully  exclaimed,  "  Ah  !  the 
Blessed  Virgin  had  dinner  then  !" 

It  would  be  difficult  to  describe  the 
minute  care  and  religious  feeling  with 
which  Mathilde  prepared  their  little  souls 
for  the  reception  of  the  Sacraments.  The 
examination  of  conscience  she  made  with 
them  and  then  remained  near  the  confes- 
sional, and  when  they  came  out  helped 
them  to  make  their  thanksgiving  fervently. 
Not  only  in  church  and  the  school-room, 
but  also  in  the  drawing-room  and  at  table, 
Mathilde  was  everything  to  the  children, 
and  she  had  many  droll  anecdotes  of  them 
to  amuse  her  nuns  with  in  after  years. 
This  was  one  of  them :  Her  little  brother 
Henry  was  seated  by  her  once  when  there 
was  company.  He  perceived  a  clergyman 
near  them  drinking  a  glass  of  beer  with 
evident  relish,  and  begged  his  sister  to  give 
him  a  little.  She  did  so ;  but  no  sooner 
had  the  bitter  draught  met  his  lips  than  it 
was  withdrawn,  and  turning  again  to  his 
sister  he  softly  whispered,  "  Mathilde,  pass 
my  beer  to  Mons.  le  Cure."  When  Supe- 
rior of  her  community,  if  Mother  Albertine 
saw  any  of  her  sisters  shrinking  from  some 
little  sacrifice,  or  trying  to  be  rid  of  some 
embarrassing  duty,  she  would  say  with  an 
arch  smile, "  Mathilde, pass  my  beer  to  Mons. 
le  Cure;'1''  and  she  made  the  same  pleasant 
use  of  others  of  her  childish  souvenirs. 

Mademoiselle  deL was  endowed  with 

fine  tact,  the  natural  product  of  good  feel- 
ing and  good  sense  aided  and  perfected  by 
grace.  This  gave  her  great  influence  in 
the  government  of  the  house;  the  servants 
loved,  respected,  and  obeyed  her  willingly, 
and  when  the  health  of  her  mother  again 
allowed  her  to  resume  the  care  of  her  house- 
hold they  regretted  the  exchange.  This 
became  a  source  of  trial  to  Mathilde.  Her 
attraction  for  prayer  had  made  her  very 
desirous  of  more  leisure  than  she  could 
have  while  in  charge  of  the  house,  and 
she  joyously  gave  up  all  authority  and 
took  a  dependent  place  instead  of  ruling; 
but  both  the  servants  and  her  brothers 


and  sisters  perceived  a  great  difference  be- 
tween her  gentle  but  firm  and  wise  method 
of  management  and  that  of  Mad.  de  L . 

Mons.  de  L ,  also,  did  not  conceal  his 

preference  for  his  daughter's  way  of  keep- 
ing the  house,  and  thus  she  became  an  ob- 
ject of  jealousy  to  her  mother,  who  deemed 
it  needful  for  the  re-establishnent  of  her  au- 
thority that  her  daughter  should  be  hum- 
bled even  before  the  servants.  If  any  acci- 
dent happened  to  the  children  also,  even 
if  not  blameable  Mathilde  was  now  severe- 
ly reprehended  and  held  responsible.  All 
this  was  very  hard  to  be  borne,  especially 
by  so  dutiful  a  child  as  Mathilde,  but  it 
helped  her  to  become  more  solidly  formed 
in  virtue.  Though  at  times  she  allowed 
some  evidences  of  her  vexation  and  trouble 
to  escape  her,  she  generally  blamed  her- 
self for  all  the  mischances  of  this  time  of 
trial,  and  supported  them  with  resignation. 
"My  mother  fears  that  there  is  hypocrisy 
in  my  conduct,"  she  said,  "because  she 
cannot  understand  how  else  it  is  I  can  be 
so  full  of  faults  and  yet  seem  to  take  so 
much  delight  in  pious  things  and  in  read- 
ing the  lives  of  the  saints." 

After  the  political  changes  that  the  year 
1830  brought  to  France,  the  family  went  to 
reside  in  the  country.  Here  MathildeTiad 
fewer  religious  advantages;  but  though 
less  than  ever  nourished  by  exterior  aids, 
her  piety  nevertheless  grew  and  developed 
itself  under  the  guidance  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
A  strong  attraction  to  prayer,  an  interior 
light  which  illumined  her  conscience  and 
directed  her  will,  and  a  tender  devotion 
to  the  Holy  Eucharist,  were  the  means 
used  by  our  Lord  to  make  Himself  the  ab- 
solute Master  of  this  faithful  soul. 

It  was  now  some  years  since  she  had  been 
Confirmed,  and  acquired  the  habit  of  judg- 
ing things  by  the  light  of  faith ;  in  one  very 
difficult  and  delicate  conjuncture,  when  she 
felt  certain  she  had  come  to  the  wisest  de- 
cision, "  Ah,"  she  remarked,  "it  is  without 
doubt  because  I  received  the  gift  of  Coun- 
sel." She  had  no  other  preparation  for  her 
first  Communion  than  what  was  suggested 
by  her  own  fervor ;  but  the  recollections 
of  the  happiness  of  this  blessed  day  which 
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she  retained  enable  us  to  judge  of  the 
burning  love  with  which  she  knelt  at  the 
altar,  and  the  abundant  graces  she  re- 
ceived in  this  first  visit  of  our  Lord  to  her 
soul.  From  her  early  childhood  she  had 
eagerly  desired  it.  She  was  seen  once  to 
take  some  of  the  altar-bread  into  her  little 
hand,  and,  looking  at  it  tenderly,  say:  "My 
God,  how  powerful  art  Thou  !  Thou  canst 
make  this  bread  Thy  own  Body  that  I  may 
receive  Thee!"  At  five  years  of  age,  lay- 
ing her  head  on  the  breast  of  one  who  had 
just  communicated,  she  said  softly:  "The 
good  Jesus  is  here!"  She  made  her  first 
Communion  probably  in  her  tenth  year;  no 
date  is  given,  but  from  what  has  been 
related  it  will  be  seen  she  had  a  very  pre- 
cocious mind,  and  the  necessities  of  her 
position  taught  her  to  reason  and  act  more 
like  a  woman  than  children  of  her  age 
ever  do,  save  in  quite  exceptional  cases. 
From  this  time  the  care  to  prepare  herself 
worthily  for  the  reception  of  this  divine 
Sacrament,  and  to  make  fervent  thanks- 
givings, was  the  principal  occupation  of  her 
soul,  and  the  motive  and  reward  of  all  her 
sacrifices.  Her  family  travelled  much  at 
this  time  and  this  entailed  the  necessity 
of  frequent  changes  of  her  confessor,  but 
she  never  let  this  be  an  obstacle  to  com- 
municating as  often  as  she  could ;  it  sufficed 
for  her  that  any  way  to  the  Holy  Table  was 
open  to  her.  At  one  time  she  found  the 
only  priest  in  that  part  of  the  country  was 
one  of  those  unfortunate  ecclesiastics  who 
by  subservience  to  political  expedience  had 
made  himself  unworthy  of  his  sacred 
ministry.  "Well,  what  does  it  matter?" 
said  the  fervent  girl;  "if  he  has  power  to 
absolve  me,  that  is  all  I  need."  The 
confession  of  a  soul  so  pure,  to  whom  the 
least  shadow  of  infidelity  to  God  was  reason 
for  profound  regret,  deeply  touched  him 
who  heard  it.  "  Pray  for  me,"  said  he  with 
tears  ;  "  I  am  very  unhappy." 

"  If  so,  you  have  a  certain  resource," 
replied  the  penitent;  "  go,  throw  yourself 
at  the  feet  of  your  bishop,  and  do  what  he 
will  tell  you." 

Often  hindrances  apparently  very  trifl- 
ing, but  really  very  difficult  to  overcome, 


put  obstacles  in  the  way  of  her  holy  desires. 
While  still  in  the  city,  her  mother  would 
sometimes  not  allow  her  to  rise  early 
enough ;  at  other  times,  having  promised  to 
go  to  Mass  with  Mathilde,  she  would  delay 
till  it  was  too  late.  How  many  were  the 
innocent  ruses  the  young  girl  was  obliged 
to  resort  to  that  she  might  obtain  the 
happiness  of  communicating !  If  some 
good  excuse  offered  for  going  out  of  a 
morning,  she  would  continue  to  make  her 
breakfast  disappear  without  having  tasted 
it,  and  joyously  -hasten  to  nourish  herself 
with  the  Bread  of  Life,  and  go  hungry  till 
dinner  time,  her  parents  having  no  idea 
she  was  still  fasting.  An  unwelcome  cup 
of  chocolate  was  sent  to  her  one  morning 
by  her  mother ;  Mathilde,  who  was  all  ready 
dressed  to  go  out,  hid  the  cup  in  her  band- 
box and  put  on  her  bonnet  in  haste. 
"  When  I  come  back,"  she  said  to  herself, 
"my  bonnet  and  the  cup  shall  change 
places  again;"  but  while  she  was  gone, 
the  chamber-maid,  who  was  not  in  the 
secret,  raised  the  box  to  put  it  away,  and 
overturning  the  cup  received  its  unctuous 
contents  over  her  person.  All  the  savoir 

faire  of  Mdlle.  de  L was  hardly  enough 

to  pacify  the  unlucky  maid. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


Death  of  a  Life  Subscriber, 


The  Mass  of  Requiem  has  been  said  for  Mrs. 
Frances  Henley,  who  died  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y., 
aged  fifty  years. 

She  died  suddenly  on  All  Souls'  Day,  Nov.  3d, 
while  preparing  for  church.  Her  remains  were 
taken  on  Thursday,  Nov.  4th,  to  St.  Mary's  of  the 
Immaculate  Conception  church,  where  a  solemn 
Requiem  Mass  was  offered  for  the  repose  of  her 
soul  by  Father  McDonald,  thence  to  Calvary  Cem- 
etery for  interment. 

Mrs.  Henley  was  a  native  of  Springfield,  Mass., 
and  from  her  youth  to  1865  a  member  in  good 
standing  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  when 
of  her  own  free  icttl  she  asked  to  be  received  into 
the  Catholic  Church,  and  was  instructed  and  bap- 
tized by  Rev.  Father  McDonald,  made  her  first 
Communion  and  was  confirmed  bjJBlJRev.  Bishop 
Louglilin  soon  after.  To  the^ffn^tll&lpath  she 
was  a  good  practical 
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In  the  conversion  of  Mrs.  Henley  was  shown  the 
truth  of  what  Catholics  maintain,  viz. :  that  those 
who  are  sincerely  desirous  of  knowing  the  truth, 
and  who  seek  it  with  simplicity  and  purity  of  heart, 
are  sure  to  find.  The  good  God,  who  watches  with 
fatherly  tenderness  over  all,  cannot  but  reward  the 
sincere  desires  of  those  who  wish  to  do  His  will. 


DIED,  November  16th,  1869,  at  St.  Mary's  Con- 
vent, St.  Joseph  Co.,  Ind.,  Sister  Mary  of  St.  Gon- 
zales,  formerly  Miss  Martha  Foley.  The  deceased 
was  born  May  15th,  1847,  in  County  Carlow,  Ire- 
land ;  entered  the  "  Congregation  of  Hvjly  Cross," 
January  15th,  1867,  and  received  the  holy  habit> 
August  the  8th.  She  made  her  religious  profession 
on  her  death-bed.  This  young  religious  gave  great 
edification  by  her  patience  in  suffering  and  ardent 
desire  to  be  admitted  to  the  presence  of  her  Divine 
Spouse.  May  she  rest  in  pface. 


HILDREN'S    fllEPARTMENJ: 


The  First  Communion  Veil, 


We  regret  that  the  Epitreau  voile  blanc 
de  ma  premiere  Communion  must  go  before 
our  readers  with  no  better  rendering  into 
English  than  we  can  give.  We  would  have 
preferred  to  have  it  translated  by  some 
one  of  the  many  young  readers  of  the  AVE 
MAKIA,  who  could  have  preserved  the  ex- 
quisite perfume  of  piety  which  embalms 
the  original,  and  which  we  must  acknow- 
ledge we  have  have  failed  to  give  to  our 
translation. 

Eliza,  a  charming  young  girl  of  fifteen, 
had  received  at  home  the  careful  training 
of  a  Christian  mother.  Confided  while  yet 
young  to  the  care  of  pious  teachers,  she 
became  the  object  of  the  merited  pre- 
dilection of  all,  and  her  companions  no 
less  than  her  teachers  praised  her  excellent 
qualities.  Lovely  child  !  we  well  may  say 
that  both  nature  and  grace  acted  in  concert 
to  enrich  her  with  their  most  precious 
favors,  and  that  an  existence  full  of  days, 
of  virtues  and  of  merits  was  about  to  crown 
so  happy  a  beginning  of  life. 

Such  was  the  hope  of  her  parents  and 
relations,  sucty  the  wish  of  all  who  knew 
her.  Alas !  an  instant  sufficed  to  dispel 


completely  all  those  illusions.  Eliza  hav- 
ing returned  home,  brightened  it  with  her 
presence  only  a  few  days  ;  a  premature, 
almost  a  sudden  death  transplanted  her  to 
heaven  with  all  the  beauty  of  her  innocence. 

In  the  portfolio  of  the  pious  child  was 
found  a  paper  upon  which  were  written 
those  words  :  "A.  letter  to  the  white  veil  of 
my  First  Communion"  We  have  the  let- 
ter before  us,  and  we  extract  the  following 
passages  for  the  edification  of  our  readers : 

" Oh,  but  thou  dost  recall  sweet 

memories  to  my  mind,  dear  little  veil ! 
How  I  love  to  look  upon  thee  !  How  joy- 
fully I  kiss  thee  ! Oh  !  how  happy 

was  I  on  that  most  beautiful  day  of  my 
life  when  I  placed  thee  upon  my  forehead, 
to  go  to  meet  the  Lamb  of  God  who  deigned 
to  come  to  me  ! 

"  Thou  wast  the  witness  of  my  happiness, 
dear  white  veil ;  thou  sawest  my  tears  flow 
which  I  concealed  under  thy  long  folds; 
perhaps  thou  didst  hear  when  I  told  the 
good  God  the  first  secret  of  my  young 
heart.  Didst  thou  hear  it,  well-beloved 
veil?  Oh,  if  thou  didst,  keep  it  well;  re- 
spect the  first  words  of  love  of  a  young  girl, 
and  betray  not  a  secret  so  dear  to  her  soul. 

"Up  to  the  present  time  thou  hast  not 
revealed  it,  and  when  they  see  that  I  love 
thee  far  above  all  my  ornaments  of  dress, 
that  I  kiss  thee  with  transports  of  joy,  they 
suspect  nothing  mysterious,  because  I  am 
so  young.  Mamma  herself  knows  nothing 
yet;  for  she  said  to  me  some  days  ago: 
"  Eliza,  thou  must  give  thy  veil  to  thy  sis- 
ter, and  I  will  buy  thee  a  larger  and  more 
beautiful  one.  I ! — part  with  thee,  dear 
veil  of  the  happiest  day  of  my  life  !  Oh, 

no  !     I  will  never  consent  to  that 

My  companions  also  rally  me  about  thee; 
they  say  to  me :  '  Lay  aside  that  veil,  which 
is  no  longer  in  the  fashion,  and  which 

suits  not  your  height  at  fifteen.' No, 

no;  come,  blessed  veil,  let  me  place  thee 
again  on  my  forehead;  veil  bedewed  so 
often  with  my  tears  of  joy!  come  that  I 
may  invest  myself  in  thy  folds  with  trans- 
port .... 

"But  when  my  fifteen  years  shall  have 
passed  away,  a  day  will  come,  when,  adorn- 
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ed  for  a  solemn  ceremony,  I  must  at  last 
bid  adieu  to  thee,  dear  veil.  Then  for  the 
last  time  thou  shalt  cover  my  head;  my 
friends  silent  and  sad  will  surround  me; 
and  I — I  will  be  inundated  with  happiness. 

"  Oh,  do  not  accuse  me  of  inconstancy, 
you  who  know  how  much  I  love  the  veil 
of  my  first  Communion;  and  then,  dear, 
simple  veil,  be  not  jealous.  Rememberest 
thou  the  secret  of  my  young  days,  those 
first  words  of  love  that  came  forth  from 
my  heart  transported  with  joy?  On  that 
solemn  day  my  secret  shall  be  known,  I 
will  fulfil  my  promises ;  I  will  exchange 
thee,  O  my  dear  white  veil,  for  the  veil 
of  the  chaste  spouses  of  the  Lord  !  But  I 
will  not  allow  that  after  that  beautiful  day 
thou  be  put  to  any  profane  use ;  no,  I  will 
carry  thee  myself  to  the  altar  of  Mary, 
and  will  offer  thee  to  her  as  a  token  of  my 
eternal  gratitude  to  her." 

What  a  sweet  consolation  to  a  mother 
is  this  Letter  to  the  First-Communion  veil ! 
Is  it  not  true  that  piety  alone  can  give  to 
souls  this  perfume  of  heaven,  and  that 
the  education  (?)  received  in  our  Common 
Schools  can  never  instil  such  sentiments 
of  purity  and  love  of  God  in  the  heart  of 
a  young  girl? 


Contributions  for  the  Holy  Father. 

A  friend..  ..$100  00 


[From  the  New  Orleans  Times.] 

Life — An  Allegory. 

"Life,"  says  Seneca,  "is  a  voyage,  in  the  prog- 
ress of  which  we  are  constantly  changing  our  scenes^ 
We  first  leave  childhood  behind  us ;  then  youth ; 
then,  the  years  of  ripened  manhood ;  then  the  bet- 
ter and  more  pleasing  part  of  old  age." 

Truly,  life  is  but  a  voyage,  and  a  swift  one  too, 
from  the  cradle  to  the  grave ;  from  time  to  eternity ; 
from  nothingness  to  immortality.  Our  bark  sets 
sail  from  the  harbor  of  infancy,  guided  by  parental 
atlection,  and  we  float  along  the  placid  sea  over  an 
almost  unruffled  pathway. 

Innocence  now  takes  the  helm,  and  childhood, 
with  its  sunbeams  and  shadows,  its  little  waves  of 
disappointment  and  islands  of  flowers,  its  long  days 


of  play  and  nights  of  sweet  dreams,  passes  away, 
and,  ere  we  know  it,  we  have  rounded  the  bays^ 
and  are  floating  rapidly  over  the  wide  expanse  of 
youth's  smiling  waters.  Oh!  how  cloudless  and 
serene  are  the  concave  heavens,  and,  at  night,  how 
the  stars  twinkle  and  laugh  at  us  from  their  "  blue 
vaulted  height"  above.  The  musical  waves  curl 
round  the  prow  of  our  airy  bark,  and  ^Eolus  gently 
lifts  the  silken  sails  as  we  go  forward. 

Far  away  in  the  distance,  a  beautiful  isle  invites 
us  to  its  shores.  Unconsciously,  we  draw  nearer 
and  nearer.  Joy  and  admiration  seize  us  as  we 
gaze  on  its  glories.  'Tis  covered,  as  far  as  the  eye 
can  reach,  with  a  carpet  of  emerald  velvet,  spangled 
with  flowers  of  glorious  beauty,  whose  odors  float 
upon  the  air.  Silver  sparkling  fountains  fall  into 
basins  of  Parian  marble,  flow  over  their  edges,  and 
meander  on  between  banks  of  snow-drops  and  lilies 
of  the  valley  that  §toop  to  bathe  their  petals  in  the 
singing  waters.  Whispering  breezes  rustle  through 
groves  and  bowers,  where  birds  of  surpassing  love- 
liness warble  and  twitter  from  spray  to  spray,  while 
the  soul-entrancing  strain  of  the  wonderful  bulbul, 

"  Who  sings,  at  the  last,  his  own  death-lay, 
And  in  music  and  perfume  dies  away," 

fills  our  heart  with  an  ecstasy  of  delight. 

High  above,  in  the  canopy  of  heaven,  glitters  a 
glorious  golden  star,  in  whose  transcendant  brill- 
iancy all  else  is  lost.  With  what  grandeur  and  sub- 
limity it  gazes  down  upon  us,  and  seems  to  shine 
for  us  only,  beckoning  us  away  from  our  flowery 
paradise  of  earthly  love,  and  drawing  us  onward 
and  upward  to  that  higher,  purer,  surer  port  where 
we  can  anchor  in  safety. 

Which  shall  we  choose — to  pause  and  harbor  in 
this  wilderness  of  delights,  or  follow  the  beckoning  of 
yon  golden  guide  ?  Heaven  and  earth  are  contend- 
ing for  the  helm.  The  waters  are  smooth  and  bright. 

"  Like  any  fair  lake  that  the  breeze  is  upon, 
When  it  breaks  into  dimples,  and  laughs  in  the  sun." 

The  shore  is  near,  but  the  star  that  allures  us  is 
away,  far  off,  and  the  billows  dark  and  high  that 
sweep  between. 

Those  of  us  who  choose  the  former  glide  gaily 
into  the  laughing,  shining  stream.  All  seems  joy- 
ous for  a  while,  till  we  suddenly  strike  upon  an 
unseen  rock,  called  Disappointment.  Trembling  to 
the  centre  from  the  shock,  we  sail  more  slowly  for- 
ward, and,  if  we  happily  escape  the  gulf  of  Intem- 
perance and  the  eddy  of  Dissipation,  touch  the  shore 
of  our  Eden.  There  we  are  met  by  a  lovely  band, 
who  scatter  the  gems  and  flowers  around^ 
tery,  with  her  radiant  smile  and  wij 
comes  hand  in  hand  with  Vanity, 
raven  curls  are  twined  flowers  of  everi 
too,  Fortune,  sparkling  with  diamon^ 
jewels,  leans  upon  her  ivory  wheel, 
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the  shining  leaves  of  Fame's  laurel  crown  cast  a 
light  around  her  majestic  brow. 

A  little  skiff  shoots  from  the  shore,  guided  by  a 
being  peerless  in  beauty,  whose  snowy  garments 
float  around  her  sylphlike  form,  confined  only  at 
the  waist  by  a  girdle,  blue  as  her  own  cerulean 
eyes.  Light  Saxon  curls  flow  over  her  graceful 
shoulders,  and  are  drawn  back  from  her  spotless 
forehead  by  a  wreath  of  white  moss  rosebuds  and 
geranium  leaves.  She  nears  our  bark.  She  enters. 
Love  takes  the  helm. 

On,  on  we  go,  fearless  of  every  danger !  Round 
the  enchanted  isle  we  s^il,  careless  whither,  so  long 
as  Love  guides  us.  But 

"  Transient  is  Pleasure— the  goddess  flits  by, 
Like  a  wave  on  the  sea,  like  a  rainbow  on  high." 

"  The  cloud  of  misfortune  rises  from  the  dimpled 
waters,  and  slowly  but  surely  approaches  us,  gath- 
ering strength  and  volume  as  it  comes.  Where, 
now,  is  the  bright  guiding  star  which,  in  our  sunny 
happy  hours,  we  had  forgotten  ?  Let  us  look  up. 
Yes,  there  it  is,  shining  with  a  pale,  faded  Jight  in 
the  midst  of  the  blackened  heavens.  O  star  of  life, 
would  that  we  had  but  followed  thee  !  But,  hark ! 
the  storm  of  woe  and  sorrow  bursts  upon  our 
trembling  bark.  The  lightning  of  Calamity  has 
struck  our  pilot  down.  Love  lies  dead,  and  the 
cold  sea- waves,  dashing  over  the  deck,  lift  her  long 
floating  ringlets  and  kiss  her  marble  brow. 

Without  a  guide  we  toss  upon  the  angry  billows, 
rocking .  from  side  to  side,  bereft  of  rigging,  mast 
and  sail ;  yet  still 

"  The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be  torn, 
The  day  drags  through,  though  storms  keep  out  the  sun, 
And  thus  the  heart  will  break,  yet  brokenly  live  on." 

Shoals  of  disease,  poverty,  and  unkindness  sur- 
round us.  Our  span  of  life  is  nearly  sped.  Man- 
hood is  gone.  Old  age  guides  the  shattered  wreck 
with  feeble  and  unsteady  hand.  Sometimes  we  are 
lost  in  the  quicksands  of  Ingratitude ;  sometimes 
we  go  to  pieces  on  the  Rock  of  Treachery,  or  are 
engulfed  in  the  whirlpool  of  Despair.  So  ends  the 
voyage  of  life  with  those  who  fix  their  heart  and 
affections  upon  the  fatal,  fleeting  pleasures  of  this 
world,  and  take  for  their  guide  the  passions  of  poor 
humanity. 

Those  of  us  who  turn  our  eyes  from  the  fascin- 
ating isle  of  beauty  to  the  brilliant  orb  above,  and 
steer  our  vessel  by  its  light,  glide  swiftly 

"  O'er  the  glad  waters  of  the  dark  blue  sea, 
Our  thoughts  as  boundless,  and  our  hearts  as  free." 

And-tbojagh  we  may  at  first  feel  a  pang  of  regret 
fairy  land,  yet  it  will  gradually  grow 
/  less  ancPtea&Uill  all  is  lost  in  the  absorbing  hope  of 
,ven. 

for  a  moment  dream  that  our  voy- 
^ge  isr«^£/ll  calm  and  peaceful.    Even  now,  ere 


the  meridian  of  life  is  reached,  dark  green  billows 
are  rolling  toward  us — innumerable  clouds  obscure 
the  hitherto  bright  horizon,  and  loud  winds  howl 
over  the  wide  ocean.  But  we  tear  down  the  silken 
canvas  of  Pleasure  and  Vanity,  and  run  up  the 
mainsail  of  Virtue.  In  vain  do  storms  rage  around 
us.  Faith  stands  at  the  helm,  and  guides  our  bark 
with  unerring  hand.  Strong  is  Faith,  and  if  we  do 
but  trust  to  her  guidance,  she  will  surely  lead  us  to 
the  port  of  heaven  in  safety. 

On  the  prow  of  our  vessel,  leaning  on  a  silver  an- 
chor, is  one  more  beautiful  than  words  have  power 
to  paint.  Her  name  is  Hope.  One  white  arm  is 
raised  to  heaven,  and  the  moveless  finger  points 
ever  to  the  star  of  Divine  Love,  which  grows  larger 
and  brighter  as  the  clouds  thicken. 

The  prime  of  life  has  swept  by,  and  we  knew  it 
not.  The  chesnut  locks  have  given  place  to  silver 
hairs  that  cover  furrows  made  by  Care  on  the 
once  smooth  brow.  The  eye  has  become  dim  with 
age,  and  has  lost  its  brilliancy,  save  when  it  is  lifted 
to  that  star,  now  changed  into  a  sun,  whose  rays 
kindle  it  with  an  unearthly  and  immortal  lustre. 

Before  us  lie  the  dismal  waters  of  the  river  of 
Death,  black  as  Acheron  ;  but  we  fear  them  not — 
we  do  not  dread  to  enter  in,  for  beyond  we  behold 
our  long-sought  home.  Our  bark  is  old  and  leaky. 
It  may  not  traverse  the  thick,  dark  flood — so  we 
must  go  alone  to  the  shining  shore.  In  we  plunge 
boldly,  straining  every  nerve  to  reach  the  balmy 
land  of  deathless  flowers : 

"  Where  generous  fruits,  that  never  fail, 

On  trees  immortal  grow, 
Where  rocks  and  hills,  and  groves  and  vale, 
With  milk  aDd  honey  flow. 

"  No  chilling  winds  nor  poisonous  breath 

Can  reach  that  healthful  store — 
Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death, 
Are  felt  and  feared  no  more." 

The  cold  waves  are  too  strong  for  us !  We  sink 
and  are  almost  lost,  when  Faith  appears  again,  res- 
ues  and  urges  us  onward.  Legions  of  white- 
robed  angels  invite  and  woo  us  with  their  immor- 
tal harpings.  But  there  is  One — a  glorious,  peerless 
One — who  also  holds  out  his  arms  to  welcome  us. 
One  more  struggle,  and  all  is  over.  The  gulf  is 
past.  The  goal  is  won,  and  we  are  nestling  in  the 
josorn  of  God — who  is  our  Star,  our  Sun,  our  Faith, 
our  Hope,  our  Love ! 


"  GRACE  imitates  nature,  and  not  art,  in 
ler  workings.  Art  always  begins  with  the 
xterior,  as  we  see  in  painting  and  sculp- 
ture ;  whereas  nature  always  begins  with 
the  interior,  hence  the  saying  tbat  the 
leart  is  the  first  to  live  and  the  last  to 
die."— St.  F.  de  Sales. 
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[For  AVE  MARIA.] 

Feast  of  the  Expectation— Dec.  18, 

FROM  AN  UNPUBLISHED  MANUSCRIPT. 


BY  MARIE  JOSEPHINE. 


MORNING — The  day  after  Joseph  had  taken 
Possession  of  a  new  shop — the  house  framed 
For  Mary.* — Even  that  dear  house,  the  building 
Of  which  was  interrupted  by  the  death  of  Anna ;  f 
And  when  Anna  had  died,  the  poor  old  house 
Where  Anna  and  Joachim  had  lived  became 
Too  precious  to  leave,  as  when  Jesus  Christ 
Had  been  conceived  there  and  Joseph  knew  this, 
He  would  never  choose  to  live  anywhere  else. 
We  see  moreover  here,  how  one  may  leave — 
Even  a  great  saint — a  work  half-accomplished ; 
How  God  changes  our  good  designs  for  better ; 
And  how,  when  God  changes,  th'  change  appears 
Always  more  beautiful  than  the  design. 
It  was  more  beautiful  for  Joseph  to  build 
But  a  shop  near  Mary's  door,  and  that  Mary 
And  he  should  continue  to  live  in.th'  old  house 
Of  her  parents.    St.  Joseph  has  already 
Taken  possession  and  dedicated  his  shop 
By  a  prayer— and  now  he  is  consecrating 
It  herein  to  labor  by  this  his  first  work. 

He  is  planing  some  boards,  and  is  measuring 
With  a  square  in  his  hand.    Shove  on  thy  plane, 
Glorious  carpenter !  never  was  mechanic 
So  honored  before.    St.  Joseph  is  making 
A  cradle  for  Jesus.    Shove  on  th'  happy  plane, 
Polish  down  smooth  the  hard  and  fragrant  wood, 
Make  the  rich  brown  surface  shine  like  a  mirror ! 
The  tree  grew  for  this.    Ages  will  grow 
And  crumble,  and  this  thy  work  at  its  shrine 
Generations  upon  their  knees,  looking  upon, 
Shall  bow  worshipful  down.    Happiest  wood  ! 
Where  God  humbled  to  an  infant  shall  lie : 
For  this  the  dews  of  heaven  watered  the  tree 
And  it  grew.    There  is  another  tree  growing 
For  Him — for  Him  before  He  is  born ! 


*  "Rosa  Mystics,"  p.  43. 


t "  Rosa  Immacnlata,"  p.  247. 


But  it  would  break  thy  heart,  Joseph, 
To  know  of  it  now. 


Some  days  afterward, 
Mary,  sitting  by  her  lattice,  employed 
With  some  embroidery — winding  byssus — 
Joseph  our  saint,  bringing  in  the  new  cradle,- 
Curiously  carved,  very ;  shining,  so  had 
He  polished  it.    Setting  the  cradle  down 
•At  the  feet  of  Mary,  and  standing  back 
A  pace — Mary  looking  down  into  the  cradle ! 
There  is  no  use  to  try  to  describe  her  face 
Human  and  superhuman !    The  face 
Of  Mary  in  the  days  of  her  expectation, — 
The  Church  has  a  vision,  and  so  has  named 
A  time  for  the  "  Expectation  of  Mary," 
And  gives  it  a  feast  before  the  Christmas. 


[For  AVE  MARIA.] 

MIRY  OUR  MODEL. 


MEEKNESS. 

It  is  impossible  for  us  to  think  of  the 
Virgin  Mary  without  representing  her  to 
ourselves  as  a  type  of  meekness.  Kindness 
enters  so  largely  into  her  disposition  that 
it  would  seem  to  be  its  very  foundation. 
It  is  also  the  distinguishing  feature  in  the 
character  of  the  Christian  woman. 

"With  what  pious  transports  do  not  fer- 
vent souls  contemplate  the  amiable  Virgin 
in  her  relations  with  her  neighbors !  What 
sweet  and  tender  modesty  towards  Saint 
Joseph,  for  whom  she  employed  herself  in 
the  duties  of  a  servant ! — what  politeness 
and  consideration  towards  strangers !  what 
compassionate  goodness  towards  those  who 
were  suffering !  what  patience  with  those 
who  caused  her  suffering  !  what  amiabil- 
ity with  those  who  claimed  her  as  their 
friend,  and  what  unrestrained  intercourse 
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with  those  who  were  deserving  of  her 
friendship ! 

This  meekness  is  the  sister  of  humility. 
It  is  for  this  reason  that  our  Lord  classes 
together  these  two  qualities,  when  He  says 
to  His  disciples:  "  Learn  of  Me,  for  I  am 
meek  and  lowly  of  heart."  In  comment- 
ing on  this  passage,  Saint  Augustine  points 
out  the  importance  which  should  be  at- 
tached to  this  lesson.  "  It  seems,"  says 
he,  "  that  a  God  would  more  properly  have 
said  to  men :  Learn  from  Me  how  worlds 
are  created,  how  the  dead  are  raised  to  life, 
how  all  kinds  of  miracles  are  performed. 
No,  He  teaches  them  something  of  far 
higher  importance :  '  Learn  to  be  meek  and 
lowly  of  heart.'  There  is  no  virtue  which 
confers  a  greater  charm  on  others.  Un- 
fortunately it  is  not  so  often  in  the  heart 
as  on  the  lips.  How  often  does  politeness 
accompany  the  worst  dispositions  y  You 
all,  ladies,  can  talk  with  that  sweet  mod- 
esty, and  smile  with  a  grace  which  preju- 
dices the  minds  of  all  in  your  favor;  but 
this  smile  and  this  grace,  they  say,  disap- 
pear but  too  easily  when  you  are  thwarted 
in  your  wishes,  or  your  self-love  is  wound- 
ed. Then  your  pride  comes  to  the  rescue, 
your  eyes  flash  fire  and  your  tongue  sends 
forth  stinging  and  cutting  phrases !  If 
this  is  true,  what  has  become  of  this  holy 
and  amiable  meekness?  It  has  failed  when 
put  to  the  proof,  because  it  was  too  feebly 
established  in  the  heart. 

For  we  must  ever  remember  that  meek- 
ness is  a  virtue  and  not  an  empty  form,  or 
in  other  words  a  habitual  disposition  of  the 
soul  and  not  a  mere  ebullition  of  good  hu- 
mor. To  be  real,  it  must  not  depend  upon 
temperament,  but  must  rest  on  faith  and 
charity  as  its  foundation.  Merely  natural 
qualities  cannot  withstand  great  shocks ; 
and,  besides,  they  are  for  the  most  part 
stained  with  their  corresponding  vices. 

So  it  sometimes  happens  that  the  meek 
and  easy-tempered  are  at  the  same  time 
indolent,  frivolous,  weak,  and  with  little 
capacity  for  the  exercise  of  great  virtues ; 
while,  on  the  contrary,  those  of  a  firm  and 
energetic  disposition  show  more  strength 
of  will  and  moral  power;  but  they  almost 


invariably  labor  under  the  defect  of  being 
irascible,  impetuous,  obstinate  and  diffi- 
cult to  manage.  How  can  these  imper- 
fections of  nature  be  corrected  and  trans- 
formed into  Christian  virtues?  Religion 
will  effect  this  by  a -happy  alliance  be- 
tween grace  and  free-will. 

We  may  observe  that  very  frequently 
the  most  infirm  tempers  become,  on  under- 
going this  change,  the  most  amiable,  either 
because  the  fruits  of  grace  have  a  charm 
superior  to  those  of  nature,  or  that  the 
warmth  of  disposition,  which  lingers  even 
after  the  fault  itself  has  disappeared,  adds 
to  virtue  a  more  decided  and  attractive 
character.  Of  this  the  lives  of  the  saints 
afford  us  many  touching  examples. 

Let  us  not  then  be  frightened  by  the  dif- 
ficulties which  oppose  themselves  to  the 
amelioration  of  our  dispositions.  What 
to  nature  appears  impossible  is  not  so  to 
grace.  Why  should  we  not  do  what  so  many 
others  have  succeeded  in  doing?  God, 
who  demands  this  from  us,  will  not  fail  to 
bless  our  efforts. 

If  success  does  not  crown  our  efforts  so 
quickly  as  our  impatience  leads  us  to  de- 
sire, let  us  beware  of  falling  into  despair. 
The  heavenly  Father  often  prolongs  the 
struggle,  and  defers  the  decisive  victory,, 
in  order  to  retain  us  in  a  state  of  humility 
and  increase  our  merit.  But  the  victory 
will  certainly  be  yours,  and  the  crown  will 
be  conferred  upon  you — if  not  on  earth, 
most  surely  in  heav-en. 

O  you  who  are  subject  to  attacks  of  rage, 
lose  not  a  moment  in  restraining  it !  This 
wretched  fault,  so  disagreeable  in  a  man, 
is  intolerable  in  a  woman — mildness  be- 
ing the  proper  charm  of  her  sex.  The 
face  of  a  fury  is  the  most  horrible  object 
which  can  sadden  the  human  eye,  and 
should  only  be  met  with  in  the  abodes  of 
hell. 

To  this  angelic  meekness,  which  is  so 
becoming  to  your  sex,  join  humble  mod- 
esty, her  sister  and  companion.  You  are 
not  born  to  command,  if  the  advocates  of 
woman's  rights  will  allow  me  to  say  so. 
Saint  Paul  tells  you:  "I  do  n6t  suffer 
wives  to  rule  over  their  husbands."  The 
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royal  author  of  the  Proverbs  compares  a 
tyrannical  and  quarrelsome  woman  to  the 
roof  of  a  house  which,  full  of  holes  like  a 
sieve,  drops  water  incessantly  on  your  head : 
adding :  "  It  is  better  to  dwell  in  a  wilder- 
ness than  with  a  passionate  and  quarrel- 
some woman."  So  far  from  this,  it  is 
your  duty  on  many  occasions  to  sacrifice 
your  own  wishes  for  the  sake  of  obedience 
and  the  love  of  peace.  In  order  however 
to  do  this  of  your  own  accord  and  will, 
you  must  be  meek  and  lowly  of  heart,  ac- 
cording to  the  example  of  our  Lord  and 
His  Blessed  Mother.  Nor  need  you  fear  by 
this  to  lose  sight  of  your  legitimate  influ- 
ence. Nothing  is  so  powerful  as  meek- 
ness: it  soothes  every  angry  feeling,  and 
triumphs  over  the  most  obstinate  opposi- 
tion. We  may  apply  to  our  present  life, 
as  well  as  to  the  bliss  of  heaven,  that  ben- 
ediction of  our  Saviour :  "  Blessed  are  the 
meek,  for  they  shall  possess  the  earth." 


THE  QUARRELSOME  WOMAN. 

Madame  II is  a  regular  dragon':  even 

her  husband  stands  in  awe  of  her. 

She  is  a  tall  gaunt  woman  with  flashing 
eye  and  imperious  tongue,  and  is  always 
disposed  to  be  out  of  temper  and  to  pick 
quarrels  with  her  neighbors.  Brought  up 
in  an  atmosphere  of  business,  and  in  that 
half-and-half  style  of  society  which  mis- 
takes pride  for  dignity,  she  has  imbibed 
the  habit  of  treating  others  with  haughti- 
ness. Sue  fancies  she  makes  herself  of 
importance  by  showing  she  is  difficult  to 
please,  and  by  inspiring  those  who  do  not 
relish  disputes  with  a  certain  feeling  of  awe. 

Her  husband  is  a  good  sort  of  a  man,  who 
fortunately  appears  to  have  been  made  ex- 
pressly- for  her.  When  he  sees  her  angry, 
or  likely  to  become  so,  he  maintains  a  dis- 
creet silence,  goes  elsewhere,  and  leaves 
her  to  do  and  say  what  she  will.  By  this 
conciliatory  line  pf  conduct  he  has  peace. 
But  in  consequence  of  thus. reducing  him- 
self to  insignificance,  he  has  surrendered 
the  entire  command  of  the  house  to  Madame, 
and  is  a  kind  of  upper-servant  under  her 


immediate  control.  She  sends  him  to  ex- 
ecute her  commissions,  and  issues  to  him 
her  orders;  in  return  she  demands  from 
him  a  strict  account  of  his  proceedings, 
and  overwhelms  him  with  reproaches  should 
he  have  failed  to  execute  all  her  plans.  All 
his  workmen  apply  to  her  to  know  what 
they  are  to  do,  and  to  strangers  she  is  the 
head  of  the  establishment;  strangers  usual- 
ly believe  her  to  be  a  widow,  so  entirely 
is  the  poor  husband  in  the  background. 
He  is  generally  taken  by  them  for  her  prin- 
cipal clerk,  unless  he  informs  them  of  his 
name  and  his  position  as  the  husband  of 
Madame. 

She  changes  her  servants  once  a  month, 
either  dismissing  them  herself  or  render- 
ing their  lives  so  intolerable  that  they  are 
obliged  to  go, — which  they  do  with  curses, 
not  loud  but  deep. 

Solomon  was  justified  in  saying:  "Roofs 
dropping  through  on  a  cold  day,  and  a 
contentious  woman,  are  alike."  Who  can 
stand  it? 

The  workmen  employed  by  her  tremble 
in  her  presence,  and  do  not  always  'please 
her  in  spite  of  their  efforts  to  do  so.  Her 
tactic  is  never  to  be  satisfied,  and  to  carry 
her  point  by  intimidation.  If  however 
she  sometimes  praises  them,  it  is  only  with 
the  view  of  stimulating  their  vanity.  But 
she  soon  returns  to  her  system  of  terror, 
which  is  better  suited  to  her  turn  of  mind. 
She  is  always  urging  them,  standing  over 
them  and  harassing  them,  and  gets  into  a 
rage  with  them  for  the  purpose  of  hurry- 
ing them  and  getting  more  work  out  of 
them.  Afterwards,  when  pay-day  arrives, 
she  picks  quarrels  with  them  in  hopes  of 
deferring  payment  of  their  wages  or  of 
escaping  from  her  own  engagements.  She 
disputes  with  them,  gets  out  of  temper, 
threatens  to  discharge  them,  and  they  are 
generally  found  to  receive  something  less 
than  their  due,  by  way  of  appeasing  her 
avarice. 

She  has  placed  her  daughters  at  a  fash- 
ionable boarding-school,  having  obtained 
a  reduction  of  the  usual  terms — which 
however  does  not  prevent  her  from  exact- 
ing the  utmost  attention  to  their  educa- 
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tion.  According  to  her,  the  teachers  do 
not  look  sufficiently  after  their  pupils,  the 
servants  neglect  their  business,  discipline 
is  not  observed,  and  there  is  a  lack  of  clean- 
liness ;  the  clothes  and  shoes  of  her  chil- 
dren are  damaged,  and  all  these  form  the 
subjects  of  continual  expostulations.  She 
finds  also  that  the  expenses  are  exorbitant- 
ly high,  that  they  have  no  mercy  oil  the 
purses  of  parents,  and  that  she  is  often 
obliged  to  pay  what  in  reality  she  does  not 
owe. 

She  is  most  indignant  on  these  accounts, 
threatens  an  open  rupture  with  the  head  of 
the  establishment,  and  gets  into  a  tower- 
ing passion.  But  do  not  be  alarmed,  la- 
dies; in  all  this  she  is  only  acting  a  part, 
and  is  not  really  angry.  These  are  her 
invariable  tactics,  to  intimidate,  in  order 
to  be  well  treated.  S 

I  by  no  means  intimate  that  she  is  never 
really  angry:  for  she  sometimes  has  fits 
of  rage  which  transform  her  into  a  fury. 
She  is  then  a  horrid  spectacle,  and  suffices 
to  inspire  any  well-formed  mind  with  a 
horror  of  this  terrible  passion. 

One  thing  about  her  is  remarkable.  She 
becomes  as  quiet  as  a  lamb,  or  rather 
as  cowardly  as  a  hyena,  should  she  happen 
to  fall  in  with  ill-tempered  persons  who 
get  angry  in  their  turn  and  scream  louder 
than  herself.  This  happens  to  her  pretty 
frequently. 

She  has  no  friends.  Her  acrimonious 
temper  disgusts  all  who  have  any  wish 
to  meet  her  on  friendly  terms.  Who  would 
like  to  be  always  obliged  to  bow  before 
her  pride  and  to  submit  to  her  quarrel- 
some despotism?  Her  proper  sphere  would 
be  among  the  beasts  of  the  forest. 

She  pretends,  like  many  others,  to  a  cer- 
tain amount  of  religion ;  but  her  duties  are 
confined,  as  she  thinks,  to  appearing  in  the 
church  on  Sundays  and  holydays.  I  won- 
der whether  she  has  any  idea  of  praying? 
Does  she  fancy  she  will  carry  her  point  with 
God  by  intimidation  ? 


"MEEKNESS  is  the  staff  of  patience;  it  is 
the  gate  or  rather  the  mother  of  charity." 
— /Si.  John 


Addition  to  the  •«  Ave  Maria," 

We  learn  from  La  Semaine  JZeligieuse 
that  a  petition  is  to  be  presented  to  the 
Holy  Father  to  have  the  words  "  Im- 
maculate Virgin"  added  to  the  "Hail 
Mary."  The  latter  part  of  this  sweet 
prayer  would  be :  "  Holy  Mary,  Immacu- 
late Virgin,  Mother  of  God,  pray  for  us 
sinners  now  and  at  the  hour  of  our  death." 

Among  the  souls  most  devoted  to  Mary 
a  pious  desire  has  been  awakened  to  have 
the  glorious  title  of  IMMACULATE  VIRGIN 
resound  every  day  from  millions  of  lips 
by  inserting  it  in  the  Ave  Maria.  Thus 
the  dogma  whose  recent  proclamation  has 
rejoiced  the  whole  world  would  be  con- 
tinually proclaimed  in  a  universal  prayer. 
Every  Catholic  voice,  from  Pius  IX  to  the 
little  child,  would  repeat  the  sweet  invo- 
cation; and  this  new  concert,  ascending 
night  and  day  from  every  part  of  the  world 
to  the  throne  of  the  Mother  of  God  and 
of  men,  would  fill  her  heart  with  a  new 
joy,  and  would  without  doubt  be  for  the 
world  a  new  source  of  benefits.  The  idea, 
originating  in  Lyons,  finds  an  echo  in  the 
hearts  of  all :  bishops,  priests,  religious, 
all  the  faithful,  sign  with  pleasure  the 
following  petition  which  will  be  placed  in 
the^  hands  of  the  Holy  Father  before  the 
opening  of  the  Council: 

"  MOST  HOLY  FATHER  : 

"While  the  Scribes  and  Pharisees  blasphemed 
the  Divinity  of  the  Saviour,  a  humble  woman 
from  the  midst  of  the  crowd  published  the  glory 
of  the  Word  Incarnate  by  exalting  her  who  had 
given  Him  life.  This  woman  was  a  figure  of  the 
Church;  for,  heretics  having  anew  attacked  the 
Divinity  of  Jesus,  the  fundamental  mysterj1- of  the 
law,  instantly  from  the  midst  of  the  multitude  of 
nations  the  Catholic  Church,  in  a  Universal  Coun- 
cil, raised  her  Infallible  voice  to  celebrate  and  pro- 
claim the  Divine  Maternity  of  Mary ;  and  the  An- 
gelical Salutation  was  then  and  there  augmented 
by  one  word  dear  to  us :  '  Sancta  Maria,  MATER 
DEI.' 

"  In  our  days  impious  men  in  their  pride  refuse 
to  acknowledge  the  mean  extraction  of  their  noth- 
ingness, and  the  stain  of  their  origin.  They  have 
equalled  themselves  even  to  God,  and  despised  His 
Mother,  the  only  one  conceived  without  sin.  But 
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again  from  amidst  the  crowd  (of  peoples)  the  Cath- 
olic Church,  obeying  the  Supreme  Pastor,  ex- 
claimed as  before:  'Blessed  is  the  womb  that  bore 
Thee.'  The  Virgin  is  twice  blessed :  for  she  is  not 
only  the  Mother  of  God,  but  moreover  through  her 
Immaculate  Conception  she  obtained -the  privilege 
of  becoming  so.  There  remains,  now,  one  thing 
more  to  wish  for :  it  is  to  be  able  to  add  to  the  An- 
gelical Salutation  a  last  word  which  shall  be  on 
our  lips  the  perfection  of  praise,  as  in  our  hearts  it 
will  be  the  perfume  of  heavenly  purity.  In  call- 
ing Mary  Mother  of  God,  we  desire  to  say  all  and 
call  her  also  the  Immaculate  Virgin :  'Sancta  Ma- 
ria, Virgo  Imyiaculata,  Mater  Dei,  or  a  pro  nobis 
peccatoribus.'1 

"Most  Holy  Father,  we  prostrate  ourselves  at 
your  feet,  and  we  most  humbly  yet  with  entire 
confidence  ask  you  to  complete  what  you  have  so 
happily  commenced,  and  to  crown  the  definition  of 
the  dogma  of  the  Immaculate  Conception  by  insert- 
ing this  title  in  the  Angelical  Salutation,  as  an  im- 
perishable memorial  of  our  devotion  to  the  Mother 
of  God." 


How  to  Send  your  Offering  to  the  Holy 
Father. 


The  gift  of  a  watch  and  chain  to  the 
Holy  Father  brings  forcibly  to  our  mind 
what  we  had  often  thought  of  before :  that 
is,  to  suggest  to  the  readers  of  AVE  MARIA 
divers  means  they  could  take  to  show  the 
reality  and  liveliness  of  their  faith.  There 
are  many  young  folk — God  bless  them ! 
we  begin  with  them,  for  we  were  once 
young  ourself — there  are  many  young  folk, 
and  we  are  happy  to  count  them  among  our 
constant  readers,  though  they  vote  some 
of  our  articles  "  too  dry," —  (But  never 
mind,  my  dears,  older  heads  read  them, 
and  so  will  you  when  you  have  increased 
in  age  and  wisdom,  and  will  look  over  your 
bound  volumes  of  AVE  MARIA;  then  you 
will  only  smile  at  our  straggling  talk — 
especially  if  you  keep  the  covers — and 
will  occupy  yourselves  with  all  the  excel- 
lent articles. which  we  give  you  from  the 
pious  and  gifted  contributors  to  AVE  MARIA 
— articles  that  will  never  grow  old,  but 
like  the  Church  are  always  new,  fresh — be- 
cause they  are  about  the  Blessed  Virgin 
and  other  subjects  that  never  grow  old 
themselves).  We  put  a  period  after  that 


long  parenthesis,  take  breath  and  begin 
anew: 

There  are  many  young  people  who  have 
a  lively  faith,  who  like  to  hear  of  the  Holy 
Father,  of  the  great  basilica  of  St.  Peter, 
of  the  seven  hills  of  Rome ;  and  they  would 
be  delighted,  we  know,  if  they  could  give 
something  to  the  Holy  Father — the  Pope, 
the  visible  Head  of  the  grand  Catholic 
Church  of  which  they  are  members ;  but 
when  they  come  to  consider  the  value  of 
what  they  can  give,  they  think  it  so  small 
that  there  is  no  use  giving  it ;  and  some, 
too,  are  too  bashful  to  put  themselves  for- 
ward, even  though  they  have  the  good  sense 
to  know  that  this  little  offering  joined  to 
others  would  make  a  big  sum.  Now,  if 
every  young  Catholic  would  give  an  aver- 
age of  a  ten-cent  stamp,  the  result  would 
be  a  handsome  sum.  And  where  is  the  en- 
terprising youth  in  this  go-ahead  country, 
even  though  he  does  not  count  half  that 
number  of  years,  who  could  not  raise  ten 
cents?  Echo  answers — Nowhere. 

And  you,  young  gentlemen,  could  easily 
give  a  fifty-cent  stamp,  or  even  one  of  the 
new  $2  greenbacks;  and  with  economy  in 
the  necessaries  of  life,  and  depriving  your- 
selves of  some  of  the  luxuries,  you  could 
easily  come  down  with  a  V.  Do  not  buy 
such  expensive  cigars,  or  buy  none  at  all ; 
or,  if  that  is  asking  too  much,  do  not  buy 
so  many  of  them,  and  you  will  soon  have 
a  surplus  of  change. 

As  for  young  ladies, — well,  we  suppose 
they  could  find  some  means  of  saving  at 
least  twenty-five  cents  or  a  dollar  from  the 
amount  they  expend  in  trinkets  and  ribbons, 
and  bonbons, — but  we  really  cannot  say. 

However,  taking  the  matter  in  a  more 
serious  tone,  for  we  are  awfully  in  earnest 
even  though  our  words  may  seem  jocose — 
there  are  many  ways  by  which  every  young 
Catholic  could  be  able  to  contribute  some- 
thing to  aid  our  Holy  Father ;  and  they 
could  find  the  ways  more  easily  than  we 
can  tell  them,  if  they  would  only  set  their 
wits  to  work. 

And  parents  have  it  in  their  power  to 
help  their  children  to  do  a  good  deed. 

It  is  a  praiseworthy  action  for  the  head 
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of  the  family  to  give  five,  ten,  a  hundred, 
or  more  dollars,  to  the  Holy  Father;  but 
it  would  add  to  the  merit  of  the  action, 
and  give  occasion  of  having  the  faith  of 
his  children  rendered  stronger,  if  he  were 
to  add  something  as  the  gift  of  each  of  his 
children,  and  make  them  understand  that 
it  was  their  gift.  Still  better  would  it  be 
if  parents  knew  how  to  inspire  in  the 
young  hearts  of  their  children  the  thought 
and  desire  of  doing  something — some  little 
work  for  which  they  would  receive  a  rec- 
ompense in  money,  or  some  act  of  abne- 
gation by  which  they  would  save  some- 
thing which  they  could  offer  to  the  Holy 
Father, 

"We  are  so  much  in  earnest  about  this 
matter  that  we  have  to  do  violence  to  our 
pen  to  prevent  it  from  writing  out  in  full 
the  names  of  some  parents  who  will  jead 
this,  and  who  may  think  the  idea  excellent 
without  dreaming  we  intend  them.  We 
do  mean  them. 


Infallibility, 

Some  of  our  Protestant  neighbors  would 
do  well  to  take  a  "  spell "  at  Webster's 
Dictionary.  They  might  then  find  out 
that  infallibility  and  impeccability  are  not 
synonymous  terms.  Having  learned  this 
important  lesson,  if  they  were  to  pursue 
their  researches  in  the  proper  quarter  they 
would  discover  that  by  the  infallibility  of 
the  Church,  Catholics  mean  that  the  Church 
of  Christ  cannot  teach  error;  furthermore, 
that  by  infallibility  of  the  Pope,  they  mean 
thatthePopespeakingas  head  of  the  Church 
cannot  teach  error.  When  mention  is  made 
of  the  personal  infallibility  of  the  Pope, 
Catholics  mean  that  it  does  not  require  the 
assent  of  the  Bishops  assembled  in  Council, 
to  render  the  teaching  of  the  Pope,  as  head 
of  the  Church,  infallible. 

It  seems  strange  that  in  this  enlightened 
19th  century,  and  in  this  land  of  schools, 
we  should  have  to  repeat  what  has  been 
known  by  millions  of  Christians  these  eight- 
een hundred  years  and  more.  But  such 
is  the  case.  Who  is  to  blame? 


[Tor  An 
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At  their  country  residence,  their  house 
and  the  church  were  a  considenable  dis- 
tance apart,  and  the  roads  difficult;  but 
Mathilde  had  made  the  resolution  never 
to  lose  Communion  by  her  own  fault;  and 
she  believed  if  she  had  the  will,  the  way 
would  be  made  for  her.  We  will  let  her 
tell,  herself,  the  various  accidents  she  en- 
countered in  her  morning  walks. 

"  Sometimes  there  was  frost,  sometimes 
snow,  which  fell  so  heavily  that  our  hair 
was  powdered  white  and  frozen  stiff;  at 
other  times  it  poured  with  rain,  and  we  ar- 
rived at  church  so  soaking  wet  our  clothes 
would  be  dripping  all  through  Mass.  At 
other  times  we  would  be  bathed  in  perspi- 
ration from  the  heat  of  the  sun  and  the 
long  way  we  had  to  walk.  One  day  I  had 
just  started  on  my  way  when  I  heard  the 
bell  ring  for  Mass.  I  had  not  time  to  get 
to  church  at  my  ordinary  pace,  so  I  took 
to  my  heels  at  full  speed,  and  in  a  trice  I  got 
to  church,  but  so  overheated  that  sitting  in 
this  state  in  the  cold  damp  building  gave  me 
rheumatism  in  the  shoulders,  which  drove 
me  distracted  with  pain.  I  was  well  scolded. 
Even  Mons.  le  Cure  told  me  my  zeal  was 
Pharisaical;  but  even  this  did  not  dampen 
my  ardor.  Some  time  after,  I  had  to  cross 
a  spot  where  the  rain  had  made  a  water- 
course in  the  road,  and  the  mud  was  so 
deep  the  feet  would  sink  into  it.  I  saw 
no  possibility  of  getting  over  in  my  shoes — 
they  would  have  remained  sticking  in  the 
mud;  so  I  divested  myself  of  my  foot- 
gear, saying  to  myself,  '  Come  now;  with 
la  chaussure  d  ''Adam  we  will  manage  it ;' 
but  while  doing  this  it  was  storming 
awfully,  and  the  torrent  I  had  to  cross  had 
swelled  i  nto  alittle  river.  After  a  moment's 
reflection  I  determined  to  try  to  jump  over, 
and  took  my  spring;  the  opposite  edge  of 
the  gully  was  steep  and  slippery,  I  missed 
my  footing  and  found  myself  floundering 
like  a  fish  in  the  water.  But  even  this  did 
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not  induce  me  to  desist  from  proceeding  to 
where  I  was  to  find  our  good  Lord." 

To  this  simple  and  touching  recital  of  the 
obstacles  that  this  generous  soul  seemed 
to  count  as  nothing,  so  that  she  might 
find  her  God  in  Holy  Communion,  but 
which  to  so  many  would  have  seemed  in- 
surmountable, we  add  a  little  writing  in 
which  she  recorded  the  means  that  her 
fervor  inspired  her  to  use  in  times  of  ac- 
tual Communion.  "  O  my  God  !  I  see  it 
is  impossible  for  me  to  nourish  myself 
with  Thy  precious  and  divine  Body,  and 
how  tedious  and  weary  do  these  days  seem 
to  me  in  my  weakness !  O  my  Master  !  O 
Sovereign  of  my  heart !  be  with  me  by 
the  unction  of  Thy  grace;  be  my  strength, 
be  my  light,  be  all  in  all  to  me.  On  my 
part  I  take  the  resolution  to  prepare  my- 
self every  morning  as  if  about  to  receive 
Thee  really;  I  will  make,  mo'rning  and 
evening,  and  in  the  night  if  I  awake,  as 
many  acts  of  desire  as  shall  be  suggested 
to  me.  I  will  visit  the  Blessed  Sacrament 
— perform  daily  some  act  of  mortification — 
spend  some  minutes  in  adoration  before 
going  out,  and  try  to  be  more  silent,  es- 
pecially when  anything  irritates  me." 

During  the  octave  of  Corpus  Christi, 
which  she  called  her  dearest  octave,  her  fer- 
vor redoubled ;  all  her  actions  were  offered 
in  honor  and  praise  of  the  Holy  Sacrament ; 
it  was  her  first  and  last  thought,  it  would 
be  impossible  to  say  how  often  in  the  day 
her  heart  turned  to  her  Beloved  in  acts  of 
adoration,  love,  and  offerings  of  itself  to 
Him.  "  I  find  as  much  good  in  prayer 
as  in  Holy  Communion  itself  sometimes," 
she  said.  _  The  Holy  Spirit  had  made  Him- 
self more  and  more  her  Master  in  this 
holy  exercise,  and  made  her  experience  a 
sort  of  uneasiness  if  she  sought  elsewhere 
her  light  and  consolation.  To  prayer  she 
consecrated  whole  hours ;  and  to  escape 
from  her  brothers  and  sisters,  who  claimed 
her  incessantly,  and  from  the  cares  of  the 
house  when  it  was  in  her  charge,  she 
would  seek  out  some  unsuspected  corner, 
but  often  was  routed  out  of  "her  solitude, 
"  and  then,"  she  said,  "  my  prayer,  which 
began  on  the  ground  floor,  would  be  con- 


tinued in  the  pantry,  carried  thence  to  the 
linen-closet,  and  concluded  perhaps  in  the 
garret." 

Visiting  the  poor  was  another  of  the 
chosen  occupations  of  Mdlle.  Mathilde. 
Here  also  she  was  guided  by  the  spirit 
of  faith,  and  saw  in  the  indigent  only 
brothers  and  sisters,  and  found  no  diffi- 
culty in  comprehending  their  feelings  and 
their  wants.  She  prepared  broth  for  the 
sick  poor,  dressed  their  wounds  and  sores, 
and  would  take  their  mattresses  on  her 
own  shoulders  when  it  was  needful  to  re- 
arrange or  cleanse  their  beds.  Once,  while 
travelling  on  a  day  of  abstinence,  she 
stopped  at  a  hotel  where  there  was  noth- 
ing eatable  but  flesh-meats.  She  ordered 
a  repast  for  herself  suited  to  the  day, 
and  while  waiting  for  it  perceived  a  poor 
woman  who  hesitated  to  go  to  the  table 
d'hote,  wavering  between  the  voice  of  her 
conscience  arid  her  fear  of  being  jeered 
at  if  she  gave  open  testimony  of  her  re- 
ligious scruples.  Mdlle.  de  L— —  went 
straight  to  her :  "You  desire  to  keep  ab- 
stinence, I  see  ;  eat  with  me,"  and  making 
the  woman  sit  down  with  her,  and  putting 
her  at  her  ease  by  her  own  simplicity  of 
manners,  they  joyously  partook  together 
of  the  omelette  that  was  served  to  them. 

In  such  dispositions  as  these  Mathilde 

de  L grew  up  to  womanhood.     The 

contradictions  and  trials  she  found  in  the 
bosom  of  her  family  were  precious  aids  to 
perfection  to  this  soul  already  so  replen- 
ished with  virtues,  since  virtue  is  strength- 
ened by  combatting  difficulties,  and  by 
reproaches  true  devotion  is  always  in- 
creased. A  heart  whose  love  was  so  set 
on  heavenly  things  could  not  but  be  in- 
different to  the  things  of  this  world,  and 
quite  deaf  to  the  enticements  of  vanity; 

Mathilde  de  L gave  so  little  thought 

or  care  to  the  adornment  of  her  person  as 
frequently  to  draw  on  herself  the  reproofs 
of  her  parents,  who  desired  her  to  make  a 
handsome  appearance.  They  were  dis- 
satisfied also  by  the  decided  stand  she  took 
in  respect  to  the  lighter  and  more  frivolous 
literature  of  the  day;  but  the  danger  of 
indiscriminate  reading  she  had  learned  to 
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her  cost.    A  book  not  objectionable  indeed 
in  morality,  but  still  of  the  class  of  fashion- 
able novels,  was  brought  to  the  chateau,  and 
Mathilde  was   desired  to  read   it  aloud. 
Always  ready  to  obey  her  parents,  and 
not  knowing  there  was  anything  in  this 
book  that  should  make  her  hesitate  to  read 
it,  she  commenced,  and   soon  found  her- 
self deeply  interested  in  the  story.     But 
as  day  after  day  she  progressed   in  the 
narrative,  her  taste  for  prayer  gradually 
diminished;  and  uneasiness  of  conscience, 
of  which   she  did   not  first  perceive  the 
source,   admonished    her   something  was 
wrong.     Mathilde,  whose  imagination  was 
fascinated  by  the  work,  tried  during  some 
days  to  stop  her  ears  to  the  voice  of  grace, 
but  at  last,  driven  to  it,  she  acknowledged 
the  injury  to  her  soul  caused  by  this  vain 
occupation  of  her  mind,  and  resolutely  re- 
fused to  go  on  with  the  reading  of  this 
book,  nor  could  she  ever  be  induced  again 
to  open  one  of  the  liberal  and  choice  selec- 
tion of  novels  provided  for  the  amusement 
j     of  the  family.     In  vain  was  she  blamed  for 
having  an  over-strained  idea  of  the  require- 
ments of  religion — in  vain  were  the  charges 
rung  on  the  maxim  We  must  do  as  the  rest 
of  the  world  does.     Mathilde  remained  im- 
movable, and  at  once  and  forever  delivered 
herself  from  this  dangerous  occasion  of 
losing  the  spirit  of  devotion. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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THE    SISTERS, 

—  OR  — 

A  Lesson  in  the  School  of  Adversity. 


A  CATHOLIC  STORY,  FOR  THEIOLD  AND  FOB 
THE  YOUNG. 


[FROM  MINNIE'S  DIARY. — Continued.] 
"December. — One  of  our  cottagers,  poor  old 
Goody  Hider,  is  ill.  I  went  yesterday  to  see  her. 
She  asked  me  to  read  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  to  her ; 
at  hap-hazard  I  opened  the  book  at  the  1st  chapter 
of  St.  John,  and  read  it  very  slowly  to  herw  She 
said  she  was  much  comforted, — would  I  pray  by 
her?  I  hardly  knew  what  to  do ;  but  I  did  not  like 


to  refuse  the  poor  woman,  and  not  knowing  what 
else  to  say,  for  she  is  of  David  Dunn's  prayer- 
meeting  society  and  believes  in  extemporaneous 
pouring-forth,  I  knelt  down  and  said  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  paraphrasing  the  petitions  to  lengthen  them 
out — as  for  example :  '  Our  Father,  who  dwelleth 
in  the  highest  heaven,  whose  kingdom  is  justice, 
peace  and  holiness,  dwell  with  us  on  the  earth. 
May  we  learn  so  to  sanctify  Thy  name  that  Thy 
will  may  be  our  will,  and  we  may  be  made  holy  in 
Thee  even  as  angels  are  made  holy  by  doing  Thy 
will' — and  so  forth  to  the  end.  I  was  in  earnest, 
for  I  knew  the  old  woman  was  very  ill,  and  I  feared 
she  would  die;  and  the  thought  came  strong  upon 
me — after  death,  what  ?  I  was  still  on  my  knees 
when  a  sound  made  me  turn  round;  old  David 
himself  was  there,  come  to  comfort  his  sister  in 
the  Lord.'  He  said  he  was  delighted  to  see  me 
there.  'Ah,  Miss,'  says  he,  'if  you  will  only  lay 
hold  of  the  Lord  in  right  earnest  there  will  be  no 
fear  of  you  from  those  Papist  deceivers;  they'll 
have  no  power  over  you.'  I  was  annoyed,  for 
Margaret  had  been  very  good  to  this  man  a  year 
ago,  and  paid  his  rent  for  him  and  almost  maintain- 
ed the  family  while  his  wife  lay  ill  of  the  sickness  / 
of  which  she  died.  I  did  not  care  to  hear  her  called 
a  Papist  deceiver.  So  I  rose  to  leave,  merely 
saying  to  David :  '  God  only  knoweth  the  heart ; 
it  is  safer  for  us  not  to  judge  others ;  God  doth  not 
love  those  who  are  self-righteous?'  I  passed  out  of 
the  room,  and  when  I  returned  sat  down  to  ponder 
the  chapter  I  had  been  reading.  It  seemed  to 
comfort  Goody  Hider,  yet  to  me  much  of  it  is  dark : 
and  yet '  to  as  many  as  received  Him  He  gave 
power  to  become  the  sons  of  God.'  Is  this  the 
essence  of  religion?  What  is  it,  then,  to  be  a  child 
ofGod? 

"  Dec.  25. — Christmas  comes  with  a  chill.  Goody 
Hider  was  buried  yesterday.  I  went  to  the  church- 
yard* as  the  old  man  was  digging  the  grave, — 
what  a  strange  feeling  it  is  to  think  that  our  bodies 
become  cold  clay,  and  our  spirit  goes  we  know  not 
whither!  It  was  old  Burfleld,  the  parish  clerk, 
who  was  digging.  I  said  to  him :  '  Did  you  know 
much  of  Goody  Hider? — what  sort  of  a  woman  was 
she?' 

'"Good,  as  folks  run,  Miss,'  said  the  man;  'had 
hard  times  bringing  up  her  family.  Poor  folks, 
Miss,  can't  be  always  right  side  out  as  rich  folks 
can.' 

"'Then  Goody  made  mistakes  sometimes,  I  sup- 
pose?' 

" '  All  men  do,  Miss — all  men  do ;  especially  when 
hunger  or  cold  come.  '  Tis  hard  to  see  those  that 


*  The  country  church-yards  in  England  are  the  village  cem- 
eteries. 
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do  nothing  have  everything,  and  see  one's  young 
ones  go  shivering  to  bed.  I  never  blamed  Goody 
Hider.' 

"  I  felt  there  was  some  story  hidden  here,  but  at 
such  a  time  I  did  not  like  to  ask  questions  which 
might  reflect  upon  the  poor  woman's  character.  So 
I  said  :  '  For  her,  it  is  no  longer  a  question  of  man's 
blame :  she  is  before  God  to  be  judged, — God,  not 
man,  will  decide  for  her.' 

The  old  man  stayed  from  his  task  and  looked  up. 
'  See  here,  Miss,'  he  said,  '  the  poor  work  hard, 
fare  hard  all  their  days, — God  only  knows  how 
hard;  for  the  man  who  has  plenty  thinks  he  does 
much  in  bestowing  on  him  a  shilling,  and  never  in- 
quires how  tired  he  is,  or  how  hungry.  God  will 
judge  the  sins  of  the  poor  by  a  different  measure 
than  that  which  man  uses,  and  that  is  my  hope  for 
Goody  Hider,  for  all  of  us  poor  laborers.' 

"  I  remembered  as  the  old  man  said  this  that  last 
week  his  son  was  taken  up  for  snaring  a  hare,  and 
that  Burfleld  had  been  superseded  in  his  office  by  a 
younger  man  partly  because  it  was  suspected  that 
he  encouraged  the  bringing  home  of  the  booty.  It 
is  very  hard  to  want  food,  and  to  want  it  hopelessly ; 
I  had  no  answer  to  give,  so  I  turned  away  and  went 
into  the  church  to  wait.  Mr.  Latham  came  in  soon 
after  with  the  new  clerk :  the  funeral  soon  came 
up.  Mr.  Latham  met  the  coffin  at  the  church  door. 
His  splendid  voice  gave  full  force  to  the  words:  'I 
am  the  resurrection  and  the  life,'  saith  the  Lord, 
1  he  that  believeth  in  Me,  though  he  were  dead,  yet 
shall  he  live :  and  whosoever  liveth  and  believeth 
in  Me  shall  never  die.'  * 

"  I  staid  through  the  service.  It  affected  me  very 
much.  We  must  all  die,  but  the  words  of  this  serv- 
ice committing  '  the  body  to  the  ground :  earth 
to  earth,  ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  "flust,  in  SURE 
AND  CERTAIN  hope  of  the  Resurrection  to  eternal 
life,'  may  that  be  said  of  all  ?  Would  that  be  said 
of  me?  The  words  would  be  recited;  yes;  I 
suppose  the  law  imposes  the  ceremony.  This  old 
woman  was  not  of  Mr.  Latham's  flock,  yet  he  burie 
her  as  he  does  everyone  else  in  the  parish;  he 
would  then  say  these  words  over  me  as  a  matter  ol 
course, — but  would  he  think  them,  if  he  believes 
me  inclined  to  infidelity  ?  and  if  he  did  not  believe 
what  he  said,  would  it  make  any  difference  ? 

"  What  am  I  talking  about  ? — my  mind  is  quite 
bewildered.  What  is  truth  ?  Christmas  day,  and 
so  gloomy  I  What  has  Christ  done^for  us  if  He  has 
not  given  us  truth  ?  How  can  we  rejoice  when  the 
soul  is  so  unsettled  ? 

"  14th  January,  1831. — We  have  a  new  neighbor 
at  Kalton  Farm  ;  such  a  sweet  girl ! — but  some- 
what serious — Delphine's  sister  Coralie.  Her  fa- 


*  John  xi,  25,  26. 


ther  is  just  dead  and  she  has  only  Delphine  left  of 
her  near  relatives,  so  she  is  come  to  live  with  her 
sister.  It  must  be  melancholy  for  her  to  leave 
France  and  the  society  of  her  early  friends,  to  set- 
tle down  here  on  an  English  farm  in  this  out-of-the- 
way  place, — and  she  speaks  so  little  English  too. 
Delphine  asked  me  to  go  over  to-morrow  to  pass 
a  week  with  her,  just  to  try  to  make  her  feel  her- 
self at  home.  Delphine  never  asked  me  to  sleep 
at  the  house  before,  and  I  have  kept  away  from 
Louis  all  I  could ;  but  mamma  says  I  ought  to  go, 
so  I  suppose  I  must. 

"January  19. — Yes,  it  is  strange  to  be  in  the 
same  house  with  him,  to  hear  him  speak  and  see 
him  act.  But  he  is  different  from  what  he  was,  and 
1  try  to  interest  myself  with  Coralie.  Singular  !— 
they  have  a  service  here  every  morning ;  not  merely 
prayers,  but  a  service.  Coralie  asked  me  to  go 
into  the  chapel  with  her  this  morning ;  railed  off 
from  the  rest  of  the  room  was  an  ornamented 
space  which  contained  an  altar  in  the  middle,  and 
figures — statues,  I  mean — in  the  corners ;  the  con- 
gregation (I  counted  only  six  besides  myself)  knelt 
on  what  they  called  a  prie-dieu,  and  the  priest  said 
some  Latin  prayers  in  a  very  low  voice.  He,  the 
priest,  was  splendidly  vested,  though  it  was  only  a 
family  party  he  was  praying  with.  I  cannot  de- 
scribe the  ceremonies :  I  did  not  understand  them, 
but  something  made  me  think  of  the  Jewish  Tem- 
ple, and  of  the  sacrifices  offered  by  the  high-priest ; 
by  some  process  I  cannot  understand  I  felt  as  if  I 
were  really  before  an  Altar  of  God,  and  that  His 
presence  filled  the  temple  in  a  peculiar  manner,  as 
when  His  glory  shone  forth  at  the  dedication  of 
Solomon's  Temple.  This  was  fancy,  of  course — but 
it  was  a  very  pleasant  fancy ;  there  are  some  fan- 
cies which  master  us,  and  have  all  the  charm  of  re- 
ality. 

"  January  20. — Are  some  spots  really  more  holy 
than  others?  Does  a  divine  inspiration  favor  us 
more  at  one  place  than  another  ?  Coralie  '  makes 
a  visit,'  as  she  terms  it,  every  afternoon;  I  was 
puzzled  at  first  to  know  where,  and  to  whom,  but 
finally  concluded  to  watch  where  she  went.  She 
opened  the  chapel  door,  bowed,  and  then  sat  down 
on  the  ground,  motionless,  rapt  apparently  in  the 
deepest  meditation.  I  hid  myself  to  see  what  would 
come  next,  but  nothing  came  except  that  towards 
the  end  of  the  time  she  knelt  on  one  of  the  kneeling- 
stools  and  said  some  prayers  in  an  undertone.  I 
stole  away  unperceived,  and  when  she  came  down 
into  the  parlor  again  ^said:  'Is  it  indiscreet,  Cor- 
alie, to  ask  whom  you  visit  so  regularly  every  af- 
ternoon ?'  . 

"  She  blushed,  and  said :  'You  do  not  know  Him, 
dear ;  yet  He  knows  you,  and  would  like  you  to  visit 
Him  too.' 
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" '  You  mean  God,'  said  I,  half  offended ;  '  why 
do  you  say  I  do  not  know  Him  ?' 

" '  Forgive  me,  dear,'  she  said,  throwing  her  arms 
about  my  neck ;  '  I  mean  God,  it  is  true ;  but  Goc 
present  in  a  peculiar  manner;  God  in  the  Blessed 
Sacrament.  I  know  you  believe  in  God  present 
everywhere ;  but  God  in  the  flesh,  God  incarnating 
Himself  to  sanctify  even  the  earthly  elements — I 
thought  you  did  not  believe  in  that.' 

" '  The  English  Church  acknowledges  that  Christ 
is  God,'  I  replied. 

" '  Yes,  I  suppose  so ;  but  yet  you  have  no 
Blessed  Sacrament,  no  present  incarnation  to  can- 
cel the  curse  which  fell  on  the  earth  when  Adam 
sinned.  At  least  I  was  told  so.  If  I  am  mistaken, 
forgive  me ;  I  shall  be  glad — oh,  so  glad — to  find 
out  I  am  wrong,  and  that  you  do  adore  Christ  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  reconciling  fallen  sinners  to 
Himself.' 

" '  I  am  not  sure  that  I  understand  you,'  I  said. 
" '  Then  we  will  not  speak  of  it,'  she  said  in  a 
hushed  voice. 

" '  And  why  not  ?'  I  asked.  ^ 

" '  It  is  too  solemn,  too  deep  for  words  like  mine,' 
she  said. 

" '  Then  how  can  I  learn,  if  not  from  words  like 
yours,  Coralie  ?' 

" '  Prom  those  who  have  the  keeping  of  the  True 
Word,'  she  said.  '  The  Divine  word  is  not  like  our 
foolish  speech :  it  is  sacred,  life-giving ;  we  may  not 
speak  of  it  in  careless  tones.' 

"  I  remembered  the  chapter  I  had  so  lately  read 
and  pondered  over,  wondering  what  its  meaning 
might  be,  so  I  quoted :  '  In  the  beginning  was  the 
Word,  and  the  Word  was  with  God,  and  the  Word 
was  God.  The  same  was  in  the  beginning  with 
God.  All  things  were  made  by  Him  :  and  without 
Him  was  not  anything  made  that  was  made.  In 
Him  was  life :  and  the  life  was  the  light  of  men.' 
"  '  Oh,  dearest,  do  you  believe  that  ?'  said  Coralie 
in  a  tone  of  joy. 

" I  answered :  'I  can  but  suppose  it  true,  m'amie, 
because  it  is  in  the  Bible ;  and  all  the  Bible  is  true, 
you  know.  But  what  it  means,  how  it  affects  us, 
I  have  no  idea.' 

" '  You  believe  our  Lord  Jesus  to  be  God  ?' 
" '  It  says  so  in  the  Creed." 
"'You  recite  the  Creed?— ah,  good  I    You  are 
then,  a  Catholic  ?' 

" '  I  believe  not.  In  truth,  I  do  not  know  what  I 
am.' 

" '  But  where  did  you  learn  the  Creed  ?' 
•" '  It  is  said  in  church  every  Sunday.' 
"'In  church,— the  English  Church?  then  it  can- 
not be  our  Creed.    Will  you  recite  it  for  me  ?' 
"  I  recited  it. 
"'And  the  English  people  say  that,'  she  said; 


our  Creed !  Jesus  born  of  the  Blessed  Virgin, — 
conceived  of  the  Holy  Spirit !  They  believe  in  the 
Catholic  Church,  the  Communion  of  Saints,  the 
forgiveness  of  sins,  and  are  not  Catholics  I  What 
does  this  mean  ?' 

"  I  could  not  answer.  It  does  seem  very  strange 
why  it  is  that  I  know  so  little  of  my  religion,  and 
yet  go  to  church  every  Sunday.  I  have  been  study- 
ing Paley's  Evidences,  and  they  amount  to  histor- 
ical probabilities  that  the  Gospels  and  Epistles  were 
written  by  the  men  whose  names  they  bear,  but 
they  do  not  tell  us  what  Christianity  is.  If  St. 
John's  Gospel  is  right,  the  life  of  God  manifested 
in.the  Word  who  is  God,  is  the  light  of  men.  How 
am  I  to  obtain  that  light  ?  That  light  is  precisely 
what  I  want.  Has  Coralie  that  light  ? 

"I  was  so  absorbed  by  these  thoughts  that  I 
did  not  answer.  Coralie  sat  down  to  the  piano 
and  sang,  in  French,  words  to  this  effect : 

"  'Jesus!  the  very  thought  of  Thee 
With  sweetness  fills  my  breast  ; 
But  sweeter  far  Thy  face  to  see 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

" '  No  tongue  can  sing,  no  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find, 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Thy  blessed  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind. 

" '  O  hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 

O  joy  of  all  the  meek, 
To  those  who  fall,  how  sweet  Thou  art  I 
How  good  to  those  who  seek!' 

" '  But  what  to  those  who  find  ?    Ah,  this  I 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is, 

\   None  but  His  loved  ones  know.' 

\ 

"  In  spite  of  myself  tears  ran  down  my  cheeks 
as  Coralie  sang.  Why  should  she  be  so  hapyy, 
and  I  so  desolate  ?  She  is  an  orphan,  with  neither 
father  nor  mother;  she  is  poor; — I  also.  What 
makes  the  difference,  then?  She  lives  in  her 
religion — I  have  no  religion  to  live  in.  Jesus  is 
to  her  a  reality,  a  protecting  Friend,  a  Father  reg- 
ulating her  destiny.  Would  I  could  feel  as  she 
does.  But — go  back  to  the  Romish  superstitions? 
— Bah !  that  is  not  to  be  thought  of. 

"  When  Coralie  had  finished  her  hymn,  she  turned 
round,  and  seeing  my  eyes  full  of  tears  she  came 
and  put  her  arms  around  me.  '  Come,  Minnie,'  she 
said, '  let  us  go  and  play  at  battledore — or  something ; 
my  feet  are  getting  cold  for  want  of  exercise.' " 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


"  REPENTANCE  is  the  daughter  of  Hope,  and  the 
enemy  of  Despair." — St.  John  Climacus, 
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Ordination. 

In  the  chapel  of  Saint  Joseph's  Seminary,  Troy, 
N.  Y.,  Nov.  16th,  Rt.  Rev.  P.  N.  Lynch  conferred 
major  orders  upon  twenty-four  young  seminarians. 
The  following  is  a  list  of  the  ordained : 

Priests. — Revs.  William  F.  Brady,  James  Mullen, 
of  the  archdiocese  of  New  York.  Deacons. — Revs. 
Andrew  J.  Canary,  Joseph  H.  Hayne,  Patrick  J- 
Healy,  James  J.  Mee,  Isidore  Meister,  Martin  A. 
O'Flaherty,  Michael  J.  Phelan,  of  the  diocese  of  Bos- 
ton ;  Revs.  Jas.  H.  Conlon,  Philip  J.  Carrigan,  Wal- 
ter C.  Henneberry,  Michael  McManus,  of  the  diocese 
of  Albany ;  Rev.  Martin  P.  Lalor,  of  the  diocese  of 
Hartford ;  Rev.  Edward  McSweeney,  of  the  diocese 
of  Portland.  Subdeacons. — Revs.  Edward  J.  Gal- 
ligan,  Thomas  O'Brien,  of  the  diocese  of  Boston ; 
Rev.  Roger  Ward,  of  the  diocese  of  Albany ;  Revs. 
M.  McCawley,  Charles  J.  Rogers,  of  the  diocese  of 
Hartford.  Recapitulation:  Priests  1,  Deacons  17, 
Subdeacons  5 ;  total,  24. 


THE  Correspondence  de  Rome  gives  an  interesting 
statistic  of  the  hierarchy  by  its  geographical  divis- 
ions, as  follows : 

Archbishops.    Bishops, 

Papal  States 6  58 

England,  Ireland  &  colonies 10  59 

Austria 10  42 

Bavaria 2  6 

Belgium 1  5 

Brazil 1  11 

Bolivia 1  3 

Chili , 1  3 

Argentine  Republic 1  5 

Two  Oicilies 26  92 

German  Duchies 1  3 

Ecuador 1  5 

Spain  and  colonies 11  51 

United  States 7  48 

France  and  colonies , .  18  75 

Greece ..2  6 

New  Granada 1  7 

Guatemala 1  4 

Hayti 1  4 

Hanover 0  2 

Holland 1  4 

Mexico 3  15 

Modena 1  4 

Parma .  7  3 

Peru 1  7 

Persia 1  0 

Portugal 4  23 

Prussia 2  6 

Russia 2  12 

Sardinia,  Lombardo- Venetian 

States 8  36 

Switzerland 0  5 

Tuscany 4  18 

Turkey 5  5 

Venezuela 1  4 

135  631 

Total , 766 

This  does  not  include  the  missions,  but  only  the 
regularly  constituted  hierarchies. — Cor.  Lon.  Tablet. 


A  Silver  Watch  and  Chain  for  the  Holy 
Father. 

A  priest  was  speaking  some  days  ago  about  the 
subscription  opened  in  AVE  MAKIA  for  Our  Holy 
Father,  when  one  came  up  to  him  and  said :  "  Rev, 
Father,  I  have  no  money  to  offer  you  for  the  Holy 
Father,  but  here  is  a  good  watch,  with  its  chain, 
which  for  the  love  of  God  and  of  St.  Joseph  I  give 
to  you  for  him." 

God  bless  the  generous  donor  and  grant  him  per- 
severance in  the  holy  state  he  has  embraced. 

We  now  have  the  watch  and  chain :  they  are  both 
of  feilver ;  the  watch  keeps  excellent  time. 


Contributions  for  the  Holy  Father. 

L.  G.  Tong,  Notre  Dame,  Ind $50  00 

One  silver  Watch  and  chain  (value  not  yet 
realized),  from  a  zealous  client  of  St.  Jo- 
seph,  

Joseph  A.  Lyons,  Notre  Dame,  Ind 20  00 


A  TRYING  NOTE. — There  is  an  anecdote  related 
of  Rubini,  the  great  tenor  singer,  which  illustrates 
the  peculiar  power  of  the  human  voice.  In  an  op- 
era by  Pacini,  called  "II  Talismano"  in  which  Ru- 
bini was  singing,  he  had  to  sing  a  phrase  in  which 
a  high  B  flat  occurs,  which  he  was  accustomed  to 
attack  and  hold  with  great  power,  to  the  delight  of 
his  audience.  The  public  flocked  to  hear  this  won- 
derful note,  and  never  missed  calling  for  a  repeti- 
tion of  it.  Rubini  had  already  sung  the  note  on 
seven  previous  occasions,  each  time  twice ;  and  one 
evening,  when  an  admiring  audience  waited  for  the 
production  of  the  wonderful  note,  Rubini  was  dumb. 
He  opened  his  mouth,  extended  his  arms,  and  tried 
to  utter  the  note  which  would  not  come.  The  au- 
dience cheered,  applauded,  and  encouraged  him  in 
every  way,  but  the  obstinate  B  flat  refused  to  be 
sounded.  One  more  effort,  and  the  force  of  his 
powerful  lungs  overcame  the  obstacle,  and  the  B 
flat  rang  among  the  audience  with  brilliant  vigor ; 
but  something  in  the  mechanism  of  his  voice  had 
given  way,  and,  though  feeling  acute  pain,  he  con- 
tinued the  scene,  forgetting  his  sufferings  in  the 
triumphant  conquest  he  had  obtained.  When  he 
left  the  stage,  he  saw  the  surgeon  of  the  theatre, 
who  examined  him,  and  found  that  in  the  exertion 
of  producing  the  obstinate  note  he  had  actually 
broken  his  collar-bone. —  World  of  Wonders. 

"  Go  from  world  to  world,  from  kingdom  to  king- 
dom, from  riches  to  riches,  from  pleasure  to  pleas- 
ure, you  will  never  find  happiness.  The  whole 
earth  can  no  more  satisfy  an  immortal  soul,  than  a 
pinch  of  meal  can  satiate  a  famished-maiu" — Cure 
ofArs. 

Ji.  L/^  >.  Q\ 
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TO    MARY    IMMACULATE. 

MUSIC    FROM   THE    GERMAN. 

[Arranged  for  AVE  MARIA,  by  an  old  contributor,  for  the  Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception.] 

0 

| 

d 

^ 

s 

a 
H 

1 

Jfodtrato. 

T  —  0- 

—  »~         ..  T 

N 

'  1  1  

|a|:jips|3  —  •    i    •    {  -' 

f&t  f 

.—  ^—  0  0  !- 

-f--  1—  *  —  ^  —  ^- 

J 

1.  Hail,  Queen  of  the 

Heav-ens  !    Hail,  Mis-tress  of    earth  !    Hail,    Vir  -  gin  most    pure,  Of   im- 

•  1              -  r            ;                               j        -j                               '  ;  T  •  T  ;  ^>-| 

{jy-f~j~  -J  —  j  —  -!—  J 

—0—9—0-  :-9—0—±- 

t    V  —  M—  -^  
—  *•  *  —  «i- 

3=t=F^ 

|3J 

. 

« 

/~7~"3-'  f  f~P  —  *     * 

—  0  0 

it,      i      ,     -•   f 

•;  .<      0      -•      0  •— 
T  1  1  1  

0               &         P 

—  0- 

vu  —  4  —  1  —  T~|  1  i  

—  !  i~ 

M  P2 



1 

Hail,  Queen  of    the 

Heav-ens  !  Hail,  Mis-tress  of    earth  !     Hail,    Vir  -  gin  most    pure,  Of   ira 

^  ^l2-3___  )  1  j       j       J     . 

!  

—  '  1  — 

i,.      i  

^     -!-.  .--  1 

3-  =3—  - 

—  i  — 

/    4        1 

*        '• 

1 

gj 

—  1  —  1  —  1  ^^^"-1- 

~z~r»  "3  —    P  «  m  — 

0   '   0 

S-  ? 

>•                }     ' 

-ir-d  —  fi 

^itt 

(far        A       J    t     J            J  5  

j        —      J- 

*z±zf    J  —  J= 

-5^  5  —  5 

"      * 

m 

—  0  —  1  —  f 

-i  —  L8    /^ 

—  1« 

4_\?  —  fr3  '  "  —  1  ~  *  1  1  i  i  1  — 

j_  

^x  *  h     XL.    M         M 

f 

l               | 

J    *7   ""    i 

' 

* 

1               i 

» 

?? 

T  1  i  1  

ftp    ~       *—  f-r4—  •. 

i     i      i 

-.0.  —  0.  —  t 

—  P 
S              L_±4_  

1  ?  *_  ^_p_^_ 

mac  -  u  -  late    birth  !  Clear 

^/     ' 
Star  of  the  Morn-ing  In 

beau  -  ty    en  -  shrined  !    O   Lady,  make 

—  1  j  .  1_ 

at1^   j  _^  —  J     _*s. 

_i__j  —  L.  -^      j  —  „ 

j  

-?-+-—  j  — 

•1—  J- 

'  J*     3 

1      1     1 

F—  P    •! 

^ 

nr-  4    —  

A^r  J?  £  1  1  j  

SB 

1-*  —  *  —  • 

-  -P  *—  |  P 

L-*?-^--  -*—*—*- 

\>  \y               ,              '                                   1 

i        i 

mac  -  u  -  late      birth  !  Clear  Star  of  the    Morn-ing  In 
t        m  __m___f 

beau-ty    en-shrhied!  O  La-dy,  make 

^Y—  \>  —  0  —  -0  —  *  —  1  —  i  —  ft  —  i  — 

0  —  ,  

f 

«          ^ 

0 

^t£=f—  =       =t=it    ^— 

H          1 

f-  —  0-  —  0 

"  0-  s    j  '••    r 

7               ( 

j  r 

J           | 

1 

l     I       r* 

l 

\j     \}       •     ^  _i  • 

B        « 

J 

j 

a 

A_    n                                   ^ 

^         ^* 

?     * 

*    0      i 

JEZ3B                 *  . 

i      j  r*         l! 

a 

fw      ^       *          2 

\     3 

-  •     "     »^     *      -^-J 

J—  «  fedfcr: 

^       B 

P  

1            p  1  

§-_u  ,  ,  i_: 

ft 

__J                     _^_ 

.-  k2  '    J  ,  »-baH- 

—eh  d— 

^  —  1  

i     z      i            -  ""     *  r 

*     -  [_ 

: 

0                       ^ 

jr- 

* 

A  V  E     MARIA. 


813 


^4^-: 


-4: 


:*=±=it=  —  rf-l—  * 


speed  to  the  help    of  man-kind.        O     La  -  dy  make  speed  to  the  help  of  man  -  kind. 


speed  to  the    help  of  man-  kind.        O      La  -  dy  make  speed  to  the    help  of  man  -  kind. 


2.— Thee  God  in  the  depth 

Of  eternity  chose ; 
And  form'd  thee  all  fair, 
As  His  glorious  Spouse  ; 


And  call'd  thee  His  Word's 
Own  Mother  to  be, 

By  whom  He  created 
The  earth,  sky  and  sea. 


HILDREN'S 


EPARTMENT, 


[For  AVB  MAKIA.]  ' 

A  Short  Story  for  Boys. 


A  young  lad  and  his  mother  were  sit- 
ting by  the  sea-shore  one  pleasant  after- 
noon in  summer,  watching  the  waves  as 
they  came  quietly  rippling  up  on  the  pebbly 
beach.  Both  the  boy  and  his  mother  felt 
very  well  contented  that  lovely  July  day, 
for  he  had  lately  returned  home  from  col- 
lege to  spend  the  long  vacation,  and  was 
pleased,  as  school-boys  always  are,  at  the 
prospect  of  two  whole  months  of  enjoy- 
ment ;  and  the  lady  was  equally  pleased  to 
have  her  son  once  more  at  home  with  her. 
Had  you  seen  them,  you  would  have  said 
that  they  appeared  to  be  rather  silent,  and 
you  might  have  supposed  that  persons 
who  were  not  with  each  other  all  the  time 


would  have  a  great  deal  to  talk  about. 
And  so  they  had ;  but  just  now  the  stillness 
of  the  atmosphere,  the  music  of  the  water 
as  with  each  wave  it  climbed  a  little  higher 
on  to  the  beach,  the  lazy  rocking  to  and  fro 
of  the  fishing-smacks  and  pleasure-boats 
which  were  anchored  near  by,  all  rather 
tended  to  produce  a  tranquil  and  contem- 
plative frame  of  mind. 

Mrs.  Melvyn's  thoughts  had  wandered 
far  from  the  scene  before  her.  Although 
she  saw  and  felt  its  beauty,  yet  by  that 
wonderful  power  of  association  which  Al- 
mighty God  has  made  a  part  of  our  moral 
being,  all  these  beautiful  features  of  scen- 
ery— the  bright  dancing  waters  of  the  bay, 
the  stately  town  that  covered  the  hill  on 
the  opposite  shore,  the  sweet  green  fields 
that  spread  away  inland,  and  the  feathery 
clouds  that  floated  in  the  air — served  to 
remind  her  of  that  heavenly  home  which 
our  dear  Lord  has  promised  us. 

The  fair  city  opposite,  with  its  white 
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walls  and  spires  gleaming  in  the  sunlight, 
made  her  think  of  the  new  Jerusalem — that 
happy  home  where  Jesus  has  told  us  thai 
His  Father  has  many  mansions  prepared 
forus.  The  deep  expanse  of  water  between, 
recalled  to  mind  that  Sea  of  Death  which 
we  must  all  cross  before  we  can  hope  to 
enter  the  gates  of  the  "  better  land."  The 
smiling  green  fields  suggested  those  fresh 
pastures  and  still  waters  which  are  so  beau- 
tifully alluded  to  in  Scripture.  And  the 
light  fleecy  clouds, — what  of  those?  In 
imagination  Mrs.  Melvy  n  floated  away  with 
them — on,  and  on,  and  on — until  they  hov- 
ered over  the  Celestial  City,  where  two  of 
her  dearest  earthly  treasures  had  been 
transferred,  and  where,  with  other  inno- 
cent children  who  like  them  had  died  and 
gone  to  heaven,  they  spent  all  their  time 
in  the  sweet  company  of  our  BlessedJSToth- 
er,  Mary;  where  there  was  no  pain  nor 
sorrow — nothing  but  the  purest  joy  and 
happiness ;  the  only  regret  they  ever  felt  be- 
ing that  those  they  had  loved  on  earth  could 
not  yet  share  their  delights  with  them. 

For  many  years  Mrs.  Melvyn  had  spent 
the  summer  season  at  Oldport,  and  as  her 
children  had  grown  up  they  had  all  passed 
many  happy  hours  together  walking  on  the 
shore,  or  sitting  under  the  shade  of  a 
clump  of  old  cedar  trees  as  Mrs.  Melvyn 
and  Robert  were  now  doing.  Only  one 
year  before  the  time  we  are  now  speaking 
of,  twobeautiful  little  girls,  her  twin  daugh- 
ters, had  been  her  companions.  It  was 
always  one  of  their  greatest  delights  to  go 
to  the  beach  with  their  mother.  They 
used  to  run  about  there  and  gather  a  great 
many  tiny  beautiful  shells  of  various  col- 
ors to  carry  home  with  them  from  their 
rambles ;  and  on  rainy  days,  or  when  the 
weather  was  such  that  they  could  not  go 
out  of  doors,  they  used  to  sort  over  their 
shells,  selecting  all  that  were  very  smooth 
and  of  the  same  size,  and  putting  them  by 
themselves  in  a  little  box.  At  last  they 
had  a  sufficient  number  of  these  to  string 
into  a  couple  of  pretty  Rosaries,  which 
they  presented  to  their  father  and  mother. 
Time  passed  very  rapidly  and  very  happily 
to  these  young  girls ;  for  their  hearts  were 


joyful  and  innocent,  and  they  found  a  con- 
stant pleasure  in  performing  their  allotted 
duties  and  in  the  society  of  their  parents 
and  brothers.  But  our  Father  in  heaven, 
who  constantly  watches  over  us  all,  had 
marked  their  pure  lives  and  sweet  exam- 
ple, and  seeing  that  they  were  fitted  for 
His  heavenly  Courts  had  removed  them 
from  a  world  full  of  care  and  trouble,  to 
dwell  forever  with  Him  and  with  our  dear 
Lord,  and  with  the  most  Blessed  Virgin, 
whom  they  had  loved  so  well  while  yet  they 
remained  in  this  world. 

And  now  as  Mrs.  Melvyn  sat  on  the 
shore  where  she  had  so  often  spent  happy 
hours  with  those  dear  children,  it  was  no 
wonder  that  her  thoughts  wandered  far  from 
the  scenes  around  her,  and  that  she  was 
in  spirit  holding  comnjmnion  with  those 
so  far  away  from  her.  But  all  such  sweet 
reveries  must  come  to  an  end ;  and  Mrs. 
Melvyn  was  recalled  to  earth  and  to  the 
remembrance  of  those  children  yet  remain- 
ing with  her,  by  a  deep  sigh  from  Robert, 
who  was  reclining  by  her  side. 

His  sigh  was  not  one  that  betokened 
either  sorrow  or  unhappiness,  but  rather 
the  weariness  of  an  unoccupied  mind ;  and 
his  mother,  who  knew  his  character  thor- 
oughly, understood  well  its  meaning.  Both 
boys  and  girls  are  very  liable  to  become 
dull  and  discontented  when  they  have  no 
regular  manner  of  occupying  their  time; 
and  boys  especially  are  in  danger  of  be- 
coming miserable  during  long  vacations, 
without  any  school-studies  or  routine  of 
occupations — the  more  so  when,  like  Rob- 
ert Melvyn,  they  lack  energy  and  perse- 
verance. 

Robert  was  a  boy  of  a  remarkably  affec- 
tionate  disposition   and    many    winning 
traits  of  character ;  but  he  had  also  some 
glaring  defects,  one   of  the  principal  of 
which  was  his  very  soon  tiring  of  whatever 
le  undertook,  and  beginning  a  great  many 
hings  which  he  would  leave  half  done. 
This  fault  of  his  grieved  his  parents  ex- 
eedingly,  for  they  foresaw  that  unless  he 
orrected  it  before  he  reached  manhood  it 
would  cause  trouble  during  his  whole  life. 
They  had  often  talked  to  him  long  and 
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earnestly  about  this  failing ;  but  as  yet  the 
right  chord  had  not  been  struck,  and  his 
will  had  not  been  aroused  to  exert  itself 
and  conquer  the  fault.  As  you  all  know, 
my  dear  young  friends,  no  one  can  cure  our 
faults  for  us.  It  is  a  work  which  we  have 
got  to  perform  for  ourselves;  and  unless 
we  set  about  it  in  earnest,  and  with  as  much 
alacrity  as  we  would  employ  in  pursuing 
any  scheme  of  pleasure  or  amusement,  we 
shall  never  succeed  in  freeing  ourselves 
from  those  enemies  to  our  true  progress. 

"  Have  you  finished  your  boat,  Robert?" 
asked  his  mother.  Robert  had  undertaken 
to  make  a  miniature  sail-boat  for  his  little 
brother  Jamie,  who  was  an  invalid  and 
seldom  went  beyond  the  garden  gate,  but 
there  was  a  small  pond  in  one  part  of  the 
grounds  attached  to  Mr.  Melvyn's  house, ' 
and  Jamie  thought  that  if  he  could  have  a 
sail-boat  to  set  afloat  on  this  pond  it  would 
make  him  very  happy.  When  he  expressed 
this  wish,  Robert  very  good-naturedly 
offered  to  make  him  one,  and  at  once 
began  to  shape  the  hull.  Having  a  fair 
share  of  mechanical  genius,  he  soon  caused 
a  square  block  of  wood  to  assume  the  pro- 
portions of  a  very  perfect  little  boat;  but 
by  the  time  he  had  proceeded  thus  far  his 
besetting  fault  overcame  him.  It  would  be 
a  great  deal  of  trouble,  he  said  to  himself, 
to  make  sails,  and  balance  the  masts  prop- 
erly, and  fasten  the  sails  to  them,  so  that 
the  boat  when  set  adrift  would  not  capsize. 

An  hour  or  two  of  application  would 
have  completed  everything,  and  then  Rob- 
ert would  have  had  the  satisfaction  of  see- 
ing that  he  had  made  a  very  pretty  toy, 
and  also  the  happiness  of  giving  pleasure 
to  his  poor  sick  little  brother.  He  forgot 
all  about  that,  as  he  leisurely  shut  up  his 
jack-knife  and  put  it  into  his  pocket,  and 
began  idly  tracing  figures  in  the  sand  with 
one  of  the  sticks  that  he  should  have  been 
whittling  into  a  mast. 

Robert  had  been  at  home  from  school 
only  ten  days,  yet  in  that  short  space  of 
time  he  had  begun  and  left  unfinished  no 
less  than  half-a-dozen  things  which  would 
have  been  very  useful  to  him  if  he  had  only 
spent  a  little  more  time  and  industry  on 


them.  For  instance,  his  uncle,  who  lived 
in  another  town,  had  sent  him  a  pair  of 
beautiful  bantam  chickens,  which  he  was 
to  have  the  sole  charge  of.  He  made  a 
nice  little  coop  for  them;  but  when  he  found 
that  the  door  to  it  must  have  hinges  and 
fastenings,  he  got  tired  of  the  job,  and 
leaving  the  door  up,  placed  a  piece  of  wood 
against  it  and  went  into  the  house.  The 
next  morning,  when  he  went  to  feed  his 
chickens,  the  wind  had  blown  the  door 
down  and  they  had  departed.  They  prob- 
ably wandered  off  and  joined  some  other 
brood  of  chickens  in  the  neighborhood, 
whose  owners  had  sense  enough  to  fasten 
the  doors  on  them  at  night.  At  all  events, 
Robert  never  saw  them  again. 

In  the  same  way  he  had  had  one  pet 
scheme  after  another,  but  none  of  them 
had  as  yet  amounted  to  anything. 

"  Jamie  will  be  very  much  disappointed 
not  to  have  his  boat,  for  you  promised  him 
you  would  have  it  finished  before  evening," 
said  Mrs.  Melvyn. 

Robert  looked  rather  ashamed  ;  for  he 
had  wasted  so  much  time  already,  that  he 
knew  he  could  not  then  finish  it  before 
night,  if  he  tried.  His  mother  said  no 
more,  for  she  had  made  up  her  mind  that 
words  would  never  have  any  effect  on  her 
son.  With  all  his  indolence,  Robert  had 
a  very  quick  eye  for  seeing  how  things 
ought  to  be  done,  and  was  always  ready  to 
find  fault  with  other  people  if  they  neg- 
lected the  most  trifling  part  of  their  duties, 
and  his  mother  was  trying  to  make  this 
characteristic  of  his  control  and  cure  the 
other  one. 

Jamie  looked  very  sad  and  sorry  the 
next  morning,  when  he  found  that  his  boat 
was  cast  aside  unfinished,  and  the  tears 
gathered  in  his  eyes ;  so  that  Robert,  who 
was  really  tender-hearted;  turned  away  as 
quickly  as  possible  to  start  on  a  ride  to 

his  uncle's  house  atN .  "Please  don't 

forget  the  huckle-berry  cake  for  supper  to- 
night, dean  mother,"  said  Robert,  as  he 
passed  through  the  hall  on  his  way  out. 
This  was  a  favorite  dish  with  Robert,  and 
he  had  been  looking  forward  to  berry-time, 
that  they  might  enjoy  a  treat  of  it. 
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"No,  I  will  not  forget  it,"  said  Mrs. 
Melvyn. 

Going  to  the  front  door,  he  found  his 
pony  saddled  and  tied  to  the  hitching-post ; 
but  just  as  he  was  going  to  mount,  he 
started  back  and  called  in  a  very  loud  voice 
to  Patrick,  his  father's  man.     "  How  dare 
you,"  said  he,  "  leave  a  horse  in  this  way 
for  anyone  to   mount?      Here  are   these 
saddle-girths  not  secured,  and  I  might  have 
broken  my  neck  before  I  had  gone  a  dozen 
rods.     You  know  very  well  how  spirited 
Lightfoot  is,  and  that  once   started  at  a 
good  trot  I  could  not  have  stopped  him  in 
time  to  save  myself  when  these  straps  gave 
way.     A  fine   man  you  are,  to  have  the 
care  of  horses  !     I  wonder  that  my  father 
and  mother  have  not  been  killed  before  now, 
if  this  is  a  sample  of  your  carelessness." 
Robert's  indignation  was  gettingjj^rought 
up  to  a  very  high  pitch,  and  there  is  no 
knowing  what  amount  of  abuse  he  might 
have  heaped  on  the  man,  if  Patrick  had  not 
quickly  walked  off  and  left  him.     Robert 
fastened  the  girths  himself,  examined  every- 
thing, and  started  on  his  ride  in  very  ill 
humor. 

"  Patrick  has  been  stupid  as  well  as  care- 
less," he  said  to  himself,  "  for  it  would 
hardly  have  been  possible  for  me  to  start 
without  seeing  that  he  had  not  done  his 
duty;  but  he  is  not  to  be  excused  on  that 
account,  and  I  shall  ask  my  father  to  dis- 
charge him  at  once." 

But  as  Robert  rode  on  through  the  woods 

that  lay  between  Oldport  and  N" ,  he 

gradually  forgot  his  grievance,  and  Light- 
foot's  rapid  trot  so  exhilarated  him  that 
he  reached  his  uncle's  house  in  high  spir- 
its ;  and  after  spending  a  merry  day  there, 
returned  home  just  in  time  for  supper,  and 
with  a  most  excellent  appetite.  He  helped 
himself  liberally  to  the  hot  cake,  which 
his  kind  mother  had  not  forgotten  ;  but  as 
he  cut  it  open,  a  shade  of  disappointment 
crossed  his  face.  He  ate  it  in  silence,  and 
when  the  first  piece  was  gone  he  took  a 
second.  Then  he  said,  "Why,  mother, 
you  must  have  forgotten  the  berries  !" 

"Are  there  no  berries  in  your  cake?" 
asked  his  mother. 


"  Why,  yes,"  replied  Robert,  "I  suppose 
I  must  say  that  there  are  some  berries  in 
it,  for  there  were  two  in  my  first  piece,  and 
here  there  are  actually  three :  five  berries 
in  two  pieces  of  cake,  and  every  bush  in 
the  woods  loaded  down  with  them." 

"OyeSjIknowberriesareplenty  enough," 
said  Mrs.  Melvyn;  "I  had  five  or  six 
quarts  brought  in  this  morning;  but  they 
needed  picking  over,  and  I  wanted  to  read 
a  new  book  I  have  got,  so  I  thought  a  few 
would  answer  in  the  cake  as  well  as  a  great 
many." 

Robert  was  too  polite  a  boy  to  find  fault 
with  his  mother  openly,  but  his  mental 
comment  was :  "  Berry-cake  without  any 
berries !  My  mother  did  not  use  to  do 
things  in  that  fashion ; "  and  he  began  to 
feel  very  cross,  which  brought  to  mind  his 
annoyance  of  the  morning.  He  then  told 
his  father  of  Patrick's  carelessness,  when 
Mr.  Melvyn  at  once  sent  for  the  man  and 
demanded  an  explanation. 

"  Indeed,  sir,"  said  Patrick,  "  I  put  the 
saddle  on  the  horse's  back,  and  fitted  the 
stirrups  just  as  Master  Robert  told  me  to 
the  last  time  he  rode  the  pony,  and  put  the 
bit  in  his  mouth,  and  tied  him  to  the  post; 
and  he  had  been  rubbed  down,  sir,  till  his 
coat  was  as  glossy  as  a  raven's  wing." 

"  I  don't  ask  you  what  you  did  do, 
Patrick ;  but  it  is  about  what  you  did  not 
dp,  that  I  want  you  to  tell  me,"  said  Miv 
Melvyn. 

"  Sure,  sir,  it  was  only  the  girths  that 
were  not  fastened,"  said  Patrick. 

"  A  most  important  part,"  said  Mr  Mel- 
vyn ;  and  take  good  care  that  such  a  thing 
never  happens  again." 

Patrick  promised  that  it  should  not,  and 
left  the  room. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


"  PERFECTION  does  not  consist  in  keep- 
ing aloof  from  the  world,  but  in  not  be- 
coming attached  to  it,  nor  making  one's 
lappiness  depend  on  the  enjoyment  of  it. 
The  sight  of  the  world  is  dangerous  only  so 
far  that  he  who  sees  it  might  love  it;  but 
that  sight  cannot  hurt  him  who  is  firm  and 
esolute." — St.  Francis  de  Sales. 
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MARY  OUR  MODEL. 


PATIENCE. 

Patience  is  a  virtue  which  enables  us  to 
bear  the  evils  of  life  with  resignation  and 
to  turn  them  to  our  spiritual  advantage. 
To  realize  its  importance  we  must  have 
lived  long,  and  know  by  experience  that 
"the  life  of  man  is  short  and  full  of  misery." 

The  young  among  you  probably  consider 
life  as  a  long  and  brilliant  party  of  pleas- 
ure; but  those  who  know  it  better  are 
aware  that  its  joys  are  but  of  short  dura- 
tion, and  mingled  with  much  bitterness. 
Since  the  period  when  Eve  and  her  descend- 
ants were  condemned  to  sorrow  and  death, 
brambles  have  sprung  up  in  every  path,  and 
we  cannot  reach  heaven  without  bearing 
on  our  feet  the  stains  of  blood  caused  by 
the  thorns  we  have  encountered  on  the 
road.  For  what  trials  does  God  reserve 
you?  He  alone  knows;  but  rest  assured 
you  will  all  have  some  to  undergo,  and 
sometimes  of  a  very  severe  kind.  Some 
among  you  have  already  suffered  greatly, 
and  feel  perhaps  even  yet  their  hearts  bro- 
ken or  cruelly  bruised.  Let  not  this  alarm 
you ;  "  God  chastises  those  He  loves,"  says 
the  Holy  Scripture.  The  Archangel  Raph- 
ael said  to  Tobias :  "  Because  thou  wast 
acceptable  to  God,  it  was  necessary  that 
temptation  should  prove  thee."  This  is 
strange  language,  and  unintelligible  to  the 
world,  but  which  is  explained  by  faith 
in  these  words  of  the  Apostles :  "  That 
through  many  tribulations  .we  must  enter 
into  the  kingdom  of  God." 

Mary,  the  second  Eve,  who  was  destined 


fro  repair  the  crime  of  the  first,  was  purer 
than  the  angels,  and  more  pleasing  to  the 
Lord  than  any  created  being.  Was  she  on 
that  account  exempted  from  the  common 
law?  No,  she  was  perpetually  tried,  from 
the  moment  of  the  incarnation  of  the  Word 
in  her  womb  until  the  resurrection  of  her 
div  ine  Son,  even  until  her  own  death.  You 
know  her  history,  but  some  perhaps  are 
not  aware  that  the  Passion  of  Jesus  was  re- 
vealed to  her  from  His  infancy,  and  that 
the  terrible  vision  of  the  crucifixion  threw 
an  inexpressible  bitterness  over  all  her 
joys.  She  herself  informed  Saint  Bridget 
that  she  could  not  contemplate  her  beloved 
Infant,  Jesus,  without  picturing  to  herself 
His  hands  and  feet  pierced  with  nails,  His 
head  crowned  with  thorns,  and  without 
shuddering  to  the  very  depths  of  her  heart. 
Yes,  the  Mother  of  the  Seven  Dolors  passed 
through  the  crucible  of  trial,  and  put  into 
practice  patience,  resignation,  and  perfect 
conformity  to  the  will  of  God  in  circum- 
stances more  sorrowful  than  any  other 
mother  ever  was  placed  in. 

Daughters  of  Eve,  do  not  then  deceive 
yourselves ;  you  also  will  have  your  Calvary. 
God,  who  has  condemned  the  whole  human 
race  to  hard  labors  and  to  the  penalty  of 
death,  has  added  pains  peculiarly  your 
own  to  your  share  of  suffering.  Bodily 
sufferings  are  not  the  most  painful ;  those 
of  the  heart  are  after  a  Different  manner  of 
extreme  poignancy.  You  will  suffer  in 
your  affections,  through  your  husbands  and 
children,  whose  faults  or  loss  will  be  a 
source  of  crosses  to  you.  For  the  Cross 
which  paid  the  penalty  of  sin  and  saved 
the  world,  continues  to  Jt>e  the  remedy  for 
our  evils  and  the  principle  of  our  salvation. 

Jesus  Christ  said  to  His  disciples :  "  If 
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anyone  would  come  after  Me,  let  him  deny 
himself  and  take  up  his  cross  and  follow 
Me."  Theauthor  of  the"  Imitation"  makes 
the  most  useful  reflections  on  this  passage: 
"In  vain  will  you  dispose  everything  ac- 
cording to  your  views  and  inclinations, 
you  will  arrive  at  this  practical  conclusion : 
that  you  must  suffer,  whether  you  will  or 
not ;  at  one  time  it  will  be  in  your  flesh,  at 
another  in  your  soul,  through  tribulations. 
Sometimes  you  will  appear  to  be  abandoned 
by  God,  at  others  you  will  be  tried  by  your 
neighbor,  or,  as  still  more  frequently  hap- 
pens, you  will  be  a  burden  to  yourself. 
The  cross  awaits  you  everywhere  ;  would 
you  avoid  one,  you  will  meet  with  another 
and  that  perhaps  a  still  heavier  one.  In 
what  then  does  your  duty  consist?  In 
conforming  yourself  beforehand  to  the  will 
of  God,  and  in  resigning  yourself  to  suffer 
for  love  of  Him  and  in  expiation  fye  your 
sins,  whether  your  trials  proceed  immedi- 
ately from  Him  or  from  His  creatures,  be- 
cause in  point  of  fact  nothing  happens  but 
by  His  command  or  with  His  permission." 

If  you  are  tried  by  sickness  or  suffer  the 
loss  of  your  fortune,  parents,  or  children, 
say  as  did  the  Patriarch,  whose  language 
and  behavior  are  a  model  of  sublimity : 
"The  Lord  hath  given  and  the  Lord  hath 
taken  away;  blessed  be  His  holy  name." 

If  you  are  betrayed,  calumniated,  or  con- 
demned to  ignominy  and  death,  you  may 
say  with  our  Lord  at  Gethsemani:  "My 
Father,  if  it  be  possible,  let  this  cup  pass 
from  Me,"  on  the  condition  that  you  fail 
not  to  add,  "Nevertheless,  not  my  will,  but 
Thine  be  done." 

If  God  Himself  appears  to  abandon  you, 
in  refusing  you  the  consolations  you  craved 
with  too  great  eagerness,  and  which  per- 
haps you  abused,  you  may  utter  your  com- 
plaints, like  Jesus  on  the  Cross,  in  a  spirit 
of  love,  but  it  is  your  duty  to  resign  your- 
self to  His  will  and  to  commend  also  your 
spirit  into  His  hand^. 

Lastly,  does  He  will  your  death,  kiss  the 
hand  which  liberates  your  soul  from  the 
prison  of  the  body,  and  opens  for  it  the  gates 
of  heaven. 

But  perhaps  this  doctrine  so  wise  and 


reasonable  alarms  you?  Reassure  yourself, 
for  it  is  in  fact  full  of  consolation.  "In 
the  cross  is  salvation,  in  the  cross  is  life, 
in  the  cross  is  the  infusion  of  heavenly 
sweetness,  ir.  the  cross  is  the  strength  of 
the  soul,  in  the  cross  is  the  joy  of  the  spirit, 
accompanied  with  the  perfection  of  sanc- 
tity." For  this  reason  has  the  Lord  pro- 
nounced these  words  with  so  deep  a  mean- 
ing: "Blessed  are  they  who  weep  and  they 
who  are  persecuted  for  righteousness'  sake ! 
Rejoice  and  leap  with  joy,  for  your  reward 
shall  be  great  in  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
This  explains  the  transports  of  joy  in' 
Saint  Theresa,  blessing  God  in  her  suffer- 
ings, and  crying  "Let  me  suffer  or  die." 
It  also  throws  a  light  on  the  still  more 
beautiful  expressions  of  Saint  Magdalene  of 
Pazzi :  "  No,  let  me  not  die,  but  suffer  for 
Jesus,  the  God  of  my  heart. "  St.  Paul  had 
anticipated  them:  "I  exceedingly  abound 
with  joy  in  my  tribulations." 

IMPATIENCE  AND  CONCEIT. 

Patience  does  not  appear  properly  to  be- 
long to  the  character  of  woman,  whose 
desires  are  ardent  and  changeable ;  and 
yet  there  are  some  Christian  women  who 
are  miracles  of  meekness  and  resignation. 
May  this  prove  to  be  the  case  with  Madame 

c, — . 

This  lady  is  young  and  petulant,  having 
always  followed  the  bent  of  her  own  fancies. 
She  was  reared  in  the  midst  of  wealth  and 
luxury,  waited  on  by  servants  eager  to 
anticipate  her  wishes,  and  spoiled  by  her 
mother — and  consequently  has  become  im- 
perious in  her  disposition  and  incapable 
of  bearing  the  least  contradiction.  She  is 
irritated  at  the  slightest  opposition  and 
smallest  delay  in  fulfilling  her  wishes.  In 
marrying,  her  great  object  was  to  free  her- 
self from  the  control  of  her  mother,  who 
was  yet  far  too  indulgent  and  easy  with 
her;  for  if  she  had  treated  her  with  more 
firmness,  her  daughter  would  at  the  present 
time  have  been  less  capricious  and  more 
serious.  She  wished  therefore  to  marry  a 
husband  of  her  own  choice  and  according 
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to  her  own  taste,  and  this  she  was  allowed 
to  do.  Providence,  with  a  view  to  save 
her,  permitted  her  to  meet  with  a  man  who 
combines  a  will  of  iron  with  the  mildest 
exterior,  and  who  knowing  his  rights  will 
not  yield  them  to  anyone.  In  fact  she  has 
found  her  master.  That  wise  husband 
would  have  her  fulfil  her  duties  as  wife 
and  mother;  is  he  not  right?  He  wishes 
her  to  occupy  herself  with  her  household 
arrangements,  her  children,  and  her  serv- 
ants, while  she  would  like  to  be  always 
going  out  and  gossipping  with  her  neigh- 
bors. He  desires  her  to  devote  herself  to 
some  useful  employment,  while  she  would 
prefer  passing  her  time  in  idleness,  play, 
and  gossip ;  he  does  not  permit  her  to  spend 
more  than  is  necessary  on  her  dress,  as  she 
was  in  the  habit  of  doing  when  under  her 
mother's  care,  and  as  is  the  case  with  cer- 
tain young  ladies  who  ruin  their  husbands. 
She  cannot  forgive  him  for  condemning 
her  to  these  privations,  loses  her  temper 
and  pouts.  As  for  him,  without  giving 
way  to  anger,  but  without  pity,  he  points 
out  to  her  that  a  wife  pught  to  be  the  joy 
of  her  husband — and  never,  when  he  comes 
home  fatigued  with  business,  receive  him 
with  a  sulky  and  clouded  expression  efface, 
put  on  expressly  to  annoy  him;  and  he  threat- 
ens to  push  the  matter  further  should  she 
persist  in  behaving  like  a  spoiled  child, 
and  give  way  to  her  bad  disposition.  Then 
she  becomes  furious ;  but  when  alone,  weeps, 
sobs,  and  frets  inwardly  ;  she  complains  of 
her  unhappiness,  which  cannot  be  denied 
but  which  is  entirely  her  own  fault. 

I  should  never  end  were  I  to  tell  you  all 
her  little  bursts  of  passion,  her  murmurs, 
complaints — her  tricks,  art,  contrivances  to 
tease  her  husband  and  evade  submitting  to 
his  wishes. 

Yet  he  does  notask  too  much.  He  wishes 
merely  to  be  the  master  in  his  own  house, 
and  make  his  wife  more  sensible.  He  would 
be  the  most  tender  and  obliging  of  husbands 
if  she  would  only  yield  to  him  and  become 
a  little  reasonable.  It  is  she  who  forces 
him  to  take  this  line  of  conduct,  and  who 
makes  him  continue  in  it  by  her  opposition. 
Alas !  how  many  women  would  consider 


themselves  most  fortunate  had  they  noth- 
ing worse  than  this  to  suffer  from  their 
husbands.  How  many  are  obliged  to  sub- 
mit to  absurd  and  tyrannical  wills,  without 
any  prospect  of  escaping  from  them,  and 
with  no  other  consolation  but  patience  and 
j  the  hope  of  a  crown  in  heaven. 

Madame  C treats  her  children  ex- 
actly as  she  does  her  husband.  She  has 
three  boys  and  a  girl,  who  are  charming 
children,  but  lively  and  turbulent,  as  chil- 
dren generally  are  when  very  young,  and 
as  she  has  been  for  so  long  a  time.  The 
eldest  is  not  yet  seven  years  of  age.  Will 
you  believe  that  she  cannot  put  up  with 
their  most  innocent  amusements,  and  is 
perpetually  angry  with  them !  She  loses 
her  temper  with  them,  scolds  and  threatens 
them,  boxes  their  ears,  and  is  beside  herself 
in  her  moments  of  irritation.  And  yet  how 
much  did  her  mother  overlook  in  her  when 
at  the  same  tender  age !  When  will  she 
learn  a  little  patience?  She  behaves  very 
much  in  the  same  way  with  strangers;  and 
when  from  home  the  merest  trifle  tries  her 
patience,  and  she  gives  vent  to  her  imper- 
tinence. 

Persons  are  suprised  to  see  this  young 
woman  who  a  few  moments  before  saluted 
them  so  gracefully,  smiled  so  sweetly,  and 
talked  in  so  sweet  a  tone  of  voice,  suddenly 
lose  her  pleasing  expression  of  counte- 
nance to  assume  that  of  ill-humor  and 
sulkiness.  It  is  the  old  story  of  the  cat 
purring  with  pleasure  in  your  lap,  with 
sheathed  claws,  which  suddenly  becomes 
angry  and  is  changed  into  a  tigress. 

Such  conduct  is  most  unbecoming  to  wom- 
en. What  does  become  them  and  leads  to 
their  being  justly  admired,  with  the  bless- 
ing of  heaven,  is  humble  patience,  Chris- 
tian resignation  and  conformity  to  the  di- 
vine Avill  in  the  hardest  trials.  Assuredly, 
you  are  in  need  of  these  virtues ;  for  moth- 
ers have  to  undergo  many  sorrows  which 
I  could  not  here  explain,  and  which  some- 
times turn  their  lives  into  a  veritably  mar- 
tyrdom. 

But  heaven  is  ever  open  to  martyrs.  Let 
this  be  your  great  consolation. 
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"What  am  I  to  do  1— for  here  she  is  again," 


BY     M AKIE 


[The  following  poem  was  suggested  by 
hearing  of  an  incident  which  occurred  in 
one  of  the  proselytizing  Protestant  schools 
in  Ireland. 

A  poor  Catholic  boy,  tempted  by  want, 
was  induced  to  attend  the  school.  On  one 
occasion,  when  the  Protestant  bishop  was 
examining  the  pupils,  he  asked  the  Catho- 
lic child  to  repeat  his  prayers.  Having  fin- 
ished the  Lord's  Prayer,  the  boy  proceeded 
to  say  the  Angelical  Salutation,  or  "Hail 
Mary,"  but  was  instantly  stopped  by  the 
bishop,  who  said :  "  We  do  not  want  to 
hear  anything  about  her.  Go  on*with  the 
Apostles'  Creed."  The  boy  accordingly 
began  the  Creed  ;  but  after  saying  "  who 
was  conceived  by  the  Holy  Ghost,"  ab- 
ruptly stopped.  "Why  do  you  pause?" 
asked  the  bishop.  "  What  am  I  to  do  now, 
sir,  for  here  she  is  again  ?"  replied  the  boy, 
alluding  to  the  name  of  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin in  the  words  "  born  of  the  Virgin 
Mary,"  which  immediately  follow.] 

Aye,  she  is  here.    The  seamless  robe  of  Truth 

To  her  blest  name  doth  owe  its  wondrous  strength ; 

No  change  can  rend  its  shining  threads  apart, 

For,  woven  firmly  in  its  warp  and  woof — 

Aye,  broidered  there,  in  chains  of  priceless  pearls, 

Lo !  these  sweet  words  that  angels  joy  to  breathe : 

"  The  Virgin  Mary,  Mother  of  the  Lord !" 

She  in  Salvation's  gracious  plan  hath  shared, 

And  Love's  sweet  sacrifice  doth  own  her  aid ; 

Kedemption's  work  would  else  be  incomplete. 

Through  all  the  scenes  of  that  strange  history — 

That  wondrous  Life  that  hid  Itself  in  clay — 

One  bright  companion-figure  ceaseless  moves. 

In  the  chill  cave  of  churlish  Bethlehem 

The  sinless  Mother  watched  her  Infant-God, 

And  owned  Earth's  Sov'reign  on  His  throne  of  straw. 

The  blissful  days  fled  like  a  vision  by 

In  the  poor  cottage  home  of  Nazareth, 

Where  the  "  Child  Jesus  grew  in  age  and  grace," 

Submissive  to  the  gentle  Mother-Maid 

Who  kept  His  sayings  treasured  in  her  heart. 

The  hidden  God  began  His  work  of  love 

At  Mary's  potent  mandate.     Cana's  feast 


Saw  the  strange  power  of  those  maternal  tones 

That  won  the  first  sweet  miracle  of  Christ, 

When,  as  the  gcld-tongued  poet  chronicles, 

"  The  conscious  water  saw  its  God,  and  blushed." 

And  when  Redemption's  tender  story  drew 

Near  its  dread  close — when  all  its  kindly  deeds, 

Its  loving  toil,  received  His  world's  reward — 

A  thorny  crown,  a  royal  garment  dyed 

In  Royal  Blood,  a  throne  enriched  with  gems 

From  Hands  outstretched,  and  nail-transfixed  Feet — 

Here  too  is  she,  co-martyr  in  His  wo. 

For  lo !  the  Gospel :  "  Now  His  Mother  stood 

Beside  the  Cross  of  Jesus."    Unto  death 

Faithful  and  fond !    O  tend'rest  Mother-Heart ! 

And  there  He  gave — Aye,  listen,  scoffer  proud  I — 

To  her  His  last  sweet  legacy  of  love  : 

"  Behold  thy  Mother !"  and  "  behold  thy  son  T 

O  ingrate  heirs  of  that  Divine  bequest ! 

Unthankful  children !    Can  Eternal  Love 

Look  kindly  on  rebellion  that  disowns 

The  sweet  and  sinless  Handmaid  of  the  Lord, 

The  cherished  guardian  of  His  Childhood  fair, 

The  loved  co-worker  in  Redemption's  toil  ? — 

She,  unto  whom  the  echoing  ages  breathe 

The  greeting  learned  from  Gabriel's  angel  lips, 

"  The  Lord  is  with  thee !— Hail,  then,  full  of  Grace !" 

O  King  of  Truth,  we  praise  Thee !     She  is  here ! 

O  Lord  of  Love,  we  bless  Thee !    She  is  here ! 

O  blest  Redeemer,  bid  our  tongues  be  mute, 

Our  hands  "  forget  their  cunning,"  if  we  fail 

To  give  Thee  thanks.    O  joy,  that  she  is  here ! 

Here,  in  the  weary  desert  of  our  woes, 

A  shining  column  o'er  the  pilgrim-path ; 

A  steady  star  above  the  crimson  sea ; 

Sure  guard  and  guide  unto  the  "  pastures  green," 

And  the  "  still  waters"  of  our  Promised  Land. 

How  could  we  tread,  without  our  beacon-light, 

The  dark  and  lonesome  valley?    How  escape 

The  serpent  snares  upon  that  weary  way? 

Or  how  sustain  the  "burden  and  the  heat" 

Of  our  drear  journey  ?    Mary,  Mother — hail ! 

As  once  thine  own  prophetic  voice  did  sing, 

All  generations  of  the  faithful  race 

Shall  call  thee  blessed.    Handmaid  of  the  Lord! 

We  hail  thee !    Mary,  maiden  full  of  Grace, 

Mother  of  God,  above  all  women  blest ! 

O  leave  none  orphans ! — lead  each  rebel  home 

To  the  safe  shelter  of  thy  mother-love, 

That  all  may  join  thy  children's  psean  tone  : 

We  thank  Thee,  Lord !  Thy  Mother  still  is  here  I 

SAN  FRANCISCO,  November,  18G9. 


THE  CROSS  gave  peace  to  the  world ;  and  it  must 
bring  peace  to  our  hearts.  All  our  miseries  come 
from  not  loving  it.  The  fear  of  crosses  increases 
them.  A  cross  carried  simply,  and  without  those 
returns  of  self-love  which  exaggerate  troubles,  is  no 
longer  a  cross.  Peaceable  suffering  is  no  longer 
suffering. — Cure  of  Ars. 
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Life  of  Mother  libertine  dc  Chant, a  1  de  L. 


[CONTINUED  FROM  PAGE  808.] 


Then  the  enemy  of  her  soul  had  recourse 
to  a  new  stratagem  to  lure  her  out  of  the 
straight  and  narrow  way.  Interior  tempt- 
ations were  added  to  exterior  difficulties, 
and  this  simple  and  generous  soul  began 
to  find  how  heavy  was  the  weight  the  yoke 
grace  imposes  on  nature.  The  person  of 
whom  she  sought  counsel  in  this  trying 
conjuncture  gave  her  such  advice  as  only 
aggravated  the  danger,  endeavoring  to  per- 
suade her  to  lay  aside  the  strictures  of 
her  self-restraint  and  self-denial;  to  con- 
tent herself  with  avoiding  sin,  and  leading 
an  ordinary  good  life,  conforming  to  that 
fatal  aphorism  of  worldly  minds:  One  is 
not  called  to  be  better  than  one's  neighbors. 
These  unfortunate  lessons  speedly  bore 
fruit.  While  she  walked  faithfully  in  the 
narrow  path  of  virtue,  Mathilde  tasted  the 
delights  reserved  for  fidelity;  but  no  sooner 
did  she  begin  to  falter  in  the  straight  way 
than  her  poor  heart,  divided  between  her 
desire  to  please  both  God  and  creatures, 
fell  into  sadness  and  ennui.  How  long 
this  state  lasted  we  are  not  told,  but  it  ap- 
pears to  have  been  but  a  shoi't  while,  and 
then  there  came  a  time  when  this  brief 
lapse — these  few  negligences  in  prayer, 
this  slight  want  of  fervor  and  earnestness 
in  religious  duties — was  expiated  by  the 
bitterest  tears;  and  henceforth  it  might  be 
clearly  seen  that  nothing  would  hold  back 
this  chosen  soul,  but  that  she  would  ad- 
vance with  rapid  steps  to  entire  detach- 
ment from  self  and  creatures. 

It  was  soon  after  she  had  surmounted 
these  difficulties  in  her  way  that  Mathilde 
encountered  a  strange  episode  in  her  life. 
While  on  a  visit  from  home  she  became 
acquainted  with  a  young  person  for  wLom 
she  had  at  first  a  singular  and  instinctive 
repugnance ;  but,  accustomed-  to  lay  little 
stress  on  first  impressions,  she  compelled 
herself  to  treat  the  girl  with  all  the  cor- 
dial politeness  their  situation  as  guests  at 


the  same  house  required.  One  day  Ma- 
thilde saw  this  person  slyly  pilfer  a  pair 
of  gloves  the  owner  had  inadvertently 
left  in  her  way.  Surprised,  but  unable  to 
doubt  the  shameful  fact,  she  intimated  to 
Miss  that  she  was  mistaken  in  sup- 
posing the  gloves  were  her  own. 

"Oh,"  was  the  reply,  "  that  don't  matter; 
I  need  a  pair  of  gloves." 

"  But  you  are  taking  what  is  not  yours," 

said  Mdlle.  de  L ,  in  a  more  emphatic 

tone. 

"Well,  if  I  choose  to  do  so,  that  is 
enough;"  and, drawn outby  some  inexplic- 
able influence,  the  girl  acknowledged  that 
she  had  in  the  same  way  possessed  herself 
of  a  quantity  of  expensive  ornaments  and 
articles  of  dress  which  she  had  used  for 
her  own  adornment,  and  many  other  things 
useless  to  her,  but  which  she  had  taken  to 
gratify  a  propensity  to  dishonesty  which 
domineered  over  her  for  several  years. 

"  Unhappy  girl,"  exclaimed  Mathilde,  "do 
you  not  see  the  pit  that  yawns  before  you? 
You  are  liable  to  be  found  out  at  any  mo- 
ment; you  will  cover  your  family  with 
disgrace  ;  you  will  kill  your  parents  with 
shame  and  despair  !" 

Her  shocked  exclamations  were  received 
by  the  other  with  a  sarcastc  smile.  "  O  no 
fear  I  will  be  found  out ;  he  is  too  sharp- 
witted  not  to  take  care  of  that;  he  will  out- 
witthem  all." 

"  Who  will  ?"  asked  Mathilde,  her  aston- 
ishment becoming  mingled  with  terror. 

"  Oh,  the  devil !  I  have  made  a  bargain 
with  him.  I  was  so  full  of  desires  for  all 
the  pretty  things  I  saw,  I  gave  -myself  up 
to  Satan  on  condition  that  he  would  screen 
all  my  acts  in  such  a  way  that  they  will 
never  be  discovered.  I  am  quite  sure  that 
he  will  not  let  any  harm  come  to  me." 

"  Great  God  !"  said  the  horrified  hearer; 
"  and  you  are  considered  pious  !  You  go 
to  church  !  Alas,  you  even  dare  to  re- 
ceive Holy  Communion !" 

"  Why,  yes,"  answered  the  girl,  with  the 
same  stolid  indifference, "  all  that  is  need- 
ful, you  see,  to  blind  people  to  my  faults." 

It  is  easier  to  imagine  than  to  describe 
the  sorrow  and  perplexity  into  which  this 
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revelation  threw  Mdlle.  L  -  .  Consid- 
eration for  the  family  of  Miss  -  made  it 
imperative  that  she  should  not  tell  what 
she  had  learned  to  anyone,  nor  even  bring 
discredit  on  the  unfortunate  girl  by  ab- 
ruptly breaking  off  all  intercourse  with 
her;  taking  counsel  with  herself,  she  re- 
membered that  after  all  one  faithful  Chris- 
tian can  make  all  the  powers  of  hell  trem- 
ble, and  overcoming  the  shock  this  dis- 
closure had  given  her  she  armed  herself 
with  faith  as  an  invulnerable  buckler,  en- 
couraged herself  by  the  recollection  of  the 
presence  of  God,  and  entered  the  lists 
against  the  evil  one.  Without  seeking 
them,  yet  she  did  not  avoid  opportunities 
of  conversing  with  the  deluded  girl,  and 
in  the  plainest  words  set  before  her  the 
awful  state  to  which  she  had  reduced  hor- 
self  by  becoming  the  slave  of  Satan;  and 
by  arguments,  supplications  and  menaces 
tried  at  least  to  'deter  her  from  again,  in 
this  state,  approaching  the  Sacraments  she 
had  so  fearfully  profaned.  The  possessed 
girl  however  would  not  yield  in  the  least, 
and  often,  in  her  exasperation  at  Mathilde's 
remonstrances  and  threats,  flew  at  her  and 
struck  her;  and  at  night,  when  they  were 
alone  together,  would  try  to  frighten  her 
by  abruptly  extinguishing  the  light,  but 
could  never  intimidate  the  Christian  cour- 
age of  Mdlle.  de  L  -  ,  who  as  lon 


as 


they  were  together,  never  ceased  in  her  ef- 
forts to  guide  this  lost  sheep  back  into 
the  fold.  Once  the  wretched  girl  assumed 
atone  of  flattery  to  Mathilde  and  overpow- 
ered her  with  praises. 

"  Ah,  unhappy  creature  !"  said  Mdlle.  de 
L  -  with  energy,  "  you  wish  then  to  set 
a  snare  for  me,  do  you  ?  But  I  fear  you  not" 
and  falling  on  her  knees  she  prayed  : 
"  Jesus,  meek  and  humble  of  heart,  have 
pity  on  me  !" 

This  cry  of  humility  struck  the  evil  one 
like  a  thunderbolt.  The  possessed  cast  her 
self  on  Mathilde,  grinding  her  teeth  ;  and 
seizing  her  by  the  wrists,  which  she  twist- 
ed violently,  said  :  "  For  mercy's  sake  never 
make  this  prayer  in  my  presence.  You  do 
not  know  how  you  make  me  suffer." 

These  strange  scenes  continued  for  some 


weeks,  unknown  to  anyone  but  their  two 

selves;  and  Mdlle.  deL at  last  had  the 

sorrow  of  bein^  obliged  to  depart  AV it hout 
having  seen  any  sign  of  hope  that  the  devil 
would  relinquish  his  prey.  In  after  years, 
when  she  had  been  a  religious  some  time, 
the  unfortunate  girl  sent  to  recommend 
herself  to  her  prayers,  but  Mother  Albert- 
ine  never  hearcl  if  she  was  finally  con- 
verted. 

Mdlle.  de  L now  began  to  consider 

her  future  course  of  life.  For  a  long  time 
she  had  very  little  idea  that  the  "  better 
part "  was  reserved  for  her,  for  He  who 
had  planted  in  her  pure  and  generous 
heart  the  germ  of  a  religious  vocation  hid 
the  treasure  even  from  herself.  A  stranger 
in  a  world  her  faith  taught  her  to  despise, 
formed  to  every  virtue,  and  burning  with 
the  love  of  Jesus  Christ,  she  preserved  all 
the  freshness  of  her  innocence  and  that 
uprightness  of  heart  that  induced  her  to  be 
faithful  in  the  performance  of  every  duty, 
for  the  simple  reason  that  it  was  a  duty. 
One  sole  thought  could  determine  her 
choice  of  a  state  of  life:  the  will  of  God. 
She  said  one  day :  "  It  took  nine  years  to 
determine  me  to  be  a  religious." 

"What  did  you  wait  for?",     she  was 
asked. 
"  That  God's  will  might  be  manifested." 

Soch  was  her  confidence  in  God,  and 
distrust  of  her  own  lights — one  of  the  won- 
ders of  grace  in  this  richly  endowed  soul. 
— She  was  in  the  habit  in  all  matters  in 
in  which  the  Divine  Law  had  nerf  clearly 
indicated  the  right  way,  of  asking  God  to 
make  His  pleasure  known  to  her  by  some 
sign.  This  favor  was  often  accorded  to 
her,  and  perhaps  she  waited  thus  for  some 
decisive  token  of  His  will  before  allowing 
herself  to  consider  her  future  lot  settled. 
Be  this  as  it  may,  her  family  had  no  sus- 
picions that  God  destined  she  should  be 
separated  from  them ;  and  when  her  tender 
piety  and  exemplary  life  caused  one  or  an- 
other of  their  friends  to  say  it  seemed 
probable  she  would  become  a  nun:  "Oh, 
I  have  no  fear  of  that,"  her  mother  would 
answer,  "  I  think  it  less  likely  in  my  eld- 
est daughter's  case  than  in  any  of  the  oth- 
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ers;  she  is  too  fond  of  children  for  that." 
This  attraction  for  ch  ildren,  and  the  charm 
which  she  found  in  forming  their  tender 
hearts  to  the  love  of  God,  misled  jeven  her- 
self; and  besides  this,  the  grace  of  choos- 
ing the  religious  life  was  to  be  the  reward 
of  struggle  and  sacrifice. 

"When,  at  the  age  of  twenty- two  years, 
she  accompanied  her  parents  to  Paris,  her 
mind  was  seriously  meditating  marriage. 
"My  imagination  and  my  self-conceit," 
she  said,  "  made  me  believe  I  was  exceed- 
ingly well-fitted  to  be  the  mother  of  a  fam- 
ily ;  and  the  position  seemed  both  delight- 
ful and  meritorious.  I  liked  to  think  of 
it  as  one  where  my  whole  time  would  be 
consecrated  to  duty  and  good  works." 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


[For  AVE  MARIA.— Copyright  secured.] 

THE    SISTERS, 

—  OR  — 

A  Lesson  in  the  School  of  Adversity. 


A  CATHOLIC  STORY,  FOE  THE  OLD  AND  FOB 
THE  YOUNG. 


[FROM  MIXNIE'S  DIAKY. — Continued.] 
"  January  25. — Mamma  sent  for  me  home  this 
evening ;  she  is  not  well,  she  says,  but  as  I  do  not 
nurse  her  I  do  not  see  what  difference  my  being 
away  can  make  to  her.  She  is  very  cross  and  fret- 
ful, complains  of  everything,  says  the  children  are 
not  improving,  that  I  am  not  a  good  teacher,  that 
they  don't  feel  interest  in  their  lessons,  and  I  know 
not  what  It  is  all  true  enough :  but  what  help  for 
it  ?  I  hate  teaching — that's  the  truth ;  all  this  scold- 
ing does  not  make  me  like  it  better.  Bessie  and 
Agnes  have  no  great  love  for  lessons;  I  don't  think 
it  is  natural  they  should  have.  Agnes  has  under- 
taken to  teach  Rosa,  and  Bessie  wanted  to  have 
baby  Bella  for  her  pupil,  but  somehow  I  could  not 
part  with  her ;  the  darling  loves  me ;  she  will  learn 
more  from  me  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  than  she  will 
from  anyone  else  in  an  hour.  She  knows  her  let- 
ters— she  learned  them  from  picture-books:  and 
she  can  count  and  add  and  take  away,  and  to-day 
I  found  myself  saying  to  her,  before  I  knew  it,  the 
words  of  Coralie's  hymn, 

" '  Jesus  the  very  thoughtof  Thee,' 
and  the  rest.    The  dear  little  thing  was  delighted, 
and  made  me  say  it  over  and  over  again ;  and  then 
we  sang  it  together,  and  the  thought  came  into  my 


mind:  Poor  child,  will  you  be  as  happy  as  Coralie 
is  when  you  grow  up,  or  as  melancholy  as  I  am  ? 
If  Coralie's  religion  would  make  you  happy,  ought 
I  not  to  teach  it  to  you?  But  no!  not  if  it  is  not 
true.  Better  follow  truth ;  it  is  the  nobler.  Nobler  ? 
Why  the  nobler  if  it  does  not  lead  to  happiness  ? 
I  do  not  know ;  it  is  an  instinct,  I  believe.  All 
men  believe  in  Truth,  though  all  are  not  strong 
enough  to  practice  it.  But  as  the  proverb  says : 
Mugna  est  veritas,  et  prevalebit.  Truth  is  great, 
and  must  prevail  at  last — Yes,  if  one  could  only 
find  out  where  it  lies!  Then  would  this  great  mys- 
tery of  life  be  solved.  Oh,  where  is  Truth? 

"  February  3. —  I  asked  mamma's  permission  to 
go  over  to  Kalton  Farm  the  day  before  yesterday  to 
borrow  some  music  of  Coralie.  It  came  to  rain  so 
heavily  that  I  had  to  stay  all  night.  I  was  not  sorry 
for  this,  for  I  like  being  at  Kalton ;  and  in  the  morn- 
ing I  stole  into  the  chapel  uninvited.  What  I  feel 
•there  I  cannot  account  for;  but  there  is  an  attrac- 
tion— that  is  certain.  The  chapel  was  lighted  up 
more  than  usual.  Margaret  was  there  too,  which 
is  not  usual  except  on  Sundays;  Kalton  is  some 
distance  from  Stork  Farm.  Coralie  played  very 
sweetly  on  a  nielodeon ;  and  Louis,  Delphine,  and 
even  the  bonne  *  Felicie'  joined  in  the  singing.  It 
thrilled  me  through.  At  a  certain  time  everyone 
lighted  a  candle,  and  held  it  lighted  till  another  cer- 
tain time  came,  when  all  quenched  them  together: 
what  did  this  mean?  In  the  almanac  the  second 
day  of  February  is  called  Candlemas  Day — and  in 
my  prayer-book  there  is  a  service  for  that  day, 
called  '  The  presentation  of  Christ  in  the  Temple, 
commonly  called  the  purification  of  St.  Mary  the 
Virgin,'  but  I  never  heard  it  read,  and  I  do  not  know 
what  it  means.  I  had  half  a  mind  to  ask  Coralie, 
but  I  felt  shy  about  it  lest  she  should  think  me  in- 
trusive. 

"After  breakfast  Margaret  summoned  me  to  go 
home  with  her,  and  on  our  road  talked  of  quite 
different  matters.  Margaret  is  going  to  Sewell 
shortly  to  buy  new  dresses  for  every  one  of  the 
family,  and  she  wants  me  to  go  with  her  to  choose 
them  and  then  to  help  Felicie  make  them  up  when 
they  come  home.  '  We  have  all  noticed  that  you 
have  a  good  taste  for  assorting  colors,'  she  said, '  and 
are  very  artistic  in  making  and  shaping.  See :  Del- 
phine has  had  these  fashion-books  sent  over  from 
France ;  now,  some  fashions  suit  one  style  of  per- 
son, some  another ;  it  is  ridiculous  for  everyone — 
tall  and  short,  slim  and  clumsy-shaped — to  dress 
alike ;  fashions  must  be  suited  to  the  figure,  while 
they  preserve  a  modern  appearance.  So  come  to 
my  room  on  my  return,  and  study  the  models;  then 
write  down  the  color  and  style  suitable  to  each. 
Remember,  too,  the  time  of  year :  that  must  always 
be  taken  into  account  in  dress.' 
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«  February  6.— "We  hare  been  to  Sewell.  There 
are  two  dozen  dresses  at  the  very  least  to  be  made 
up,  including  the  children's,  for  even  the  servants 
are  to  have  new  ones.  Felicie  is  a  modiste  by  trade, 
and  understands  cutting  and  shaping:  so  far  so 
good.  Mamma  is  willing  I  should  follow  Margaret's 
advice ;  she  will  see  to  the  children's  English  lessons 
herself,  and  Coralie  undertakes  the  French  and  mu- 
sic until  the  work  is  done :  'twill  be  a  change,  at 
any  rate ;  the  children  cannot  go  on  worse  than  they 
have  done  lately. 

"February  12. — The  work  goes  on  ;  I  am  begin- 
ning to  understand  cutting  and  shaping.  Three 
young  girls  from  the  village  come  up  to  do  the 
seaming  and  hemming,  and  Felicie  is  very  proud  of 
being  the  fashion-setter  to  the  district.  Delphine 
will  not  let  me  work  more  than  six  hours  a  day ; 
then  I  read  French  to  her,  or  she  reads  English  to 
me,  and  we  walk  on  fine  days,  or  practice.  I  like 
it  so  far. 

"February  3d.— The  children  like  the  new  ar- 
rangement— all  but  Bella ;  she  cries  after  me  every 
time  she  sees  me  ;  it  is  good  to  have  somethin^to 
love.  Coralie  makes  quite  a  successful  teacher,  and 
says  she  likes  it  very  much. 

"February  28. — Flora  Latham  called  to-day  at 
Delphine's,  She  seemed  very  unwilling  to  say 
what  she  wanted,  though  it  was  very  evident  she 
did  want  something.  It  turned  out  she  wished 
Coralie  to  read  and  speak  French  and  practice  music 
with  her,  but  did  not  know  how  to  ask  her  for  fear 
of  giving  offence ;  besides  this  she  wanted  to  know 
who  our  dressmaker  was,  that  she  might  get  some 
dresses  made  in  the  latest  Parisian  fashion.  She  says 
we  have  everything  in  our  house  in  the  most  ap- 
proved style  in  education  and  dress.  She  gives  the 
French  ladies  the  credit  for  it,  as  they  are  always 
so  tasty  and  elegant,  and  she  wants  to  learn  the  se- 
cret. Delphine  promised  her  patterns,  but  that  did 
not  seem  to  satisfy  her.  '  I  want  some  one  to  put 
things  together  for  me,'  said  she,  'so  as  to  look  well ; 
the  same  things  look  so  differently  on  different  per- 
sons. Introduce  me  to  your  dressmaker;  I  will 
consult  with  her.' 

"  '  Our  dresses  are  home-made.'  said  Delphine. 
" '  Impossible !'  said  Flora. 
"'True,  notwithstanding,'  repeated  Delphine. 
Felicie  and  Minnie  are  the  head  planners — we  all 
help  a  little,  and  employ  girls  to  run  the  seams,  but 
the  work  is  cut,  fitted  and  completed  at  home.' 

" '  And  I  thought  they  had  come  from  Paris,'  said 
Flora.  '  Well,  you  are  very  clever ;  I  cannot  hope 
to  rival  such  industry ' ;  and  she  left,  not  in  the  best 
of  humors,  as  if  she  were  angry  we  could  do  so  well. 
"March  30.— Strange  how  the  Lathams  court 
Coralie :  they  introduce  her  even  to  the  noble  houses 

in  the  neighborhood.  They  took  her  to  Lord  G 's 

last  week ;  yesterday  to  General  Tramor's,  who  is 


daily  expecting  the  reversion  of  a  title.  She  says 
the  young  ladies  always  talk  French  to  her,  that 
she  plays  and  sings  for  them,  and  passes  the  time 
agreeably  enough.  She  is  not  fond  of  going  out — 
but  does  know  how  to  refuse.  What  is  there  in  her 
so  attractive  that  they  can  even  overlook  her  being 
a  Catholic  ?  I  heard  Mrs.  Latham  say  to  mamma 
one  day:  ' French  grace  and  elegance  are  wonder- 
fully seducing ;  they  seem  to  compensate  even  for 
frivolity.'  Frivolity !  does  she  mean  .that  for  Cor- 
alie, whose  thoughts  I  have  vainly  endeavored  to 
fathom?  Flora  has  almost  forgotten  my  existence 
and  rarely  asks  for  my  company  now. 

"April  15. — The  days  are  so  dreary  we  can  scarcely 
get  out  of  doora,  but  Coralie  asked  me  last  night  if 
I  should  like  to  spend  Holy  Week  with  her.  '  Holy 
Week!  Is  one  week  more  holy  than  another?'  I 
asked  ;  though  of  course  I  meant  to  go,  if  mamma 
is  willing,  for  I  like  to  be  alone  with  Coralie. 

"  She  shook  her  head  at  me,  and  repeated :  '  Will 
you  come  ?' 

" '  Yes,  if  it  depends  on  me,'  I  said,  and  I  hurried 
away  to  ask  mamma.  I  said  nothing  to  her  of  Holy 
Week,  but  asked  if  I  might  go  to-morrow,  for  a 
week.  She  assented. 

"And  when  I  kissed  Coralie  she  whispered : '  You 
must  not  expect  much  pleasure,  dear ;  for  next  week 
we  neither  go  out  nor  receive  company.' 

"  I  was  glad  to  hear  this :  so  to-morrow  I  go. 

"April  25. — What  a  week  I  have  passed !  I  made 
up  my  mind  when  I  went  that  I  would  enter  into 
the  spirit  of  everything — understand  everything,  if 
I  could. 

"  It  was  like  a  wail  for  some  lost  good  all  the  time. 
Morning — the  Mass,  the  Miserere;  then,  plain  food, 
coarse  work,  and  coarse  clothing.  Then,  medita- 
tion after.  Meditation  1st. — Man  by  sin  has  lost  the 
only  real  good — union  with  God ;  he  lives  under  the 
dominion  of  his  passions ;  he  cannot  be  happy — it 
it  is  not  his  primal  end.  Meditation  2. — Labor  sub- 
dues the  passions,  or  helps  to  keep  them  in  subjec- 
tion ;  so  far  it  assists  the  soul  that  loves  God  to  re- 
gain the  union  which  he  desires.  Meditation  3. — 
The  whole  history  of  our  Lord  a  living  lesson  for 
our  example,  to  regain  our  lost  means  of  true  hap- 
piness. 

"  And  so  to  the  end  of  the  week.  Prayer,  medi- 
tation, hard  work,  coarse  food — and,  I  suspect,  self- 
inflicted  pain  sometimes  on  the  part  of  the  Catho- 
lics, in  imitation  of  the  disciplines  and  scourgings 
of  the  saints,  spiritual  reading  of  whom  seasoned 
our  work — work  which  this  week  consisted  in 
making  clothes  and  providing  food  for  the  poor.  I 
cannot  tell  what  made  me  like  it ;  it  was  different 
from  anything  I  ever  felt  before ;  but  for  one  week 
I  have  been  happy  to  my  surprise,  and  I  think,  too, 
to  Delphine's,  for  when  I  arrived  there  Sunday 
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evening  she  said:  'I  scolded  Coralie  for  asking 
you,  for  you  will  find  us  dull :  we  keep  Holy  Week 
here  in  convent  fashion,  in  silence — and  I  like  you 
to  be  pleased  when  you  are  here.' 

" '  I  like  quiet,'  I  said.  '  I  shall  be  pleased.  Pray 
let  me  stay.' 

" '  Stay ! — oh  certainly,  if  you  find  yourself  happy ; 
but  if  you  grow  ennuyee,  as  I  fear  you  will,  just 
go  home  without  ceremony,  and  come  to  us  after 
Easter  when  we  can  amuse  you  better.' 

"  So  I  staid  through  that  wonderful  week,  sewing 
coarse  cloth,  peeling  potatoes,  doing  rough  work 
(for  all  through  the  house  the  labor  was  shared), 
and  listening  to  such  solemn,  stirring  thoughts — 
read  so  earnestly,  without  eloquence,  without  style, 
simply  to  awaken  reflection  in  the  soul — now  one 
sentence,  now  another,  to  place  us  in  the  very 
presence  of  God  and  make  us  feel  that  He  wishes 
to  redeem  us  from  sin. 

"  April  26. — How  thoughts  throng  upon  me  as  I 
sit  sewing  in  silence,  pondering  over  the  readings 
of  last  week !  Much  that  I  understood  not  then  I 
seem  to  find  a  meaning  for  now.  What  is  the  fas- 
cination of  this  service,  which  every  English  heart 
seems  to  feel  it  a  duty  to  shrink  from  ?  I  miss  the 
solemn,  silent  offering  to  God  of  the  morning  Mass ; 
I  miss  the  Miserere,  the  solemn  chants ;  I  am  lonely 
and  desolate,  and  I  know  it  too  well.  I  am  spite- 
ful, impatient,  envious  and  wicked ;  I  want  to  be 
told  Christ  has  died  for  love  of  me,  that  He  loves 
me  still,  that  He  will  heal  my  bad  dispositions, 
change  my  heart  and  enable  me  to  love  Him.  How 
happy  should  I  be  if  I  really  believed  this !  If  this 
is  Catholic  superstition  it  is  better  than  Protestant 
enlightenment.  But  I  suppose  it  is  folly.  .  .  .  Co- 
ralie is  good ;  but  that  solemn  M.  Montmartre — is 
he  good — really,  really?  or  would  he  roast  heretics 
on  gridirons  if  he  had  the  chance  ?  .  .  .  .  After  all, 
this  can't  be  true, — it  is  too  good  to  be  true ;  noth- 
ing I  ever  cared  for  ever  came  out  right  yet 

I  think  I  am  a  Pagan.  I  believe  in  Fate.  Some 
are  made  to  be  happy ;  some  have  no  chance.  Mar- 
garet was  born  to  wealth :  I,  the  child  of  the  same 
father,  to  poverty.  Gabriella  and  Carrie,  my  own 
sisters,  are  to  make  a  figure  in  the  world ;  I  shall 
pass  unnoticed  as  a  dressmaker,  lucky  that  I  am 
said  to  be  expert  at  that.  Nobody  loves  me ;  Co- 
ralie pities  me ;  Margaret'does  what  she  thinks  her 
duty  by  me ;  mamma  scolds  me  for  not  being  a 
good  teacher,  which  I  cannot  help !  Oh,  could  I 
really,  really  believe  God  loves  me,  decides  the  best 
for  me,  how  could  I  help  but  be  as  sweet  as  Coralie 
herself? 

"  May  4th. — May  is  come,  with  all  its  beautiful 
flowers!  Coralie  comes  down  very  often  for  a 
bouquet  for  the  altar ;  we  have  so  many  more  flow- 
ers than  they  have  at  Kalton,  although  the  green- 


houses do  not  flourish  as  they  did  with  Frederic.  I 
like  to  go  over  of  an  evening  and  wait  in  the  chapel 
while  Coralie  arranges  the  bouquets.  It  is  such  a 
beautiful  idea,  that  of  bringing  in  the  most  beauti- 
ful of  everything  to  God's  worship !  There  certainly 
is  philosophy,  poetry  and  harmony  here — beauty  of 
every  kind,  if  one  could  but  believe  it.  The  earth 
cursed  by  sin  re-blessed  by  Christ  to  the  believer ; 
punishment  transmuted  to  a  blessing ;  man  cut  off 
from  God  and  godlike  attributes  by  his  own  act, 
restored  to  them  by  the  God-Man,  who,  not  con- 
tent with  one  incarnation,  incarnates  Himself  daily, 
to  convey  the  divine  essence  into  man's  being — I 
cannot  see  superstition  in  this ;  all  I  feel  is  that  it 
is  too  high  for  me — my  mind  cannot  realize  it.  God 
becoming  flesh  in  every  part  of  the  earth  to  unite 
Himself  to  His  rebellious  child,  to  forgive  him,  to 
bless  him,  to  restore  his  lost  privileges — what  would 
I  not  give  to  believe  this!  The  world  declaims 
against  this  as  impossible;  but  if  God  became  man 
once,  I  do  not  see  a  greater  miracle  in  His  becom- 
ing flesh  for  our  sanctification.  They  say  God  is 
everywhere,  and  Christ  is  God ;  the  creation  is 
His — "made  by  the  Word,"  says  St.  John.  The 
preservation  of  the  world  must  be  His  act ;  it  is  a 
continuation  of  the  creation.  If  He  really  loves  us 
enough  to  die  for  us,  I  see  no  greater  miracle  in  this 
perpetual  and  simultaneous  incarnation  for  the  same 
specified  purpose,  to  unite  one's  being  to  God. 
The  only  question  is,  is  it  true  ?  I  cannot  realize  it ; 
yet  of  all  places  there  is  none  I  prefer  to  that  quiet 
chapel ; — I  sometimes  think  if  I  might  but  stay 
there  God  would  speak  to  me  at  last. 

"  June  1.— I  said  so — I  felt  so  all  along, — nothing 
that  pleases  me  will  be  allowed.  Mamma  has  for- 
bidden me  to  go  to  the  Catholic  chapel  any  more. 
This  is  how  it  happened :  I  was  playing  with  baby 
Bella  in  the  lane  near  the  house  last  evening,  just 
after  supper,  and  Margaret  came  by,  driving  her- 
self in  the  pony  chaise.  She  was  all  alone,  and 
called  to  us  to  jump  in.  We  were  only  too  glad  to 
do  so — I  and  baby  Bella.  She  drove  on  to  Kalton, 
and  getting  out  said :  '  Now,  play  in  the  garden 
till  I  come  down ;  I  won't  keep  you  long.'  So  we 
staid  there  awhile ;  but  the  chapel  windows  were 
open  and  we  heard  music,  and  Bella  begged  so  hard 
to  go  in  that  I  could  not  refuse  her.  We  entered 
softly,  and  staid  close  to  the  door — for  Margaret 
bade  us  stay  in  the  garden,  and  I  did  not  know 
whether  she  would  be  pleased  at  my  disobeying  her. 
The  chapel  was  one  blaze  of  light.  The  statue  of 
the  Blessed  Virgin  was  as  it  were  encircled  with 
flowers  and  variegated  lamps ;  the  effect  was  beau- 
tiful. I  could  scarcely  keep  Bella  from  crying  out 
with  admiration.  The  worshippers  were  too  devout 
to  perceive  us,  and  soon  after  our  entrance  they  com- 
menced a  long  English  hymn — the  first  I  ever  heard 
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them  sing  in  English  there,  they  being  all  French 
but  Margaret.  The  refrain  rang  thus,  and  they 
sang  it  very  distinctly : 

" '  Mother  dearest !  Mother  fairest ! 
Mother  purest !  Mother  rarest ! 
Help  of  earth  and  joy  of  heaven ! 
Love  and  praise  to  thee  be  given, 

Blissful  Mother!  Blissful  Maiden!'* 
"  There  were  several  verses,  and  this  chorus  was 
sung  several  times;  before  they  had  finished,  Bella, 
who  is  very  quick,  had  caught  the  words  and  was 
singing  the  chorus  with  the  rest.  I  tried  to  silence 
her,  but  in  vain ;  so,  as  soon  as  the  hymn  was  over, 
I  drew  her  out  into  the  garden  again  to  wait  for 
Margaret ;  but  all  the  way  down  she  was  singing 

"  '  Mother  dearest !    Mother  fairest !' 
and  ended  by  saying  '  I  do  like  Margaret's  chapel 
so  much !' 

"  As  we  were  going  home,  Margaret  said  :  '  Min- 
nie, I  told  you  to  stay  in  thej  garden ;  I  am  afraid 
your  mother  will  not  be  pleased  that  you  took  BeJJa 
upstairs.' 

"I  did  not  answer,  and  she  said  no  more,  but 
Bella  kept  singing  all  the  way  home — 

" '  Mother  dearest !  Mother  fairest !' 
and  Margaret  kissed  her  more  lovingly  when  she 
took  her  out  of  the  chaise  than  ever  she  did  before. 
Bella  put  her  arms  round  Margaret's  neck,  and  said  : 
'  Take  me  with  you  next  time — there's  a  dear,  dear 
Margaret !'  Then  she  ran  upstairs  to  mother's  room, 
and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Latham  were  both  there. 

" '  Why,  my  dear,'  said  mother, '  we  had  lost  you ! 
"Where  have  you  been  ?' 

" '  Oh,  mamma,'  said  Bella,  '  such  a  nice  place ! — 
such  fine  pictures ! — such  a  beautiful  Lady !  and 
flowers,  and  lamps,  and  candles,  and  music, — oh  so 
nice,  so  grand  !' — and  she  began  singing — 

" '  Mother  dearest,  Mother  fairest' 
all  the  chorus  through. 

" '  Have  you  been  to  Kalton  this  evening?'  asked 
my  mother. 

" '  Yes,  mamma ;  Margaret  was  going-in  the  pony 
chaise  and  she  took  us  up.' 

" '  Margaret  took  you  to  the  chapel,  did  she  ?' 

" '  No,  mamma ;  Margaret  bade  us  stay  in  the 
garden.  Bella  heard  the  music  and  begged  to  go 
to  the  chapel.' 

" '  And  you  took  her,  without  leave  ?' 

"'Yes.' 

"  Mr.  Latham  here  interposed : '  I  think  you  are 
fond  of  the  Catholic  ritual,  Miss  Minnie.  I  hear 
you  are  often  there  ?' 

"  I  did  not  answer.    What  business  was  it.of  his  ? 

"  He  went  on :  '  We  have  been  fearing  you  were 

*  Father  Faber. 


an  unbeliever.  Beware !  extremes  often  meet.  If 
you  reject  the  teachings  of  the  Church  of  your 
baptism  you  are  likely  to  fall  into  the  Romish  su- 
perstition. I  would  not  advise  you  to  frequent  their 
idolatries.' 

"  My  color  rose.  But  mamma  took  up  the  word, 
and  prevented  my  replying.  '  I  will  see  to  that,' 
she  said.  'I  forbid  her  positively  from  going  to 
that  chapel  again.' 

" '  Oh,  mamma,'  Bella  put  in ;  '  you  don't  know 
how  beautiful  it  is.' 

"'See  the  mischief  you  have  done!'  said  my 
mother.  '  Go  and  put  the  child  to  bed,  and  do  not 
let  her  talk  about  the  matter  again,' 

"  Thus  ends  all  the  real  pleasure  there  was  left 
me. 

"  July  3. — Another  change.  My  father's  brother 
has  turned  up — my  sailor  uncle,  whom  we  all 
thought  drowned.  He  came  yesterday.  He  made 
out  to  find  Frederic  at  Coutt's  Bank,  in  London, 
and  learnt  the  family  story.  Frederic  is  doing  very 
Avell,  he  says, — has  proved  himself  quick  and  clever 
in  money-making,  and  will  soon  be  worth  thousands. 
Good  news  for  Flora,  but  I  do  not  see  how  it  will 
assist  us.  He  has  written  but  once  to  mamma  since 
he  left;  then  he  addressed  her  as  'Dear  Madam,' 
as  if  he  was  writing  to  a  stranger,  and  ended  '  Yrs. 
respectfully,'  without  a  word  of  affection  about  the 
matter.  If  Frederic  is  going  to  be  a  great  man  he 
will  cut  his  poor  relations — who  in  fact  are  scarcely 
relations  at  all.  Mamma  says  that  is  the  way  of 
the  world.  But  Margaret  did  not  act  so — and  she 
is  no  more  to  us  than  Frederic  was;  and  what 
would  Frederic  be  now  had  not  Margaret  taken 
care  of  his  education  these  five  years  past  ? 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


"  ST.  FRANCIS  OF  SALES  was  born  within  the  oc- 
tave of  the  Assumption  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  Mary, 
the  21st  of  August,  1567,  and  cherished  the  remem- 
brance of  this  circumstance  with  special  affection. 
From  his  earliest  days  he  loved  Mary  most  ten- 
derly, and  in  imitation  of  her  and  under  her  moth- 
erly auspices  he  vowed  perpetual  virginity.  On 
the  feast  of  her  Immaculate  Conception  he  was  con- 
secrated bishop,  and  received  those  extraordinary 
spiritual  favors  of  which  mention  is  made  in  his 
life.  Often  have  I  heard  him  preach  on  the  glories 
of  our  Lady,  and  in  a  style  which  only  the  sweet- 
ness of  his  heart  could  command.  He  was  very  in- 
dustrious in  inspiring  the  hearts  of  his  spiritual  chil- 
dren with  the  most  tender  sentiments  of  devotion 
towards  her.  He  was  also  very  careful  to  lead  the 
feelings  of  this  devotion  within  the  proper  ehannel, 
always  directing  its  acts  to  the  love  and  honor  of 
God,  whom  we  honor  and  love  in  our  affection  and 
veneration  for  Mary." — BisJwp  Camus. 
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[From  the  London  Register.] 

Patronage  of  the  Blessed  Virgin. 


The  Feast  of  the  Patronage  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  was  kept  with  great  solemnity  in 
the  church  of  Notre  Dame,  Leicester 
Square.  The  altar  was  adorned  with  great 
magnificence,  and  there  was  grand  High 
Mass,  at  which  the  Ai*chbishop  of  West- 
minster preached.  His  Grace  took  for  his 
text  those  words  of  our  Lord  on  the  cross, 
"  Woman,  behold  thy  son,  sou  behold  thy 
mother,"  and  he  said  : 

By  these  words  not  only  was  a  grant 
made  to  us  by  which  the  Mother  of  God  be- 
came our  mother,  but  the  work  of  the  in- 
carnation and  the  relations  that  were  hence- 
forth to  subsist  between  God  and  man 
were  more  clearly  explained  to  us.  Sun- 
day after  Sunday  during  the  month  of  Oc- 
tober the  Church  celebrated  the  Feasts  of 
Our  Lady ;  first,  her  holy  Rosary,  next  her 
Maternity,  after  that  her  Purity,  and  on 
the  present  feast,  her  Patronage.  That 
day  was  consequently  their  festival,  and  a 
festival  dear  to  France,  their  native  land. 
On  such  a  day  it  was  fitting  to  consider  the 
relations  in  which  our  Blessed  Lady  stands 
to  us,  and  we  to  her.  Though  every  de- 
vout Catholic  has  his  patron  saint,'yet  there 
is  one  who  is  the  patron  of  the  Church  of 
God,  and  who  stands  in  especial  relations 
to  the  whole  mystical  body  of  Christ  on 
earth,  the  Blessed  Mother  of  God.  This 
patronage  of  our  Lady  has  a  twofold  virtue ; 
its  power  of  obtaining  for  us  special  graces 
from  her  Divine  Son,  and  also  the  effect 
this  belief  has  upon  our  hearts,  increasing 
our  faith  and  our  charity.  This  is  no  mere 
poetry  or  romance,  but  a  most  practical 
truth.  The  belief  that  the  Blessed  Mother 
of  God  prays  for  us  at  the  throne  of  hej 
Divine  Son,  that  we  owe  her  love,  duty, 
arid  imitation,  has  the  effect  upon  the  heart 
of  making  our  faith  a  living  practical  re- 
ality. If  this  belief  does  not  exist  in  our 
breasts,  our  hearts  are  maimed  and  crip- 
pled. From  all  eternity  God  willed  to 
save  the  world  by  the  Incarnation  of  His 
Son,  and  by  the  side  of  the  Sacred  Human- 


ity stood  in  His  Divine  mind  from  all  eter- 
nity the  Mother  of  that  Son.  What  He 
foresaw  that  He  accomplished  by  His  Di- 
vine power ;  the  Eternal  Son  of  God  was 
born  of  a  woman,  and  so  the  Mother  and 
the  Son  cannotbe  parted.  What  He  accom- 
plished by  His  divine  power,  that  He  pro- 
mulgated by  His  apostles,  and  so  the  names 
of  Jesus  Christ  and  His  Immaculate  Mother 
were  preached  together.  It  was  then  im- 
possible to  separate  in  our  faith  the  Mother 
from  the  Son.  Yet  it  had  been  done,  and 
to  what  effect  ?  Three  hundred  years  ago 
Protestantism  made  it  one  of  its  chief 
tenets  to  reject  devotion  to  the  Mother  of 
God,  and  from  rejecting  the  Mother  they 
came  to  reject  the  Son,  the  Divine  mater- 
nity being  so  closely  allied  to  the  Godhead 
of  the  Son.  In  those  countries  which  had 
preserved  the  faith,  devotion  to  Our  Lady 
existed  in  a  marked  degree.  It  was  to  be 
seen  in  their  own  land  of  France  ;  and  in 
that  little  remnant  of  Catholicity  which 
struggled  on  through  the  storms  of  perse- 
cution, devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God  had 
never  ceased.  All  over  the  East,  in  that 
great  Greek  Church,  which  had  been  torn 
away  from  the  true  Church  for  more  than 
1,000  years,  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God 
had  lived  on,  and  with  it  had  been  pre- 
served faith  in  the  Incarnation.  Not  only 
does  this  devotion  perfect  our  faith,  it  also 
expands  and  perfects  the  charity  of  the 
heart,  that  charity  which  is  above  mere 
natural  benevolence,  and  is,  of  its  own  na- 
ture, not  fitful  or  unstable,  as  being,  equally 
with  faith,  a  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  As 
we  are  bound  to  love  God  with  our  whole 
heart,  and  as  ch"arity  is  governed  by  Di- 
vine laws,  we  must  needs  love,  after  God, 
her  who  loved  Him  best,  and  was  most 
conformed  to  His  likeness — His  Blessed 
Mother.  And  where  were  to  be  seen  flour- 
ishing in  their  highest  vigor  those  activi- 
ties of  charity — labor  for  the  conversion 
of  the  heathen  in  foreign  lands  and  devo- 
tednessto  the  relief  of  the  sick  and  afflicted 
at  home?  Not  in  Germany  or  England, 
but  in  the  country  most  distinguished  for 
its  devotion  to  the  Mother  of  God — Cath- 
olic France.  Those  outside  the  Church 


objected  that  the  devotion  to  Christ's 
Mother  detracted  from  the  honor  due  to 
Himself.  What  a  strange  opinion  such 
persons  must  have  of  the  generosity  of  the 
Sacred  Heart  of  our  Lord.  The  honor  paid 
to  Him  was  divine,  but  that  paid  to  her 
was  not  so.  He  was  uncreated,  she  was 
created.  His  own  example  was  our  best 
and  safest  guide.  Again,  it  was  objected 
that  several  Catholic  writers  had  spoken  of 
this  devotion  in  terms  that  seemed  exces- 
sive ;  but  these  were  the  very  writers  who 
spoke  most  warmly  on  the  Passion  of  our 
Lord.  For  where  the  love  of  God  dwells 
in  a  heart,  it  overflows,  and  must  go  to- 
wards His  Immaculate  Mother.  To  this 
devotion  his  Grace  attributed  the  steadfast- 
ness of  the  French  nation  in  the  faith,  and 
the  honor  of  being  for  more  than  one 
thousand  years  the  shield  of  the  Vicar*6f 
Christ.  His  Grace  could  not  help  bearing 
testimony,  in  conclusion,  to  the  great  ben- 
efits which  England  owed  to  France.  That 
land  gave  a  refuge  to  St.  Anselm  and  St. 
Thomas.  The  first  Archbishop  of  Canter- 
bury was  consecrated  by  a  French  prelate. 
It  was  France  that  kept  alive  the  faith  in 
England  in  penal  times,  and  it  was  to  the 
generosity  of  that  country  that  many  works 
in  his  own  and  other  dioceses  at  the  pres- 
ent day  owed  their  origin  and  maintenance. 
Between  France  and  England  there  had 
been  feuds  in  the  past ;  but,-  next  to  the 
salvation  of  his  own  soul  and  those  of  his 
flock,  his  gr»at  desire  was  for  the  conver- 
sion of  England,  and,  next  after  that,  the 
wish  of  his  heart  was  that  France  and 
England  might  continue  to  co-operate  for 
the  welfare  and  peace  of  mankind. 

After  Mass  there  Avas  a  very  beautiful 
procession,  his  Grace  bearing  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  and  afterwards  giving  bene- 
diction. 


The  greatest  wisdom  of  speech  is  to  see 
when,  what,  and  where  to  speak — the  next 
to  it  is  silence. 

REFLECTION  is  aflower  of  the  mind,  giving 
out  wholesome  fragrance;  reverie  is  the 
same  flower  when  weak  and  running  to  seed. 


Diocese  of  Fort  Wayne, 


CHRISTMAS    COLLECTIONS   FOR    THE    ORPHAN 
ASYLUM. 


(OFFICIAL.) 

FORT  WAYNE,  Dec.  10th,  1869. 
To  the  Clergy  and  Laity  of  the  Diocese  : 

We  shall  soon  celebrate  the  Festival 
which  commemorates  the  Birth  of  the  Re- 
deemer of  the  world  and  presents  to  our 
view  the  Divine  Babe  lying  in  the  manger 
of  Bethlehem. 

The  recurrence  of  this  Festival  is  an  oc- 
casio^i  of  great  joy, — especially  to  those 
families  whose  members  habitually  fulfil 
their  religious  duties  ;  and  if  in  some  there 
is  negligence  in  the  service  of  God  during 
the  year,  Christmas  is  a  time  of  reconcili- 
ation ;  all  may,  therefore,  participate  in  the 
joy  of  this  Festival. 

In  these  days  of  rejoicing,  when  you  give 
thanks  to  God  for  the  birth  of  your  Sa- 
viour, and  for  all  the  spiritual  gifts  that 
flow  therefrom,  as  well  as  for  the  comforts 
of  life,  which  you  have  received  from  His 
bountiful  hand,  remember  the  poor  and  the 
orphans  who  appeal  to  you. for  assistance, 
who  implore  you  to  help  them  in  their  need, 
to  clothe  them  and  give  them  shelter  from 
the  frost  and  rain,  and  to  preserve  them 
from  perishing  with  hunger. 

As  God  has  given  you  the  fruits  of  this 
world,  lay  up  for  yourselves  a  treasure  in 
heaven,  by  giving  of  your  abundance  to 
those  who  are  in  want.  Do  not  begrudge 
a  couple  of  dollars  to  the  orphans.  Be  more 
manly,  more  human  and  more  generous 
than  to  make  a  wry  face  over  a  small  por- 
tion of  your  abundance  given  to  the  poor. 
God  loves  a  cheerful  giver.  Do  not,  then, 
part  with  a  few  dollars  as  if  so  many  sound 
teeth  were  being  pulled  out  of  your  head. 
Open  wide  your  purse,  give  with  a  gener- 
ous heart ;  avoid  the  stigma  of  stinginess, 
that  mark  of  little  souls  and  sordid  hearts. 
Have  a  laudable  respect  for  yourselves  as 
men  occupying  respectable  positions  in 
society,  as  Christians  professing  to  be  fol- 
lowers of  our  Lord  who  loved  the  poor,  and 
do  not  give  merely  twenty-five  cents  when 
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you  could  give  four  times  that  amount: 
do  not  place  ten  cents  upon  the  collection- 
plate  when  you  could  give  at  least  half 
that  number  of  dollars. 

That  you  may  all  have  an  opportunity 
of  fulfilling  your  duty  of  giving  alms,  we 
hereby  direct  that  on  Christmas  day  the 
usual  collection  be  made  in  all  the  churches 
and  stations,  for  the  benefit  of  the  Orphan 
Asylum,  in  which  you  should  all  take  the 
greatest  interest. 

Invoking  upon  you  the  abundant  graces 
which  the  Infant  Jesus  desires  to  bestow 
upon  you  all,  and  most  particularly  wish- 
ing that  your  hearts  be  touched  by  com- 
passion for  God's  suffering  poor,  we  com- 
mend you  all  to  the  Sacred  Heart  of  Jesus 
and  to  the  patronage  of  Our  Lady  of  the 
Sacred  Heart. 

The  alms  given  on  the  occasion  of  the 
Jubilee  should  be  forwarded  to  us  without 
delay. 

In  the  stations  the  collection  for  the 
orphans  should  be  made  as  soon  as  possi- 
ble after  the  Festival. 

Pastors  are  requested  to  read  this  letter 
to  their  parishioners,  as  has  hitherto  been 
the  custom,  and  to  urge  upon  them  the 
necessity  of  contributing  liberally  for  the 
support  of  the  Orphans. 

Given  at  Fort  Wayne,  the  10th  day  of  December, 
Feast  of  the  Translation  of  the  House  of  Naz- 
areth. 

*  JOHN  HENRY, 
Bishop  of  Fort  Wayne. 


O  TEMPORA  !  O  MORES  ! — Some  old  fossil,  wri- 
ting in  a  daily  newspaper,  speaks  of  a  Pope  who 
issued  a  bull  against  a  comet.  0  the  Times! 

Is  It  not  absurd  that  a  paper  that  has  pretensions 
to  keep  up  with  the  strides  made  by  the  West, 
should  allow  those  old  exploded  calumnies  to  ap- 
pear in  its  columns  because  some  one  connected 
with  the  paper  thinks  he  can  get  off  a  thing  ?  Es- 
pecially as  the  paper  deliberately  insults,  thereby, 
the  Church  of  a  great  number  of  its  readers  and  the 
intelligence  of  all. 

WHEN  Mgr.  de  Langalerie,  in  one  of  his  frequent 
visits,  said  to  the  Cure  of  Ars,  "My  good  Cure,  will 
you  permit  me  to  celebrate  Holy  Mass  in  your 
church?"  he  answered,  "Monseigneur,  I  am  sorry 
it  is  not  Christmas,  that  you  might  say  three." 


The  Corean  Martyrs, 


[Continued  from  page  781.] 
A  very  few  days  brings  them  to  the  coast  they 
are  seeking ;  and  soon  they  are  all  on  the  look- 
out for  the  Corean  barque  that  they  know  has 
been  sent  out  to  meet  them.  Six  days  transpire 
before  it  is  seen ;  and  then  it  is  noticed  slowly 
making  towards  them.  Signals  are  cautiously  ex- 
changed ;  and  the  night  is  only  awaited,  that  the 
transfer  may  be  effected.  The  next  morning  they 
are  sailing  direct  for  the  river  that  leads  up  to 
Seoul.  And  now  there  is  a  new  surprise  to  the 
young  European,  and  he  stares  with  amazement 
at  this  Corean  vessel,  strange  and  clumsy  in  itself 
and  in  all  its  contrivances,  the  sight  of  which  causes 
him  to  look  back  with  something  like  admiration 
on  all  that  he  had  been  wont  to  despise  in  the 
Chinese  ship.  This  new  vessel,  like  all  Corean 
barques,  is  not  tight  against  water, — the  sea  is  con- 
stantly gushing  in  at  the  sides,  and  it  is  a  constant 
employment  to  bail  it  out ;  the  sails  are  of  straw, 
plaited ;  the  cordage,  too,  even  down  to  the  cable, 
is  all  of  straw.  For  the  four  days  of  this  last  pass- 
age, they  are  tightly  squeezed  in  a  narrow  space ; 
and  from  time  to  time,  they  must  be  content  to  be 
buried  under  a  pile  of  straw,  that  no  suspicious 
mandarin  may  behold  them,  and  arrest  their  course. 
Having  passed  up  the  river,  they  land  in  the 
night,  scramble  up  the  high  banks,  and,  travelling 
through  the  darkness,  in  the  morning  they  are 
at  the  gates  of  the  capital.  The  gates  opened, 
they  are  seen  walking  along  the  streets  in  such 
complete  disguise,  that  they  are  safe  from  the 
least  chance  of  detection.  This  facility  of  dis- 
guise is  one  of  the  fortunate  usages  of  the  country. 
They  put  on  a  dress  worn  by  the  Corean  nobility 
when  in  mourning ;  and  one  of  its  peculiarities 
is,  that  it  provides  them  with  a  hat  that,  rising  up 
pyramidically,  falls  down  low  over  the  shoulders, 
enshrouding  their  features  effectually;  and  it  gives 
them,  as  a  further  security,  a  fan-like  sort  of  veil, 
that  they  can  draw  in  more  closely  at  pleasure,  if 
they  have  any  necessity  for  additional  conceal- 
ment. This  strange  garb,  however,  proves  un- 
toward for  the  young  missionary  from  France. 
They  are  walking  in  a  line,  and  he  is  the  last  of 
the  party,  and,  covered  up  as  he  is,  he  can  see  but 
the  feet  of  his  companion  preceding.  The  streets 
are  crowded,  for  it  is  a  gala  day  ;  and,  after  a  time, 
he  discovers  that  he  has  been  following  a  stranger, 
whom  he  has  mistaken  for  his  proper  guide. 
Here  he  is  on  a  sudden  alone  and  friendless,  in 
a  town  full  of  enemies,  where,  should  he  be  only 
recognized,  it  is  death  to  him,  He  cannot  speak 
a  word  of  the  1  anguage  of  the  country ;  and  he 
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dare  not  speak  it,  if  he  could  frame  words  enough 
to  ask  a  question.  His  own  sensations  and  thoughts 
in  this  terrible  emergency  he  has  portrayed  to  us 
in  his  letter  : 

"  Where  shall  I  go  ?  I  am  alone,  in  the  midst 
of  a  capital  which  I  have  entered  for  the  lirst 
time,  under  the  anathema  of  a  cruel  and  inhospi- 
table legislation,  and  I  am  incapable  of  construct- 
ing a  single  Corean  phrase,  thould  I  attempt 
to  speak  to  the  first  person  I  meet.  But,  at  the 
first  word  of  my  jargon,  would  he  not  have  me 
arrested?  And  then  what  could  I  ask  for? — the 
house  of  a  Christian  ?  This  would  be  like  asking 
the  first  person  you  meet  in  the  streets  of  Paris 
for  the  retreat  of  one  of  those  malefactors  pursued 
by  human  justice.  Such  were  the  thoughts  that 
pccurred  to  me.  But,  as  I  already  experienced 
that  there  is  a  good  Providence  who  watches  over 
the  missionary,  I  cast  myself  into  His  arms  by  a 
short  prayer.  With  a  carelessness  that  God  per- 
mitted at  the  time,  and  that  I  cannot  now  conceive, 
I  retraced  my  steps,  and  had  the  good  fortune  to 
find  again  the  large  street  where  I  had  separated 
from  my  companions." 

And  there  too,  he  quickly  encounters  a  friend, 
the  Corean  courier,  their  former  guide,  who  had 
come  out  to  seek  for  him.  He  soon  places  him  in 
the  little  room  where  Mgr.  Berneux  has  already 
met  M.  Daveluy,  and  now  they  are  thankfully  cele- 
brating together  the  success  of  their  expedition. 

Mgr.  Berneux's  home  in  the  capital  has  been 
described  for  us  by  himself.  It  was  a  little  room, 
about  nine  feet  by  six,  the  inner  of  two  apart- 
ments, which  together  form  a  Corean  house.  It 
was  small,  and  it  was  empty:  there  was  no  table, 
no  chair,  no  bed.  He  sits  on  the  floor,  and  he 
sleeps  on  the  floor.  In  this  little  room  the  Bishop 
lives  in  close  privacy  for  four  months  of  the 
year, — the  four  summer  months, — during  which 
operations  are  suspended.  He  is  not  known  to 
be  an  inmate  here;  but  it  is  thought  that  it  is  only 
the  home  of  the  Corean  noble  who  owns  it  and  who 
occupies  the  outside  apartment.  The  inner  room, 
by  Corean  usage,  is  the  women's  apartment,  and 
it  is  safe  from  intrusion, — no  one,  except  three  or 
four  catechists  who  can  be  trusted,  ever  penetrating 
the  secrecy.  The  four  months  concluded, — which 
may  be  called  his  annual  retreat, — he  comes  forth 
to  his  work;  and  what  a  work  it  is! — a  round  of 
incessant  labors,  day  after  day  and  night  after 
night  ministering  to  souls  who  seek  him  with  such 
ardor  that  he  cannot  spare  himself  at  all  in  giving 
himself  up  to  their  wants.  We  have  his  own  pic- 
ture of  these  labors — a  picture  so  deeply  interest- 
ing that  we  cannot  but  give  it : 

"  The  missions  are  given  in  the  houses  of  the 
neophytes,  and  commence  generally  in  the  month 


of  September — a  period  which  is  looked  forward 
to  with  impatience  by  the  Christians.  This  is  the 
only  occasion  they  have  of  receiving  the  Sacra- 
ments, for  which  they  have  a  holy  longing — the 
only  time,  also,  that  they  can  see  the  missioner, 
toward  whom  they  entertain  a  filial  veneration. 
When  the  catechists  have  selected  the  house  where 
the  meetings  are  to  be  held,  and  have  announced  to 
the  faithful  the  day  and  the  place,  I  repair  to  the 
dwelling  where  the  mission  is  to  be  opened.  A 
small  room,  scarcely  high  enough  to  admit  of  my 
standing  upright,  is  converted  into  a  chapel,  the 
only  ornaments  of  which  are  a  crucifix  and  an 
image  of  the  Blessed  Virgin.  An  examination  in 
the  Catechism,  to  which  all  are  submitted,  th'e 
octogenarian  old  man  and  the  child  of  ten  years 
of  age, — an  explanation  of  the  dispositions  neces- 
sary for  the  reception  of  the  Sacraments,  and 
then  from  thirty  to  forty  confessions,  with  extreme 
unctions  and  baptisms,  occupy  me  during  the  whole 
day,  and  a  portion  of  the  night.  Next  day,  I  hold 
a  levee  at  one  o'clock  ;  at  two  o'clock  we  have  Mass, 
at  which  the  faithful  communicate;  lastly,  an  in- 
struction upon  the  necessity  and  the  means  of  per- 
severance ; — after  which  I  remove,  before  daylight, 
to  another  house,  where  other  Christians  are  wait- 
ing for  me,  and  where  the  exercises  of  the  previous 
day  are  repeated.  Such  are  the  occupations  of  the 
missioner  in  the  capital  during  forty  days:  it  is 
enough  to  drive  one  crazy  with  fatigue.  I  have 
more  than  once  fallen  asleep  in  the  middle  of  my 
room,  and  awoke  in  the  morning  with  one  stocking 
in  my  hand  and  the  other  still  on  my  foot.  This  is 
truly  a  period  of  hard  work ;  but  it  is  also  one  of 
consolation,  derived  from  witnessing,  in  all  its 
vivacity,  the  faith  of  our  neophytes.  It  often  hap- 
pens that  children  and  wives  have  received  baptism, 
jind  practice  its  duties  unknown  to  their  parents 
and  husbands.  Whatever  difficulty  they  may  have 
in  obtaining  access  to  the  missioner,  it  is  seldom 
that  they  fail.  The  noble  woman  even — that 
creature  so  timid  in  all  other  circumstances,  and 
who  has  never  crossed  the  threshold  of  her  abode — 
manages  to  summon  up  courage  when  she  has  to 
receive  the  Sacrament.  Disguised  as  a  woman  of 
the  lower  orders,  she  selects  the  moment  when  all 
at  home  are  asleep,  to  escape,  and  conies  in  the 
middle  of  the  night  to  the  house  where  the  Chris- 
tians arc  assembled.  She  goes  to  confession  before 
Mass;  attends  the  Holy  Sacrifice;  and,  after  having 
received  the  Divine  Eucharist,  she  returns  home  as 
she  left  it,  whilst  the  inmates  are  still  asleep, — 
thanking  God  for  the  graces  she  has  just  received, 
and  also  for  the  success  of  her  perilous  journey. 
Woe  to  her  should  the  husband  become  aware  of 
her  nocturnal  absence !  not  understanding  its  pious 
motive,  poison  would  avenge  such  temerity." 
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A  Short  Story  for  Boys. . 


[Continued  from  page  816.] 
Robert  had  confidently  expected  that  his 
father  would  discharge  the  man  on  the  spot, 
and  was  very  much  nettled  that  Mr.  Melvy  n 
did  not  sho\v  a  greater  amount  of  vexation 
on  the  subject.  "  If  I  were  a  man,"  he 
thought,  "I  would  not  keep  a  servant  in 
my  employ  for  a  single  day  who  would  be 
guilty  of  .so  gross  a  fault.  A  pretty  bus- 
iness, indeed,  for  Patrick  to  come  with  his 
blarney,  telling  how  nicely  he  had  groomed 
the  horse ;  as  if  that  would  do  any  good 
when  his  neglect  had  cost  me  my  life  or  a 
broken  limb !  Well,  it  is  strange  how 
much  some  people  can  put  up  with.  There's 
my  father,  for  instance :  he  was  as  calm  and 
quiet  with  that  man  as  if  he  had  only  put 
too  much  hay  into  the  manger.  As  for  me, 
I  do  not  think  there  is  any  merit  in  having 
patience  with  such  people;  and  I  shall  not 
try  to  cultivate  that  virtue  to  any  great 
extent.  It  is  a  great  deal  better  to  keep 
people  right  up  to  the  mark ;  and  when  I 
am  a  man  we  shall  see  how  I  will  carry  out 
my  theory." 

With  this  reflection  he  bade  his  parents 
goodnight,  and  went  to  bed;  but  the  events 
of  the  morning  and  evening  had  not  created 
in  him  a  very  pleasant  feeling,  and  he  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  his  father  and  moth- 
er had  lost  some  of  their  love  for  him  since 
he  had  been  away  at  school.  Ho  recollect- 
ed the  fact  that  before  Patrick  was  hired 
Mr.  Melvyn  had  made  particular  inquiries 
in  regard  to  his  trustworthiness,  as  one  of 
his  duties  would  be  to  take  care  of  Robert's 
pony ;  and  that  when  he  was  engaged,  the 
most  particular  instructions  had  been  given 
him  to  look  out  in  every  way  for  the  safety 
of  his  young  master.  Then,  too,  Robert 
recalled  the  loving  solicitude  and  attention 
which  his  mother  always  used  to  give  to  his 
wishes,  or  even  to  his  whims;  and  as  he 
thought  of  how  coolly  she  had  spoken  about 


the  berries,  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  no  con- 
sequence, and  of  his  father's  patience  with 
Patrick's  carelessness,  he  felt  that  he  had 
convincing  proof  of  the  diminution  of  their 
love  for  him. 

The  next  day  being  stormy,  Robert  stayed 
vvithin-doors  and  wrote  several  letters  to 
his  schoolmates — or  rather  he  pretended 
to  do  so,  for  only  one  of  them  was  signed, 
sealed  and  directed  when  Mr.  Melvyn  asked 
on  the  following  morning  for  any  letters 
that  were  to  be  taken  to  the  city  and  mailed. 
The  others  were  left  lying  in  the  writ- 
ing desk,  where  Mr.  Melvyn  found  them  a 
month  later,  still  uncompleted. 

The  fact  was,  Robert  forgot  all  about  his 
letters,  in  the  excitement  of  getting  ready 
to  attend  a"n  out-of-door  party  to  be  given 
by  his  cousins  that  afternoon.  Some  of 
their  young  friends  from  the  city  had  been 
invited,  and  Robert  was  anticipating  a 
great  deal  of  pleasure.  As  soon  as  dinner 
was  over,  he  went  to  his  room  to  dress ;  but 
here  fresh  troubles  were  in  store  for  him. 
From  childhood — and  even  at  school, 
where  some  boys  are  inclined  to  become 
careless  about  their  personal  appearance — 
he  had  always  been  noted  for  his  neatness 
and  care  in  regard  to  dress.  From  his  hair 
to  the  heels  of  his  boots  he  was  scrupulous- 
ly particular.  On  this  occasion  he  was  to 
wear  a  new  suit  of  white  linen,  with  patent- 
leather  boots,  and  of  course  would  have 
been  astonished  not  to  find  everything,  as 
usual,  in  readiness  for  him ;  but  there  were 
his  clothes  carefully  laid  on  the  bed,  and  he 
proceeded  to  his  toilet.  After  a  short  time 
he  called  out  quickly :  "It  is  too  bad !  there 
are  no  buttons  on  one  of  my  wristbands." 

His  mother  happened  to  be  passing  his 
door, and  said  to  him:  "Canyounotpinit?" 

"Pin  a  wristband!"  said  he  with  surprise. 

"  I  will  do  it  for  you  if  you  cannot  do  it 
yourself,"  said  his  mother  kindly,  and  she 
put  the  pin  in  and  then  went  downstairs. 

"The  time  has  been,"  said  Robert  to  him- 
self, "  when  my  mother  would  not  allow  me 
to  wear  a  pin  in  my  clothes;  and  she  did 
not  even  offer  to  sew  a  button  on." 

Taking  up  his  watch  and  putting  the 
chain  around  his  neck,  Robert's  next  dis- 
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covery  was  that  there  was  no  watch-pocket 
in  his  vest.  Of'course  he  would  not  be  able 
to  wear  his  watch,  which  was  a  great  dis- 
appointment, as  it  had  been  recently  pre- 
sented to  him  by  his  godfather  and  he  was 
very  fond  of  wearing  it.  I  will  not  venture 
to  say  how  many  times  a  day  he  looked  to 
see  what  time  it  was;  but  most  of  you, 
boys,  can  remember  how  anxious  you  were 
about  the  time  of  day  when  you  had  your 
first  watch. 

There  was  a  momentary  question  whether 
to  wear  the  old  clothes  and  the  watch,  or 
leave  the  latter  at  home  and  don  the  new 
suit.  The  day  being  very  warm,  it  was 
decided  in  favor  of  the  white  linen.  The 
next  trouble  was,  that  from  his  new  boots  : 
the  loops  were  missing  by  which  to  pull 
them  on.  This  was  bad  enough,  but  by 
much  tugging  he  at  length  got  his  boots  on. 
His  coat  he  could  find  no  fault  with ;  so  he 
took  up  his  hat — also  a  new  one — and 
behold  !  there  was  no  elastic  to  fasten  it  to 
his  button-hole.  "  I  might  as  welWhot 
have  a  hat,"  grumbled  he,  "  as  to  have  no 
elastic  to  it;  I  shall  certainly  be  without 

one  before  I  am  half  way  to  N .  There 

is  always  a  fresh  sea-breeze  across  those 
meadows  beyond  the  woods,  and  a  light 
straw  hat  like  this  will  surely  blow  away." 

He  thought  perhaps  he  could  get  the 
nurse  to  sew  a  string  on  for  him,  and  went 
to  ask  her;  bxit  she  was  taking  care  of  the 
baby  and  could  not  attend  to  him. 

"  I  should  like  to  know,"  said  he  im- 
patiently, "  what  is  the  matter  with  all  the 
tailors,  and  shoemakers,  and  hatters,  and 
shirt-makers?  Here  am  I  with  a  new  suit 
from  top  to  toe,  and  hardly  an  article  of  it 
fit  to  wear.  I  say  it  is  a  shame  !" 

What  more  he  would  have  said  we  know 
not,  for  his  mother  then  called  to  him  that 
Lightfoot  had  been  ready  for  some  time, 
and  that  it  was  very  near  the  hour  ap- 
pointed for  the  pic-nic. 

Robert  ran  into  his  room  for  his  pocket- 
handkerchief;  but  as  soon  as  he  took  it  up 
he  saw  that  it  was  not  hemmed.  With  an 
exclamation  of  anger  he  threw  it  down,  and 
said  he  would  go  without  a  handkerchief, 
and  that  if  folks  could  not  finish  his  things 
for  him  he  would  not  use  them.  He  did 
not  stop  to  think  of  the  possible  con- 
sequences, or  that  he  might  punish  himself 
more  than  anyone  else  by  not  using  his 
things.  However,  all  went  well  during  the 

ride  to  N ,  and  he  had  quite  recovered 

his  good  humor  when  he  arrived  there. 

Neither  did  anything  happen  to  disturb  it'  ness  scratch  my  bareness." 


again  for  anhour  or  so,  when  one  of  the  lads 
cried  out:  "  Bob,  tell  us  what  o'clock  it  is." 

"  I  have  not  the  time,"  said  Robert,  care- 
lessly. 

"  Where  is  your  beautiful  new  watch?" 
asked  his  cousin  Jane  ;  "  nothing  has  ha}.- , 
pened  to  it,  I  hope." 

"  O  no ;  it  is  all  right,"  said  Robert. 

"  Perhaps  lie  was  afraid  to  wear  it,  Ust 
it  should  get. broken,"  said  John  Lee,  who 
was  noted  for  being  a  boisterous  boy,  afid 
had  more  than  once  done  damage  to  His 
playfellows'  things. 

Robert  did  not  wish  to  draw  attend  ,1^, 
to  his  clothes,  and  so  he  kept  silence. 

Towards  the  latter  part  of  the  afterno  .  ;^ 
they  all  agreed  to  have  a  game  of  croqu<(  \± 
and   as    they   were   playing   very   bris  ;£)- 
Robert  happened  to  run  against  his  cousfi^ 
Ellen,  who  was  missing  him.     That  won*1  '  1( 
have  been  no  matter,  but  unfortunately  the 
pin  in  his  wristband  had  become  loosened, 
and  the  point  of  it,  sticking  out,  made  a 
deep    scratch   across  the   back  of  Ellen's 
hand.     Robert's  first  impulse  would  natu.r- 
ally  have  been  to  take  out  his  pocket-hand- 
kerchief and  wipe  away  the  blood  which  at 
once  came  from  the  wound. 

"  O  cousin  Robert,"  said  the  little  girl, 
"  my  hand  hurts  me  so  much !"  and  she 
began  to  cry. 

Poor  Robert  no  doubt  felt  worse  than 
Ellen  did  about  it,  but  he  tried  to  comfort 
her,  and  wiped  her  hand  oil  the  sleeve  of 
his  coat. 

"  Why,  Robert,"  said  Jane,  "you  ought 
not  to  have  spoiled  your  coat  in  that  way." 

Robert  colored,  and  large  drops  of  per- 
spiration began  to  gather  on  his  brow  and 
cheeks.  Jane  quickly  guessed  that  he  had 
forgotten  his  handkerchief;  and,  saying 
no  more,  kindly  ran  into  the  house  and 
brought  him  one. 

The  game  of  croquet  was  soon  resumed, 
but  Robert  had  lost  all  interest  in  it.  Ht 
was  annoyed  and  ashamed,  and  soon  took 
his  pony  and  started  for  home.  As  he  was 
leaving,  he  heard  one  of  the  boys  say:  "  What 
ails  Bob  Melvyn  to-day?  He  seems  ter- 
ribly out  of  sorts."  And  that  was  the  end 
of  the  visit  he  had  expected  so  much  pleas- 
ure from. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


"  AUNT,"  said  a  three-year  old,  one  day, 
"  I  don't  like  my  aprons  to  be  starched  so 
much.  So  much  starchness  makes* the  stiff- 
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{From  the  London  Register.) 

Ecce  Ancilla  Domini. 


BY  JOHN  GRAVE. 


s 


jMary  was  the  handmaiden  of  God, 

and  rugged  was  the  path  she  trod, 
nir  only  to  her  Lord  in  whispered  prayer, 
^Pouring  out  for  Him  her  purest  love  ; 
•{Meanwhile  the  Almighty  God  above 
Did  guard  His  holy  maiden  everywhere. 

Ecce  Ancilla  Domini! 


tjOnce  pondering  o'er  the  Sacred  Word 
i  Alone  and  silently:  the  Virgin  heard 
Ring  through  her  chamber  a  sweet  silver  voice, 
j  Calling  aloud  her  own  most  modest  name, 
[Then  suddenly  a  white-robed  angel  came 
\  the  glad  tidings  of  our  Father's  choice. 

Ecce  Ancilla  Domini! 

K  And  Mary,  humbly  bowing  down  her  head, 

answer  to  the  angel's  message,  said, 
"I  am  the  handmaid  of  the  God  of  Power; 
i  I  do  the  bidding  of  His  holy  will, 
I  At  whose  command  the  mighty  earth  is  still, 
And  i  n  whose  smile  doth  bloom  the  simplest  flower." 
Ecce  Ancilla  Domini  ! 


A  Merry  Christmas, 


fant 

her 
that 

M.V! 

wov 
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she 
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Blessed  Mother,  kneeling  by  the 
ger  and  bending  over  her  Divine  In- 
,  sends  to  all  the  readers  of  AVE  MAKIA 
oving  Christmas  messages — her  wishes 

you  all,  readers  and  friends  of  AVE 
:IA,  her  special  children  in  the  western 
Id,  may  endeavor  to  resemble  the  Di- 
Son  before  whom  she  kneels  and  whom 
adores  as  her  God.  She  prays  for 
especially  to  the  Infant  Jesus — for  you 

even  in  these  hard  times  have  said  to 


yourselves:  "Well,  at  all  events  I  must 
have  our  Blessed  Mother's  Paper." 

Can  you  help  having  a  merry  Christmas, 
when  that  Blessed  Mother  who  is  so  close 
to  Jesus — Oh,  so  close  !  as  she  bends  over 
the  Crib  on  Christmas  Night ! — suggests, 
with  the  sweet  smile  of  a  mother,  that  He, 
her  Son  and  the  great  God  of  Heaven, 
should  especially  remember  each  and  every 
one  who  has  contributed  to  the  support  of 
the  AVE  MAKIA,  a  Journal  sanctioned  by 
her,  as  shown  by  the  approbation  of  the 
Holy  Father,  the  warm  approbation  of  the 
Most  Reverend  Bishops  and  Archbishops, 
by  the  recommendation  of  all  the  priests 
who  profess  a  special  devotion  to  the  Moth- 
er of  God,  and  by  the  subscriptions  of  every 
devoted  child  of  Mary  to  whom  the  AVE 
MARIA  is  known. 

No  fear  of  you  missing  a  merry  Christ- 
mas— the  merry  Christmas  of  a.  child  of 
Mary. 

Merry  ! — I  have  no  dictionary  at  hand, 
and  cannot  give  you  the  definition  of  the 
word  according  to  Walker,  Webster,  or 
Worcester — (why  is  it  that  all  three  names 
begin  with  a  W,  and  end  with  R? — a  ques- 
tion to  be  settled  by  some  of  the  ingenious 
writers  of  the  Notre  Dame  Scholastic), — 
but  without  depending  upon  those  collec- 
tors of  synonyms  we  say  what  we  mean  by 
merry,  and  we  give  the  meaning  by  way 
of  illustration :  he  or  she  is  merry,  who, 
no  matter  what  external  circumstances  be, 
can,  without  lying  to  himself  or  herself, 
say  :  "  I  am  a  friend  of  the  Infant  Jesus — 
I  am  a  true  child  of  Mary ;  for  I  have  made 
a  good  confession — I  have  had  the  ineffable 
happiness  of  receiving  saocamjentally  the 
Infant  Jesus  within  my-Jwa^i 
I  may  have  ginned,  I  hrfve  rep 
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cerely ;  and  with  God's  holy  grace  I  am  re- 
solved to  be  a  true  child  of  Mary  all  the 
days  of  my  life,  by  avoiding  all  mortal  sin 
and  deliberate  venial  sin." 

That  is  the  kind  of  merry  Christmas  our 
Blessed  Mother  wishes  you  ;  and — we  say 
it  without  any  fear  from  the  strictest  theo- 
logian,— anyone  who  has  taken  AVE  MARIA 
for  the  year  can  have  such  a  merry  Christ- 
mas. 

We  go  a  step  further  and  say  everyone 
who  has  taken  AVE  MARIA  for  the  past  year 
ought  to  have  such  a  merry  Christmas. 

If  he  or  she  has  not,  'tis  his  or  her  own 
fault. 

Had  everyone  followed  the  general  ten- 
dency of  every  "  article,"  "  paper,"  "  story," 
or  what  not,  of  the  paper,  the  result  would 
have  been  a  sincere  Confession  and  worthy 
Communion. 

That  is — everyone  would  have  a  merry 
Christmas.  +• 

For  no  matter  what  the  external  troubles 
may  be,  there  is  joy  in  the  heart  when  the 
conscience  is  right. 

We  take  this  time  of  rejoicing  to  thank 
our  friends  for  their  good  will  towards  the 
AVE  MAEIA.  We  hoped  last  year  that 
the  number  of  our  subscribers  would  be 
doubled,  and  even  trebled,  during  the  year 
'69.  But  we  have  been  disappointed.  The 
disappointment  is  in  the  most  part  attrib- 
utable to  ourself ; — we  have  not  taken  all 
the  means  to  have  the  AVE  MAEIA  made 
known,  and  this  happened  because  we  were 
unable  to  take  the  means.  Hereafter  we 
hope  to  do  something  more ;  and  as  a  com- 
mencement we  have  already  sent  Brother 
Eusebius  through  the  Western  States  to 
canvass  for  AVE  MARIA.  While  we  com- 
mend him  to  the  confidence  of  all,  we  return 
thanks  to  the  many  friends  who  have  shown 
him  so  much  kindness  during  his  trip 
through  parts  of  Illinois  and  Iowa. 

Bro.  Alfred,  well  known  to  many  of  our 
subscribers  in  St.  Louis,  will  visit  that 
city  soon. 

We  cannot  let  the  year  pass  without  re- 
cording in  the  pages  of  AVE  MAKIA  our 

sentiments  of  gratitude  to  the  Eeligous  who 
have  shown  themselves  so  zealous  for  Our 


Mother's  Journal.     They  well  know 
they  will  receive  their  reward  tor  cnc 
aging   devotion   to    the    Blessed 
whether  we  acknowledge  their  efi 
not;  and  that  no  acknowledgment 
can  take  from  them  the  merit 
secured  in  doing  so  good  a  work. 


h: 


Christmas. 


From  "Surium,"  by  Rev.  H.  A.  Rawes,  M.  A.,  of  Trinity  Collsg 
Cambridge,  England. 


The  Christmas  light  is  shining, 

And  a  rain  of  glory  fulls, 
In  showers  of  golden  splendors 

Upon  the  stable  walls  : 
The  oxen  in  their  stalls  are  still,   , 

The  Angels  gather  round, 
As  Mary  by  her  Son  Divine 

Is  seated  on  the  ground ; 
And  a  light  of  heavenly  brightness 

Is  shining  in  her  eyes, 
As  Jesus  smiles  upon  her 

From  the  manger  where  He  lies. 

O  blessed  Mother,  in  thy  love 

All-peerless  and  all-fair : 
The  light  is  shining  on  thee 

In  that  stable  cold  and  bare  ; 
The  night  is  colder  still  outside, 

But  it  is  not  half  so  cold 
As  the  hearts  that  left  thee  wandering, 

When  that  winter  night  unrolled 
Her  mantle  from  the  frosty  sky 

Upon  the  frosty  ground, 
And  the  cold  wind  made  thee  shiver 

As  Saint  Joseph  wrapped,  thee  round 
With  those  poor  and  scanty  coverings, 

The  best  that  he  could  find, 
To  shield  thee  from  that  winter  night, 

That  bitter,  frosty  wind. 

O  Mary,  what  a  joy  thou  art, 

A  Heaven  of  love  and  grace, 
As  thou  claspest  Jesus  in  thine  arms 

And  smilest  in  His  Face  ; 
As  thou  smilest  in  His  little  Face 

And  as  He  smiles  in  thine, 
The  loving  Angels  gather  there, 

And  glories  round  thee  shine. 
Then  music  from  the  heavenly  harps 

Steals  so  sweetly  round  thee  there, 
That  it  fainteth  in  its  melody 

And  lingered!  in  the  air; 
And  still  it  rings  so  sweetly, 
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From  its  home  beyond  the  skies, 
And  fragrance  hangeth  round  theo, 

As  from  flowers  in  Paradise. 
That  light  burns  ever  brighter, 

That  fragrance  sweeter  grows, 
For  Jesus  there  is  with  thee, 

And  thou  art  the  mystic  Rose, 
The  mystic  Rose,  and  House  of  Gold 

In  which  was  shrined  the  Light, 
When  the  Day-spring's  dawn  was  brightening 

Through  the  shadows  of  the  night 

All  hail,  sweet  Maid,  a  thousand  times, 

Ten  thousands  times  all  hail : 
The  love  thy  children  have  for  thee 

Can  never  change  nor  fail 
The  holy  Virgins,  night  and  day, 

Adoring  in  the  light, 
That  from  the  Tabernacles'  doors 

Streams  ever  fresh  and  bright; 
The  Priest  before  the  Altar, 

And  the  Student  in  his  cell, 
And  Preachers  in  dark  heathen  lands, 

All  know  and  love  thee  well. 
On  the  rugged  heights  of  Andes, 

In  the  snows  of  Himalay, 
In  the  busy  marts  of  Europe, 

Or  in  cities  of  Cathay; 
In  the  crowded  streets  of  London, 

In  the  sacred  ways  of  Rome, 
The  centre  of  the  Church's  faith, 

The  Holy  Father's  Home; 
In  hot  and  burning  countries, 

Or  amid  the  ice  and  snow, 
Where  the  sun  shines  out  but  seldom 

As  the  tempests  come  and  go ; 
Wherever  in  the  darkened  world 

Thy  Son  is  loved  and  known, 
Wherever  light  from  Him  is  poured 

On  pathways  dark  and  lone ; 
Wherever  are  thy  children  found 

Upon  the  land  or  sea, 
All  love  thee,  star-crowned  Mother, 

All  would  die  for  love  of  thee. 


The  Christmas  light  is  shining, 

Though  eighteen  centuries 
Have  passed  since  that  first  joyful  night 

That  saw  thee  on  thy  knees, 
Beside  the  little  manger-bed 

On  which  thy  Jesus  lay, 
When  the  Angels  gathered  round  Him, 

And  the  oxen  eating  hay. 
The  Christmas  love  is  shining 

As  bright  as  ever  now ; 
In  memory  on  the  Crib, there  falls 

The  light  from  Mary's  brow ; 
And  thousands  kneeling  there  adore 

The  Child  Divine  who  came 


In  poverty  and  shame  and  grief 

To  lowly  Bethlehem. 
Now  hearts  all-filled  with  happiness 

Are  faint  with  love  and  joy, 
Which  earth  can  never  give  to  them 

And  time  can  not  destroy. 
Such  joy  as  this  cannot  be  bought 

For  precious  stones  nor  gold: 
The  present  age  can  give  it  not 

Nor  histories  of  old : 
But  the  thought  of  that  first  Christmas  night 

Is  a  gladness  now  as  then, 
When  the  Angels'  praise  was  ringing, 

And  there  came  the  Shepherd-men. 

O  Mary,  keep  us  at  thy  side 

Lest  we  should  fall  away 
And  reach  not  thee  and  Jesus 

In  the  bre-infolding  day. 
Be  with  us  on  this  stormy  sea, 

And  bring  us  to  the  shore, 
Where  Jesus  in  His  loveliness 

Is  seen  for  ever  more; 
Where  life  has  no  more  sorrow, 

Where  death  can  never  come, 
The  resting-place  for  wearied  hearts, 

The  Pilgrims'  happy  Home ; 
Where  the  Brides  of  Christ  for  ever  dwell 

In  raiment  clean  and  white; 
Where  the  Bridal  never  ceases, 

And  the  Day  is  always  bright. 


{For  AVE  MARIA.] 

MARY  OUR  MODEL, 


PENITENCE. 

No  duty  does  the  Holy  Scripture  recom- 
mend to  us  more  frequently  than  that  of 
Penitence.  And  this  because  we  are  all 
sinners,  and  because  it  is  impossible  for  us 
to  obtain  mercy  without  penitence.  Every 
sin  exacts  expiation,  and  every  insult  offered 
to  God  demands  reparation.  In  vain  would 
pride  and  luxury  seek  to  avoid  this ;  if  it 
is  not  voluntary  during  the  present  life,  it 
will  be  compulsory  and  infinitely  more  rig- 
orous in  the  one  to  come. 

What  does  the  death  of  Jesus  Christ  on 
the  cross  prove,  but  the  imprescriptible 
rights  of  divine  justice,  and  this  absolute 
necessity  of  a  complete  reparation  for  sin  ? 
Why  did  the  Blessed  Virgin  suffer  such 
cruel  agony  on  Calvary,  all  innocent  as  she 
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was,  except  owing  to  her  being  associated  j 
with  the  great  expiatory  sacrifice,  as  the 
Mother  of  the  Redeemer  and  sister  of  man- 
kind? Read  the  epistles  of  the  apostles 
and  the  lives  of  the  saints.  You  will  find 
everywhere  in  them  the  same  doctrine,  with 
examples  of  admirable  penitence  which  are 
sometimes  alarming  to  our  natural  feelings. 

Think  not  that  the  words  "fasting," 
"  praying,"  "  sackcloth,"  and  "  ashes  "  were 
first  invented  by  the  Church ;  they  are  found 
in  authors  of  far  higher  antiquity.  For 
this  reason  it  is  that  our  Lord,  when  pre- 
dicting the  ruin  of  the  ungrateful  cities 
which  were  not  converted  by  His  preach- 
ing, said  unto  them:  "For  if  in  Tyre  and 
Sidon  the  mighty  works  had  been  done 
that  have  been  done  in  you,  they  would 
long  ago  have  done  penance  in  sackcloth 
and  ashes."  To  His  description  of  tem- 
poral punishments,  which  had  terrified  the 
people,  Pie  added:  "  If  you  do  not  repent, 
you  shall  all  likewise  perish."  For  this 
reason  also  the  apostles  went  through  the 
whole  world  preaching  "  that  God  had 
charged  them  to  announce  to  all  men  that 
they  must  do  penance." 

Must  we  then  insist  on  the  necessity  of 
penitence?  No,  for  no  Christian  can  doubt 
this.  It  will  be  more  useful  to  inquire  in 
what  it  ought  to  consist. 

The  first  step  to  be  taken  in  penitence, 
or  rather  the  preliminary  of  all  penitence, 
consists  in  ceasing  from  sinning  and  cor- 
recting our  evil  habits ;  it  is  also  the  most 
indispensable  proof  of  the  conversion  of 
the  heart.  With  what  ill  grace  should  we 
come  to  inform  God  that  we  are  truly  re- 
pentant, and  beg  Him  to  pardon  us,  were 
we  to  continue  offending  Him  and  living 
in  the  bonds  of  sin?  Now,  of  all  the  means 
to  be  employed  in  order  to  fight  bravely 
against  the  vices  of  the  flesh,  and  to  force 
it  to  expiate  its  coarser  sensualities,  none 
is  more  recommended  than  fasting,  or  at 
least  those  bodily  mortifications  which 
have  the  effect  of  weakening  the  sensual 
appetite.  On  this  subject  the  teachers  of 
asceticism  are  unanimous. 

Most  amongst  you,  ladies,  will  exclaim 
that  their  constitution  will  not  bear  fast- 


ing, and  that  their  health  requires  the  great- 
est possible  care  and  attention. 

Doubtless  the  Church  would  not  deprive 
you  by  violence  of  your  precious  health, 
although  she  sets  a  far  higher  value  on  the 
salvation  of  your  souls.  But  do  not,  on 
that  account,  consider  yourself  exempted 
from  the  common  law.  For  there  are  mor- 
tifications, even  bodily  ones,  which  are  not 
prejudicial  to  health,  and  which  are  not 
the  less  on  that  account  a  penance  for  the 
flesh.  For  instance,  let  us  suppose  you  to 
submit  yourself  to  some  slight  privations 
in  your  meals,  in  the  choice  or  arrangement 
of  your  food,  less  self-indulgence  in  dress, 
manner,  labor,  repose,  in  sleeping,  in  your 
daily  habits  of  life.  Need  I  explain  this 
to  you?  Persons  who  display  any  inge- 
nuity in  mortifying  their  senses,  do  not 
labor  under  any  difficulties  in  finding  oc- 
casions of  doing  so. 

At  least  you  may  support  more  patiently 
the  unforeseen  privations,  and  the  little  mis- 
eries of  life  which  have  not  been  of  your 
own  seeking — such  as  the  inclemency  of  the 
seasons,  indispositions,  maladies,  and  in- 
firmities. This  is  the  least  you  can  do. 

Permit  me  to  tell  you,  ladies,  in  general 
you  pay  far  too  much  attention  to  this 
wretched  flesh  of  yours,  which  Saint  Paul 
can  never  sufficiently  anathematize,  and 
which  has  been  regarded  by  all  the  saints 
as  the  most  dangerous  enemy  of  the  soul. 
This  same  apostle  informs  us  that  he  chas- 
tened his  own  body,  and  kept  it  under  sub- 
jection, lest  after  having  preached  to  others 
he  himself  should  become  a  reprobate. 
How  many  young  women  and  girls,  deli- 
cately reared  like  yourselves,  have  prac- 
ticed austerities  which  make  one  shudder 
to  think  on  ;  and  would  you  not  have  cour- 
age to  impose  on  yourselves  the  most  trifl- 
ing penances  in  order  to  satisfy  the  jus- 
tice of  God  ? 

Granting  that  your  nature  entirely  dif- 
fers from  that  of  the  saints  and  of  so  many 
noble  Christian  women  whose  example 
condemns  you,  at^east  you  might  practice 
spiritual  mortifications,  altogether*  of  a 
moral  nature,  which,  far  from  exacting  from 
you  a  drop  of  blood,  or  wringing  from  you 
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the  sweat  of  your  brow,  will  not  even  graze 
the  skin  of  your  darling  bodies,  your  idols. 
Sacrifice  your  pride  by  performing  acts  of 
humility;  support  injuries  received  from 
others  without  anger  and  bitterness;  re- 
nounce your  excessive  vanity  and  all  the 
childishness  of  dress  and  luxury;  abstain 
from  foolish  expenses,  and  give  to  the  poor 
not  only  a  superfluity  which  costs  you  noth- 
ing, but  the  fruits  of  some  really  felt  pri- 
vation ;  abstain  not  only  from  what  is  ab- 
solutely forbidden,  but  from  enjoyments 
permitted — and  all  this  through  a  spirit  of 
penitence. 

Finally,  correct  the  faults  of  your  disposi- 
tion: your  liability  to  take  offence,  your  bad 
temper — everything  which  provokes  your 
husband,  your  acquaintance,  or  your  chil- 
dren. Do  not  put  anyone's  endurance  to 
the  test,  and  suffer  everything  yourself  from 
your  neighbor.  Moderate  your  tongue,  ab- 
stain from  backbiting  and  teasing  others, 
from  boasting  and  idle  words.  Endeavor 
to  edify  everyone  by  discourses  full  of  wis- 
dom and  by  an  exemplary  modesty.  Here 
you  have  some  penances  which  are  not 
ruinous  to  health,  and  at  the  same  time  do 
much  good  to  the  soul. 


WANT  OF  MORTIFICATION. 

There  are  an  immense  number  of  honest 
people  in  the  world  who  cannot  in  the  least 
understand  the  necessity  of  penitence,  ex- 
cept for  scoundrels  in  a  Penitentiary.  Not 
only  do  they  think  they  owe  no  satisfac- 
tion for  their  sins  to  the  justice  of  God, 
but  they  are  occupied  in  seeking  means  of 
avoiding  every  kind  of  suffering. 

Madame  T shares  in  this  error.  All 

her  morality  is  comprised  in  living  respect- 
ably, but  without  the  least  restraint.  A 
glance  at  her  full-blown  face,  her  voluptu- 
ous manner  of  holding  herself,  and  her  sen- 
sual phisiognomy,  is  sufficient  to  convince 
you  that  she  denies  her  body  nothing  which 
wealth  and  luxury  can  "procure.  As  to 
her  soul,  she  would  perhaps  be  doubtful  of 
its  existence  if  she  was  a  little  pressed  on 
the  subject,  and  was  urged  to  undergo  any 


sacrifices  for  her  salvation  ;  for  I  fancy  she 
does  not  care  much  about  it.  The  tangi- 
ble enjoyments  of  this  visible  world  are 
much  more  to  her  taste  than  the  distant 
promises  of  a  world  which  is  only  seen  by 
the  eye  of  faith. 

If  you  examine  her  apartment,  you  will 
find  it  arranged  in  every  part  with  comforts 
worthy  of  Epicurus.  One  would  say  that 
luxury  itself  had  exhausted  all  her  resources 
on  it,  to  flatter  her  senses  and  preserve  them 
from  any  disagreeable  impression.  The 
beds  are  made  of  the  finest  down,  the  sofas 
and  easy-chairs  covered  with  the  richest 
silk,  the  carpets  are  of  the  most  ele- 
gant materials,  and  all  the  rest  of  the  fur- 
niture is  equally  sumptuous.  Penitence 
would  seek  in  vain  for  the  smallest  niche 
in  a  spot  where  all  seems  intended  to  ren- 
der its  sojourn  impossible. 

The  table  of  Madame  T is  always 

abundantly  and  deliciously  served ;  the 
choicest  dishes,  the  most  costly  wines  and 
exquisite  liquors  figure  on  it  in  china,  gold, 
silver,  and  crystal.  The  gaiety  of  the 
mistress  adds  an  extreme  charm  to  her  in- 
tertainments,  at  which  her  guests  converse 
at  their  ease — laugh,  sing,  and  amuse  them- 
selves to  their  heart's  content. 

Do  you  wish  to  know  Madame's  habits? 
She  rises  very  late,  as  you  may  well  sup- 
pose. After  breakfast  she  goes  for  a  drive 
in  an  elegant  barouche,  with  some  of  her 
friends,  round  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  lux- 
uriously reclining  on  cushions,  screened 
from  the  rays  of  the  sun  by  a  parasol,  spread- 
ing abroad  her  floating  robe,  and  allowing 
the  ribbons  of  her  bonnet  to  flutter  in  the 
wind — in  fact  showing  herself  to  the  great- 
est advantage  on  this  theatre  on  wheels.  It 
is  thus  she  feeds  her  vanity  on  the  attention 
paid  her  by  persons  as  foolish  as  herself, 
and  at  the  same  time  enjoys  the  fresh  air 
in  hopes  of  facilitating  her  digestion  and 
acquiring  an  appetite  for  dinner.  She  some- 
times appears  at  charitable  meetings,  and 
ostentatiously  heads  a  subscription.  She 
is  not  insensible  to  the  misery  of  others ; 
she  is  kind-hearted  and  even  generous ;  but 
it  is  after  having  supplied  all  her  own  wants 
and  indulged  all  her  own  caprices. 
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I  observed  just  now  that  Penitence  would 
experience  considerable  difficulty  in  effect- 
ing a  lodging.iu  her  mansion.  This  would 
be  still  more  difficult  in  her  head  or  heart; 
for  the  spirit  of  Christianity  has  never  pen- 
etrated there.  Nothing  but  sorrow  can 
open  their  gates  for  it.  Sickness,  infirmi- 
ties, moral  trials  are  the  instruments  which 
God  ordinarily  uses  to  force  these  divini- 
ties of  flesh  to  expiate  their  luxurious  lives 
and  to  shorten  their  sufferings  in  Purgatory. 


[For  Ans  MARIA.] 

Bethlehem's  Reception. 


BY  MARIE  JOSEPHINE. 


How  Bethlehem  received  the  Mother  of  God, 
When  she  came  bringing  God  to  be  born  in  her 

city  :— 

Bethlehem  signifies  "  the  house  of  bread," 
The  Lord  would  give  from  thence  the  True  Bread ; 
Doubtless  the  Lord  ordered  the  name : — 
How  Bethlehem  received  the  Bread  that  cometh 
Down  from  Heaven. 

'Tis  twenty-fourth  December  day, 

The  evening  hour  is  nearing  four, — 
All  day  the  lengthened  caravans 
'     Into  the  crowded  city  pour. 

A  man  there  comes — "A  Galilean  by  his  speech  !"— 

"  His  young  wife  wears  a  Nazareth-dress — 
How  young  for  Him ! — There's  something  in  her 

face" 

The  housewife  thinks ;  "I  wish  that  I  could  bless 
Her  with  a  place  and  rest,  but  we  are  full  : 

Her  dear  condition  pleads, 
But  we  have  guests — 't  would  spoil  the  feast," 

And  pleasure  intercedes 
And  robs  her  of  such  merit.    Oh,  what  a  chance 

The  Lord  has  offered  to  have  given ! 
Poor  Bethlemitess,  you  have  failed  in  charity 
And  missed  the  King  of  Heaven  I 

Said  Mary  when  rejected  from  the  door, 
|" For  whom  the  Saviour  comes?    For  whom 
The  Prince  of  Peace  and  Life  I  bear 
Within  my  blessed  womb  ?" 

Said  Mary  when  rejected  from  the  door : 
"  If  they  but  knew  they  would  adore ; 
They  do  not  feel  His  presence  yet, 
Their  souls  are  torpid  now ; 


But  they  shall  be  aroused 
Undoubtedly,  and  glow : 
God  looketh  downward  from  the  skies  ;• 
Undoubtedly  these  souls  are  precious  in  His  eyes, 
Since  He  for  them  is  now  about 

His  clear  Son  to  bestow ; 
And  doubtless  they  are  full, — 
And,  more — they  do  not  know." 

Joseph  was  meantime  more  impatient 

And  troubled :  As  for  himself,  he  thought  not, 

As  for  himself,  he  was  but  too  happy 

To  share  humiliations  with  Mary  ; 

But  he  was  anxious  for  the  state  of  Mary — 

And  knew  how  worthy  she  was  of  hospitality. 

Joseph  had  never  before  seen  inhospitality 

Shown  unto  Mary.    He  had  not  supposed 

That  any  one  could  be  inhospital  to  Mary, 

That  any  one  could  ever  refuse  to  receive 

Mary  to  their  house  or  their  confidence. 

Poor  Joseph,  he  would  have  been  astonished 

Had  he  lived  in  this  age,  we  think,  to  see 

Mary  always  bearing  Jesus — as  preciously 

As  into  Bethlehem — shut  out  at  so  many  doors ; 

And  he  would  have  been  very  astonished 

Had  he  been  told  some  of  these  houses  were  called 

Christian.   Called  themselves  Christians,  and  closed 

th'  door 

In  the  sweet  face  of  the  sinless  Mother 
Of  the  very  Lord  they  profess  to  "  worship," 
Saying  "  She  is  but  as  any  common  woman ;" 
Saying  practically  :  "  It  is  enough  to  proffer 
Loyalty  to  th'  Son  and  invite  Him  to  come ; 
He  must  not  bring  with  Him  His  Mother — 
At  our  house  we  don't  take  in  th'  "  Virgin  Mary !" 
Ah,  £oor,  simple  Joseph,  you  never  lived 
Among  heretics  against  the  Blessed  Virgin, 
Never  dreamed  of  heresy  against  Mary, 
Never  surmised  any  one  could  be  bitter 
Against  the  Mother  of  Jesus,  or  treat 
Her  with  disrespect  or  ingratitude  ! 
This  first  lesson  of  ignorant  ingratitude 
Pained  him.    And  then  to  have  Messiah 
So  treated  even  before  He  was  born ! 
Bethlehem  was  Joseph's  Calvary." 
It  was  to  him  instead :  the  treasures  of  God 
Were  committed  to  his  keeping,  he  could  find 
No  room  for  them.    Doubts  and  anxieties 
And  difficult  responsibilities  are  trials 
Which  press  on  an  affectionate  heart 
Like  that  of  Joseph.    He  stands  at  the  foot 
Of  the  lane  of  the  last  house  in  Bethlehem. 
They  have  called  at  every  door.    "  Jesus  Christ 
Has  slighted  none.    It  is  only  all  have  slighted 
Him.    All  have  had  the  sublime  opportunity 
To  have  had  Jesus  born  with  taem,  and  refused. 
But  here,  says  Mary  de  Agreda, — sweet  mystic, — 
When  they  found  not  hospitality,  said 


AVE     M  A  H,  I  A 


Joseph  to  Mary,  "  Courage,  sweet  spouse ; 

Doubtless  some  mystery  underlies  here. 

And  now,  beloved,  I  remember  to  have  seen 

When  we  sat  under  th'  olive  tree,  a  grotto 

In  the  rocks,  where  the  shepherds  are  accustomed 

To  gather  the  flocks.    Let  us  go.    If  th'  place 

Is  not  occupied,  you  will  there  receive 

From  the  dumb  beasts  the  hospitality 

"Which  men  to  us  deny."    He  turns  the  head 

Of  the  ass.    It  may  serve  as  a  refuge. 

They  go  again  outside  the  walls.    "  He  was 

To  be  born  outside  the  walls  of  Bethlehem, 

As  He  died  outside  the  walls  of  Jerusalem." 


[For  AVE  MABIA.— Copyright  secured.] 

TIIE    SISTERS, 

—  OR  — 

A  Lesson  in  the  School  of  Adversity. 


A  CATHOLIC  STOEY,  FOE  THE  OLD  AND  FOB 
THE  YOUNG. 


[FROM  MINNIE'S  DIARY. — Continued.] 
"  July  7. — I  walk  and  talk  very  much  with  my 
uncle.  He  seems  to  have  taken  a  fancy  to  me. 
Margaret  he  bows  to,  treats  respectfully,  but  has 
nothing  to  say  to ;  but  he  is  fond  of  long  walks,  and 
likes  me  for  a  companion.  He  tells  me  stories  of 
what  he  has  seen  and  heard,  as  we  walk  along.  He 
prides  himself  on  being  without  prejudice,  and 
seems  to  believe  nothing.  He  says  it  is  natural  to 
man  to  be  superstitious ;  that  the  Hindoos  and 
Brahmins  do  wonderful  penances — tear  their  flesh 
with  hooks,  stand  on  one  leg,  with  one  arm  uplifted 
for  years ;  in  fact  I  cannot  remember  all  the  atroci- 
ties he  related.  Then  he  says  the  Buddhists  are  the 
Oriental  Catholics ;  that  they  have  the  same  cere- 
monies, the  same  legends  of  the  Mother  and  Son, 
the  same  history  of  poverty ;  and  their  priests  are 
celibates,  acknowledge  no  caste.  Yet  he  says  Bud- 
dhism dates  long  before  the  Christian  era.  I  am 
quite  bewildered  again.  He  says  all  religion  is  true 
but  develops  itself  differently  in  different  minds. 
He  loves  the  Sisters  of  Charity,  but  thinks  the  other 
nuns  mere  imitations  of  Buddhism.  I  wish  he  had 
kept  away.  I  was  beginning  to  persuade  myself 
there  was  a  definite  Truth  to  be  found,  a  living 
God  to  appeal  to ;  now  all  is  mist  again." 

"  July  31.— Oh,  Bella!— my  darling  Bella!  and 
mamma  lays  it  to  me !  Yet  I  cannot  see  that  it 
was  my  doing.  I  went  out  to  walk  with  Uncle 
Samuel ;  we  stayed  on  our  road,  it  was  so  warm. 
We  had  climbed  the  downs,  to  get  sight  of  the  sea, 
and  sat  down  under  the  shelter  of  the  furze  to  en- 


joy the  view.  It  was  near  nine  when  we  got  home, 
but  I  did  not  think  mamma  would  be  angry ;  she 
never  said  anything  before  to  my  walking  out  with 
uncle.  But  it  seems  some  children  came — Gusta- 
vus  Latham  and  two  or  three  others;  JMargaret 
was  out;  mamma  was  not  feeling  well,  and  the 
children  went  together  to  the  playground  and  be- 
gan swinging  each  other,  and  then  quarrelled ;  at 
last  Bella  cried  for  her  turn.  They  put  her  in,  and 
one  of  the  boys— Agnes  says  it  was  Gustavus— be- 
gan to  swing  her  violently;  she  screamed — he 
laughed,  and  threw  up  the  swing  as  high  as  he 
could.  She  fell  out  against  the  stone  horse-block, — 
was  taken  up  senseless ;  and  oh,  the  dismal  scene ! 
Agnes  rushed  to  the  end  of  the  lane  as  she  saw  me 
coming:  'Hurry!  hurry! — Bella  is  dying!'  I  ran 
forward,  trembling  so  that  I  scarce  could  keep  my 
footing.  Mamma  was  on  a  sofa  in  the  hall,  Mrs. 
Latham  was  rubbing  her  temples,  and  two  servants 
standing  by;  the  children  were  sobbing  just  out- 
side. Mamma  raised  her  head  as  I  entered,  and 
said  angrily :  '  You  naughty  girl !  if  you  had  been 
at  home  this  would  not  have  happened.1 

"  I  dared  not  stay ;  mamma  is  so  bitter  to  me.  I 
crawled  upstairs,  trembling  in  every  limb.  Mercy 
came  out  of  my  room  to  meet  me.  She  said  softly : 
'  We  have  put  her  here,  dear ;  but  sit  down  ; — how 
you  shake'!' 

"'Is  she  dead?'  I  asked. 

".'  No,  no ;  she  may  get  over  it.'  And  she  took 
off  my  bonnet,  forced  me  into  a  chair,  while  she 
wiped  my  hands  and  face  and  made  me  swallow 
something. 

"  I  went  in.  Margaret  was  holding  Bella  in  her 
arms  as  she  lay  on  the  bed.  The  doctor  sat  at  the 
other  side.  Neither  spoke.  I  sank  down  beside 
the  bed,  nerveless,  speechless.  '  Rouse  yourself, tiear,' 
said  Margaret ;  '  we  need  your  help.  Our  darling's 
life  depends  upon  kind  care,  and  you  are  the  one 
she  loves ;  rouse  yourself.'  The  doctor  rose,  poured 
something  in  a  glass,  mixed  it  with  water,  and  gave 
it  to  me.  '  Drink,'  he  said ;  '  you  must  not  let  your- 
self be  overcome;  there  is  illness  enough  in  the 
house.'  I  drank  as  desired,  and  the  fainting  feeling 
passed  away.  We  watched  all  night — we  four,  Mar- 
garet, Mercy,  the  doctor,  and  myself;  no  sign  of 
life  save  a  slight  very  slight,  pulsation  at  the  heart, 
often  becoming  imperceptible.  The  next  day  passed 
— no  change ;  another  night,  another  day.  Delphine 
and  Coralie  came,  that  the  watchers  might  have 
rest — and  still  that  watch  went  on.  Mamma  was 
ill  in  her  bed ;  Mrs.  Latham  insisted  on  taking  the 
two  youngest  children  to  her  house ;  so  only  Bessie 
remained  to  flit  between  mamma's  sick-room  and 
Bella's,  to  carry  news  to'each. 

"  On  the  fourth  day  consciousness  returned ;  yet 
the  doctor  shook  his  head.  '  Poor  chile!,'  he  said, 
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all  we  can  do  is  to  keep  her  from  suffering ;  sh 
will  not  be  with  us  long.'  Bella  smiled  when  sh 
saw  me,  but  did  not  speak  all  day ;  the  doctor  sai 
not  to  excite  her,  not  to  force  her  to  speak. 

"  Next  day,  when  Margaret  was  giving  her  nour 
isbinent,  she  said  faintly :  'Mother  dearest !  Mothe 
fairest !' 

"  Margaret  looked  at  me. 
" '  Does  she  want  to  see  her  mamma  ?'    But  Bell 
gave  a  slight  shake  of  the  head. 

"  I  sang,  almost  in  a  whisper,  the  chorus : '  Mothe 
dearest,  Mother  fairest,'  which  she  had  heard  in  th 
chapel,  and  she  tried  to  rise. 

" '  Take  me  there,'  she  said ;  but  she  fell  back  int< 
a  stupor  and  remained  so  all  day. 

"I  told  this  to  the  doctor  in  mamma's  presence — 
adding  the  great  impression  made  on  her  at  th 
chapel — and  how,  many,  many  times,  she  has  talkec 
of  it  since,  and  even  cried  to  be  taken  back. 
"'Nonsense!'  said  my  mother.  '  Great  nonsense ! 
" '  I  agree  with  you,  madam,  as  far  as  religion  is 
concerned,'  said  the  doctor,  'but  not  nonsense  jus 
now,  as  an  excitement  craved  by  the  disease  of*^h< 
patient.  She  cannot  be  moved — her  spine  is  injured 
but  if  a  statue  or  a  picture  could  be  introduced  into 
her  chamber  to  make  her  fancy  herself  in  a  chapel 
let  it  be  done,  as  pleasurable  emotion  is  the  best 
stimulant  you  can  give  her.' 
" '  Oh,  may  I,  mamma  ?'  I  asked. 
"'If  it  is  really  necessary,'  said  my  mother;  'if 
it  will  do  her  good.' 

" '  Pleasant  excitement  is  almost  her  only  chance 
for  life,'  again  repeated  the  doctor. 

"  I  hastened  to  Margaret,  reading  a  reluctant  as- 
sent in  mamma's  eyes. 

"  That  evening  the  room  was  cleared  of  all  the 
furniture,  save  the  bed  where  dear  Bella  was  lying. 
The  statue  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  had  been  brought 
from  the  other  house.  Coralie  insisted  on  decking 
it  as  on  that  memorable  May-evening;  garlands, 
variegated  lamps,  rich  ornaments  were  placed  on 
the  temporary  altar— and  then  Louis,  Delphine, 
Felicie  and  Coralie  began  the  song  which  had  so 
fascinated  the  little  sufferer.  Mamma  was  there  ; 
the  doctor,  Bessie,  Mercy,  and  myself.  Scarcely 
was  the  second  stanza  sung  than  the  doctor  whis- 
pered :  'By  George,  she  hears  it ;  she  is  coming  to !' 
And  so  it  seemed.  There  was  a  slight  coloring  on 
the  lips,  and  they  trembled ;  the  hymn  continued, 
ended ;  there  was  a  pause,  a  silence. 

"'Go  on,'  said  the  doctor;  'she  hears;  presently 
she  will  see.' 

"  A  servant  came  to  announce  that  M.  Montmar- 
tre  had  called  to  inquire  after  the  patient.  Marga- 
ret said  with  a  sudden  impulse,  '  Ask  him  up.'  So 
the  priest  came  into  the  room.  They  were  again 
singing, '  Mother  dearest,  Mother  fairest,'  when  he 


entered ;  and  instead  of  saluting  the  company  he 
knelt  and  joined  in  the  hymn. 

Bella's  eyes  opened  ere  they  had  finished,  and  she 
looked  so  happy,  so  entranced — never  shall  I  forget 
that  look.  Mamma  went  to  her,  but  Bella  seemed 
to  notice  only  the  dazzling  lights  and  the  statue. 
'  Beautiful  Mother !  dearest  Mother !  Mother  fair- 
est, I  want  to  be  your  child !'  These  words  came  in- 
distinctly from  her  lips.  The  doctor  rose  and  drew 
my  mother  from  the  room.  'Let  her  alone,'  he 
said  ;  '  whatever  her  hallucinations  now,  they  must 
be  humored.'  He  returned  to  whisper  to  Margaret, 
'  She  will  not  be  many  hours  with  you ;  gratify  her 
every  wish.'  I  heard  the  words  and  fainted.  When 
I  came  to  myself  I  was  in  another  room,  and  Coralie 
whispered  :  'Be  happy,  Minnie ;  Bella  died  a  Cath- 
olic.' 'Died!  died!'  I  said.  ' Yes,  dear ;  she  is  a 
little  angel  now  ;  she  died  in  her  baptismal  robe  ; 
she  recognized  the  priest,  and  asked  him  to  make 
Mary  her  Mother.  He  said  a  few  words  to  her ; 
we  standing  apart.  He  said  she  answered  him 
sensibly ;  he  poured  the  waters  over  her  condition- 
ally, gave  her  absolution,  and  she  passed  away, 
murmuring  '  Beautiful  Mother.'  We  concluded  to 
keep  the  lamps  lighted  and  lay  the  little  innocent 
at  her  beautiful  Mother's  feet.  While  her  relics 
are  with  us,  come  and  see  her.' 

"  I  could  scarcely  stand.  It  was  morning ;  I  had 
lain  all  night  in  that  stupor.  They  had  roused  me 
once,  it  seems ;  then  the  doctor  administered  some 
potion  that  stilled  my  nerves.  Coralie  had  watched 
by  my  side  all  night,  and  was  now  waiting  on  me. 
A  cup  of  strong  coffee  dispelled  the  last  effects  of 
the  potion.  Coralie  helped  me  to  dress,  and  led  me 
to  the  room  where  robed  in  white,  garlanded  by 
flowers  of  every  hue,  arranged  most  beautifully 
around  her,  my  darling  slept  at  the  feet  of  the 
heavenly  Mother. 

"  September  15. — It  is  six  weeks  since  I  put  pen 
to  paper.  I  saw  my  darling  asleep  in  her  last  sleep, 
—retired  to  my  room,— and  on  the  day  after,  to  pass 
away  the  hours,  I  wrote  the  last  few  pages  of  that 
shortened  life.  What  happened  after  that  I  scarce 
can  tell ;  I  remember  locking  my  desk  and  going 

;o  the  window  for  air,  but  I  remember  nothing 
more.  Mercy  says  she  found  me  on  the  floor,  put 
me  to  bed,  where  I  remained  some  weeks  delirious  ; 

:ven  now  I  do  not  feel  well  enough  to  write  more 

han  these  few  lines. 
"  October  15. — I  am  going  away.    Uncle  Samuel 

s  come  for  me.  He  says  I  need  change — that  mind 
and  body  are  alike  disordered.  ...  I  am  going  to 

jondon  with  him  as  soon  as  I  can  get  ready. 
"  October  27. — London, — really  London !    I  am 

eally  keeping  holiday.  Uncle  brought  me  to  a 
ady  friend  of  his— a  Mrs.  Burns  in  Bond  Street- 
while  his  own  house  is  getting  ready,  and  I  have 
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been  seeing  sights  this  last  week  under  his  convoy. 
We  have  been  to  Somerset  House,  to  Westminster 
Abbey,  to  St.  Paul's,  to  the  British  Museum,  to  the 
National  Gallery,  to  the  Zoological  Gardens,  to  the 
theatres — in  fact  so  much  has  been  crowded  to- 
gether that  my  ideas  are  all  confused ;  but  from  a 
conversation  I  had  with  uncle  to-day  this  will  be 
remedied.  He  wants  me  to  stay  with  him,  and  has 
written  to  mamma  for  leave.  He  is  the  owner  of  a 
house  in  Golden  Square,  which  he  has  had  refitted 
up  and  proposes  to  go  in  shortly.  He  had  a  long 
explanation  with  me  yesterday  about  future  pros- 
pects :  he  says  he  has  very  little  to  leave,  so  he 
wants  to  benefit  his  brother's  family  while  he  lives. 
He  has  sunk  the  principal  part  of  his  wealth  in  an 
annuity,  and  has  a  place  in  the  Customs,  so  his  own 
livelihood  is  secured ;  but  save  the  house  and  fur- 
niture in  Golden  Square  he  has  little  property  be- 
yond this;  and  he  has  a  great  desire  to  rescue  the 
family  of  his  brother  from  the  delusions  of  Pope"ry. 
He  does  not  yet  see  his  way  to  do  this. 

"  Frederick  is  thriving.  He  has  made  some  very 
lucky  speculations,  and  will  soon  be  a  man  of  stand- 
ing. He  is  to  be  married  early  in  the  year,  but  he 
told  uncle  he  did  not  feel  called  upon  to  interfere 
with  his  father's  third  family — they  were  nothing 
to  him  nor  he  to  them.  As  for  Margaret,  he  felt 
obliged  to  her,  but  he  supposed  she  had  her  own 
views  in  the  course  she  had  taken.  These  views 
were  disappointed ;  he  could  not  be  a  Catholic,  and 
he  thought  it  desirable  that  her  influence  over  the 
other  family  should'  be  diminished.  But  it  was  not 
a  matter  in  which  he  could  interfere ;  the  mother 
was  there, — it  was  her  business.  So  far  he  had  not 
heard  of  any  harm  done — English  good  sense  would 
sufficiently  counteract  papistical  Jesuitry. 

"  My  uncle  told  me  this  with  some  degree  of  in- 
dignation. 'A  more  unfeeling,  worldly-minded 
young  man,'  said  he, '  it  has  never  been  my  lot  to 
meet.  He  has  not  a  spark  of  noble  feeling  in  him ; 
he  is  eaten  up  by  the  selfishness  of  caste.  But,'  con- 
tinued my  uncle, '  I  am  glad  to  find  you  have  some 
reasonable  ideas.  I  don't  want  to  see  you  sacrificed 
to  mere  money-getting ;  but  I  must  say  I  am  glad 
you  already  know  how  to  get  a  living.  Dressmak- 
ing is  like  everything  else  in  London.  If  you  are 
wise  you  may  make  a  home  for  your  family  in  a 
few  years.  Mrs.  Burns  has  spoken  to^a  lady  who 
makes  for  the  fashionable  world — sets  the  fashion 
in  fact.  You  will  go  to  this  lady  for  six  or  eight 
hours  every  day;  you  will  learn  your  business  thor- 
oughly— and  this  without  neglecting  your  educa- 
tion. You  will  be  back  every  evening  in  time  to 
dress  for  the  five-o'clock  dinner,  and  in  the  evening 
we  will  study  together.' 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 


St,  John  the  Evangelist, 

DECEMBER  27. 


From  "  Sursum,"  by  Rev.  H.  A.  Rawes,  M.  A.,  of  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge,  England. 

Whatever  Mary  touches  she  makes  beau- 
tiful. Her  love  and  purity  are  not  for  her- 
self only,  but  for  the  world.  Even  by  look- 
ing upon  her,  men  were  lifted  from  the 
world  to  God  ;  and  all  darkness  fled  away 
from  her  presence. 

As  we  have  seen,  she  was  sanctified  for 
God,  being  His  elect  Daughter,  Mother, 
and  Spouse.  She  was  the  Tabernacle  in 
which  Jesus  dwelt ;  the  Home  He  had  pre- 
pared for  Himself;  the  Eastern  Gate  of 
the  Sanctuary  forever  shut  for  the  Prince, 
by  which  "  the  Lord,  the  God  of  Israel, 
hath  entered  in ; "  the  one  only  creature  that 
can  be,  like  God,  fruitful  and  ever-virgin. 

But  because  she  is  so  pure  and  beautiful 
and  dear  to  God,  all  the  saints  who  are 
brought  near  to  her  are  clothed  with  an  es- 
pecial sanctity,  and  made  beautiful  with  an 
especial  beauty,  and,  as  it  were,  purified  in 
a  fire  heated  seven  times  hotter  than  it  is 
"accustomed  to  be  heated."  It  is  for  this 
reason  that  St.  Joseph,  St.  Gabriel,  and  St. 
John  the  Evangelist  have  such  a  special  at- 
tractiveness. They  shine  in  the  heaven  of 
God's  love  with  whiter  raiment  and  purer 
lilies  than  those  who  stand  farther  off  from 
the  glory  within  the  Veil.  I  do  not  of 
course  mean  that  they  had  not  other  glory, 
wonderful  and  great,  personal  to  them- 
selves. But  there  was  not  only  their  rela- 
tion to  God,  but  their  relation  to  creatures 
in  Him,  especially  to  the  purest,  wisest, 
and  most  perfect  creature  that  He  has  ever 
made.  Speaking  in  our  human  way,  Joseph 
was  especially  dear  to  the  Eternal  Father, 
and  Gabriel  to  the  Eternal  Spirit,  and  John 
to  the  Eternal  Son.  Joseph  seems  to  be  a 
created  shadow  of  the  Father ;  Gabriel,  a 
created  shadow  of  the  Holy  Ghost ;  and 
John  of  the  only-begotten  Son. 

So  that  each  had  a  peculiar  sanctity  of  his 
own,  but  had  also  another  sanctity  as  re- 
gards Mary.  We  have  glanced  at  St.  Joseph 
and  St.  Gabriel ;  we  now  come  to  St.  John. 
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He  lay  upon  the  Sacred  Heart  when  the 
darkness  and  Agony  of  the  Passion  were 
gathering  thickly  round  it ;  and  he  is  em- 
phatically canonized  by  the  Holy  Ghost  as 
"  the  Disciple  whom  Jesus  loved." 

But  I  am  not  now  thinking  of  his  rela- 
tion to  Jesus,  but  of  his  relation  to  Mary. 

He  was  with  Mary  during  the  Passion. 
Through  the  long  agony  of  that  terrible 
night  Mary  was  not  with  Jesus.  In  the 
thick  darkness  of  that  fearful  time,  she  was 
in  body  away  from  her  Beloved.  Why 
this  was  we  cannot  tell,  but  so  it  was. 
Her  meeting  with  Him,  on  the  morning  of 
the  Crucifixion,  is  one  of  the  Stations  of 
the  Way  of  the  Cross.  All  through  that 
night  when  joy  was  turned  into  bitterness, 
and  the  very  light  seemed  to  be  darkness, 
John  went  backwards  and  forwards,  from 
Jesus  to  Mary  and  from  Mary  to  Jesus, 
with  his  tidings  of  sorrow. 

He  stood  with  Mary  beneath  the  Cross. 
God,  looking  upon  the  millions  of  men,  and 
searching  their  hearts,  chose  him,  from 
amongst  them  all,  to  be  with  that  heart- 
broken, desolate  Mother,  when  the  height 
and  depth  of  her  grief  were  most  unsearch- 
able. No  man  but  himself  was  there,  in 
that  great  mingling  of  Love  and  Sorrow. 
He  had  need  then  of  the  strong,  bright 
gaze  of  his  eagle-vision,  if  he  desired  to 
see  even  a  little  way  into  that  sea  of  Sor- 
row and  Agony  on  whose  shore  he  stood. 
There  he  listened  to  the  last  Seven  Words ; 
and  saw  the  Divine  Side  pierced  by  the 
spear ;  saw  the  flowing  forth  of  the  Water 
and  the  Blood. 

Jesus  gave  Mary  to  him  for  a  Mother, 
and  gave  him  to  Mary  for  a  son.  Our 
Lord  made  them  to  be  what  He  said  ;  for 
He  does  not  speak  as  man  speaks.  His 
words,  being  the  words  of  God,  are  effica- 
cious words,  and  effect  that  which  they  say. 
Thousands  of  years  before,  He  had  said, 
"  Let  light  be."  As  soon  as  ever  He  spoke, 
"  light  was."  With  Him,  to  will  and  to 
do  are  the  same.  He  is  still  God  though 
dying  on  the  Cross  ;  and  still  His  words 
stand  alone  in  their  divine  strength.  John 
stood  there  also  as  the  representative  of 
the  Church ;  for  Mary  is  oiir  spiritual 


Mother,  and  we  are  her  children,  redeemed 
from  sin  and  death. 

He  took  Mary,  from  that  hour,  to  his 
home.  He  knew  how  to  treasure  the  gift 
which  his  dying  Master  had  given  to  him 
and  intrusted  to  his  care.  Was  it  not  fit- 
ting that  he  who  had  lain  upon  the  Sacred 
Heart  should  watch  over  the  Immaculate 
Heart  until  the  end?  His  love  for  the 
Word  Incarnate  teaches  us  his  love  for 
Mary.  Many  have  followed  in  his  steps, 
but  none  have  attained  to  his  love.  Great 
indeed  was  the  love  of  Mary  which  filled 
the  large  hearts  of  men  like  Innocent  the 
Third  or  St.  Ildephonsus  or  St.  Bernardine 
of  Sienna  or  St.  Francis  of  Assisi  or  St. 
Dominic  or  St.  Bernard  or  St.  Ignatius 
or  St.  Philip  Neri  or  St.  Stanislaus  Kostka 
or  St.  Charles;  but  their  love  for  her  was 
not  like  the  love  of  John.  And  through 
the  ages  the  love  of  Mary  will  grow  deeper 
and  stronger  in  the  heart  of  the  Church  ; 
but  there  will  be  no  love  for  her  in  great- 
ness and  strength  like  his :  When  Jesus 
therefore  had  seen  His  Mother  standing 
and  the  Disciple  whom  He  loved,  He  saith 
to  His  Mother,  Woman  behold  thy  Son. 
After  that  He  saith  to  the  Disciple,  Behold 
thy  Mother.  And  from  that  hour  the  Dis- 
ciple took  her  to  his  own."  He  had  al- 
ways taken  her  to  his  heart ;  now  he  took 
her  to  his  home ;  took  her  also  to  be  his 
own  Mother  as  she  had  never  been  before. 
Thus  John  is  the  first  and  most  loving  of  all 
the  Children  of  Mary,  and  ought  to  be  and 
is  their  especial  Patron.  It  seems  impos- 
sible for  the  Children  of  Mary  not  to  culti- 
vate a  great  devotion  to  the  beloved  dis- 
ciple, for  there  is  not  one  of  all  her  chil- 
dren so  glorious  and  so  loving.  If  we  wish 
to  have  in  our  souls  all  those  thoughts 
about  our  Mother  Mary  which  we  ought  to 
have,  how  can  we  obtain  them  more  easily 
and  more  perfectly  than  from  him  whom 
Jesus  on  the  Cross  gave  to  her  for  a  son? 
O  then,  Children  of  Mary,  love  with  a  great 
love  the  first  and  most  glorious  of  your 
brothers,  and  keep  him  always  in  your 
hearts. 

Mary's  grace  and  corresponding  sanctity 
were  nowreachingtheir  predestined  height. 
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Her  path  had  been  pre-eminently  the  path  of 
the  just,  growing  brighter  and  brighter  to 
the  perfect  day.  She  had  passed  through 
her  Seven  Dolors,  and  her  life  was  drawing 
to  its  beautiful  close.  She  was  living  with 
the  glory  of  her  Three  Sanctifications,  over- 
shadowing, enlightening,  andcrowningher 
Immaculate  Heart.  Father,  Son,  and  Holy 
Ghost  had  made  her  specially  their  own. 
She  had  been  perfectly  predestinated, 
called,  justified  and  sanctified.  She  would 
soon  be  perfectly  glorified.  Then  she  dwelt 
in  the  hoxise  of  John:  and  John,  by  Di- 
vine Wisdom,  was  chosen  out  of  the  world 
for  her.  And  day  by  day  he  said  the  Mass, 
at  which  she  assisted;  and  day  by  day  he 
gave  her  Holy  Communion.  I  can  imagine 
no  intercourse  between  creatures,  higher, 
holier,  purer,  and  more  glorious  than  that 
in  which  the  Disciple  whom  Jesus  loved 
gave  to  Mary,  His  Mother,  her  Divine  Son 
in  that  most  adorable  Sacrament  which 
really  and  truly  is  Himself.  Well  might 
the  angels  look  on  and  wonder,  in  love  and 
praise. 

It  seems  very  strange  that  men's  hearts 
do  not  turn  far  more  than  they  do  to  that 
holy  House  at  Ephesus.  There  John,  Ap- 
ostle) Evangelist,  Patriarch,  Archbishop, 
and  Prophet,  dwelt  with  Mary,  the  ever- 
Virgin  Mother  of  God,  and  Queen  of  earth 
and  Heaven  ;  and  Jesus,  on  the  altar,  in 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  was  with  them. 
His  divine  words  were  always  sounding 
in  their  ears  and  hearts.  They  knew,  as 
none  else  knew,  how  he  had  looked  in 
His  Agony,  on  His  Cross.  Every  little 
incident  in  His  taking  down  from  that 
Cross  and  in  His  burial  lay  imperishably 
bright  in  their  memory.  Not  for  one  mo- 
ment could  they  ever  forget  what  His 
words  had  made  them  to  each  other ;  those 
words  which  came  from  His  divine  lips 
bloodless  and  dry  with  the  heat  of  suffer- 
ing, as  the  clammy  sweat  of  death  stood  on 
His  thorn-crowned  forehead,  and  His  anni- 
hilating Agony  deepened  to  its  close. 
Who  then  can  in  the  least  imagine  the  love 
of  Mary  and  John,  in  their  dear  consecra- 
ted home  ? 

Thus  Mary  was  sanctified  for  God  and 


Jesus :  and  thus  Gabriel,  Joseph,  and  John 
ministered  to  her.  And  evermore  as  the 
dark  days  go  on,  the  remembrance  of  this 
is  to  us  a  tearful  joy  and  a  Morning  Star 
shining  through  the  storm.  Whatever  we 
may  be  or  whatever  we  may  have  to  suffer, 
no  creature  can  take  away  from  us  this  joy ; 
that  is,  the  knowledge  of  where  God  is  and 
of  what  He  has  done.  The  day  comes, 
swiftly,  secretly,  silently,  when  the  dead 
live  again  and  the  lost  are  found.  Above 
us  hangs  the  bright  heaven,  a  world  where 
sin  cannot  enter,  where  sorrow  cannot 
come.  The  light  of  God  is  there ;  and  His 
Love :  and  the  Home  of  the  Blessed ;  and 
their  joy.  '"«! 


Important  Letter  of  the  Pope  to  the  Arch- 
bishop of  Westminster. 


This  communication,  written  with  truly 
paternal  solicitude  by  the  Holy  Father,  re- 
moves any  misconception  that  may  have  ex- 
isted as  to  the  facilities  which  the  coming 
Council  will  afford  all  those  non-Catholics 
who  sincerely  desire  it  to  have  their  doubts 
removed  and  the  teachings  of  the  Church 
explained  to  them  by  eminent  divines  ap- 
pointed for  that  purpose  by  the  Holy  Father. 

To  THE  EDITOR  OP  THE  LONDON  HERALD  : 
SIR  :  The  Archbishop  of  Westminster  desires  me 

to  place  the  inclosed  letter  of  the  Holy  Father  at 

your  disposal  for  publication.    I  remain,  sir,  your 

obedient  servant, 

W.  A.  JOHNSON,  Secretary, 
No.  8  YORK  PLACE,  W.,  Nov.  15, 1869. 

POPE  PIUS  IX, 

To  Our  Venerable  Brother,  HENRY  EDWARD,  Arch- 
bishop of  Westminster : 

Venerable  Brother,  Health  and  the  Apos- 
tolic Blessing. — Having  said,  in  the  letter 
which  we  addressed  to  you,  venerable 
brother,  on  the  4th  day  of  September  last, 
that  subjects  which  had  already  been  care- 
fully examined  and  decided  by  an  Ecumen- 
ical Council  could  not  again  be  called  in 
question;  that,  therefore,  no  place  could 
be  given  in  the  approaching  Council  for 
any  defence  of  errors  which  had  been  con- 
demned, and  that  for  this  reason  we  could 
not  have  invited  non-Catholics  to  a  discus- 
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sion — we  now  learn  that  some  of  those  who 
dissent  from  our  faith  have  so  understood 
those  words  as  to  believe  that  no  way  is 
left  open  to  them  of  making  known  the  dif- 
ficulties which  keep  them  separated  from 
the  Catholic  Church,  and  that  almost  all 
approach  to  us  is  cut  off.     But  so  far  are 
we,  the  Vicar  upon  earth  of  Him  who  came 
to  save  that  which  was  lost,  from  repelling 
them  in  any  way  whatever,  that  we  even 
go  forth  to  meet  them,  and  nothing  do  we 
seek  for  with  a  more  ardent  wish  than  to 
be  able  to  stretch  our  arms  with  a  father's 
love  to  any  one  who  shall  return  to  us. 
And  never,  certainly,  have  we  wished  to 
impose  silence  upon  those  who,  misled  by 
their  education,  and  believing  their  opin- 
ions to  be  right,  think  that  their  dissent 
from  us  rests  upon  strong  arguments  which 
they  would  wish  to  be  examined  by  wise 
and  prudent  men.     For  although  this  can- 
not be  done  in  the  Council,  there  will  not 
be  wanting  learned  divines,  appointed  by 
ourselves,  to  whom  they  may  open  their 
minds,    and    may   with   confidence    make 
known  the  reason  of  their  own  belief;  so 
that  even  out  of  the  contest  of  a  discussion, 
undertaken  solely  with  a  desire  of  finding 
out  the  truth,  they  may  receive   a  more 
abundant  light  to  guide  them  to  it.     And 
may  very  many  propose  this  to  themselves, 
and  carry  it  out  in  good  faith.     For   it 
could  not  be  done  without  great  profit  to 
themselves  and  to  others ;  to  themselves, 
indeed,  because  God  will  show  His  face  to 
those  who  seek  Him  with  their  whole  heart, 
and  wiil  give  them  what  they  long  for ;  to 
others,  because  not  only  the  example  of 
eminent  men  cannot  fail  of  its  efficacy,  but 
also  the  more  diligently  they  shall  have 
labored  to  obtain  the  benefit  of  truth  the 
more  earnestly  will  they  strive  to  impart 
the  same  benefit  to  the  rest.     Earnestly 
praying  the  God  of  mercy  for  this  most 
happy   issue,   we   desire    you  to   receive, 
venerable  brother,  the  apostolic  blessing, 
which,  as  a  token  of  the  divine  favor,  and 
of  our  own  especial  good-will,  we  most 
lovingly  grant  to  you  and  to  your  whole 
diocese. 

Given  at  St.  Peter's,  in  Rome,  on  the  30th 


day  of  October,  1869,  in  the  twenty-fourth 
year  of  our  pontificate. 

POPE  Pius  IX. 


Sisters  of  Charily. 


We  extract  the  following  generous  trib- 
ute to  the  Sisters  of  Charity  from  "Rec- 
ollections of  a  Thirty-five  years'  residence 
in  New  Orleans,"  by  the  late  Rev.  T.  Clapp, 
Protestant  minister: 

"Never  till  I  went  to  Louisiana  did  I 
behold  that  living  and  most  perfect  exem- 
plification of  a  Christian's  spirit  exhibited 
in  the  conduct  and  benefactions  of  those 
denominated  Sisters  of  Charity.  Look  at 
them.  They  were,  in  many  instances,  born 
and  bred  in  the  lap  of  luxury.  But,  in 
^obedience  to  a  sense  of  religious  duty,  they 
have  relinquished  the  pleasures  of  time  for 
the  charms  of  life  consecrated  to  duty  and 
to  God.  There,  calm  and  gentle  as  angels, 
they  stay  at  their  posts  amid  the  most 
frightful  epidemics,  till  death  comes  to 
take  them  to  a  better  world.  What  a 
spectacle !  Their  whole  existence  is  passed 
in  watching  the  sick,  and  performing  for 
them  the  most  menial  offices.  They,  in- 
deed, fulfil  the  injunction  of  the  apostle, 
'Honor  all  men.'  They  glorify  our  com- 
mon humanity.  They  feed  the  hungry  and 
clothe  the  naked.  When  I  have  seen  them 
smoothing  the  pillow,  and  whispering  the 
consolations  of  religion  for  some  unfortu- 
nate fellow-being  in  his  last  moments — 
dying  among  strangers,  far  from  home, 
never  again  to  behold  the  face  of  wife,  child, 
relative  or  friend  this  side  the  grave — I 
could  hardly  realize  that  they  were  beings 
of  mortality.  They  seemed  to  me  like 
ministering  angels  sent  down  from  the 
realms  of  celestial  glory.  Oh !  how  im- 
measurable the  disparity  between  one  of 
these  noble  spirits  and  a  mere  creature  of 
the  feminine  gender  devoted  exclusively 
to  the  follies  and  vanities  of  fashionable 
life,  who  makes  a  dazzling  show  for  a  few 
hours  and  then  sinks  to  be  seen  no  more. 
These  angels  are  seen  in  all  of  our  hospi- 
;als,  both  public  and  private,  and  in  other 
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places  where  their  services  are  required, 
irrespective  of  the  distinctions  of  name, 
religion,  party,  clime,  or  nation. 

"  Indeed,  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  is 
infinitely  superior  to  any  Protestant  de- 
nomination in  its  provisions  of  mercy  and 
charity  for  the  poor.  They  seek  to  inspire 
the  most  wretched  and  forlorn  with  those 
hopes  that  point  to  a  better  world.  When 
I  was  in  St.  Peter's  church  at  Rome,  on  a 
Sunday  morning,  I  saw  the  poorest,  most 
obscure  and  neglected  persons  kneeling 
on  its  splendid  pavement  by  the  side  of 
the  most  noble  inhabitants  of  the  Eternal 
City.  In  that  cathedral,  there  is  no  place 
assignedfor  the  exclusive  use  of  fashionable 
people,  any  more  than  there  is  in  heaven. 
All  meet  on  the  same  level,  as  children  of 
one  common  Father ;  as  travellers  to  the 
same  grave;  as  partakers  of  the  same 
promises,  and  heirs  of  the  same  immortal 
glory.  Throughout  Catholic  Europe,  the 
doors  of  the  church  are  kept  open  day  and 
night,  from  year  to  year,  and  century  to 
century.  There,  at  any  hour  of  the  day, 
the  forsaken  outcast,  on  whom  the  world 
has  ceased  to  smile,  can  repair,  and,  falling 
down  before  the  altar  of  his  God,  feel  sup- 
ported by  the  sublime  faith  that  he  has  in 
heaven  a  better  and  everlasting  inheritance. 
(I  may  say  that  Catholic  churches  are  the 
home  of  the  poor.)  In  countries  enjoying 
this  form  of  Christianity,  the  most  fallen 
are  incomparably  less  degraded  than  the 
worst  of  those  who  live  in  Protestant  lands." 


Obituary. 

We  regret  the  death  of  one  of  the  good 
friends  of  AVE  MARIA.  His  loss  will  be  felt 
not  only  by  us  but  by  those  over  whom  he 
had  charge  duringlife.  May  herestin  peace. 

REV.  DEAR  SIR  :  Rev.  Father  Van  Renterghem, 
of  this  place,  a  subscriber  to  the  AVE  MARIA,  died 
at  St.  Mary's  Hospital,  Detroit,  on  the  20th  of  No- 
vember, and  was  brought  to  Mt.  Clemens  for  inter- 
ment. The  burial  took  place  on  the  24th  and  was 
attended  by  Catholics  and  Protestants  in  great  num- 
bers. The  deceased  attended  this  congregation  for 
23  years.  Yours  devotedly  in  Christ  Jesus, 

M. 


The  Corean  Martyrs, 


[Continued  from  page  830.] 
These    are  the  town-labors ;    they  are    closely 
followed  by  others  in  the  country,  with  some  varia- 
tion, but  hardly  less  arduous ;  and  with  these,  also, 
the  Bishop  has  made  us  acquainted  ! 

"Besides  the  capital,  I  have  reserved  to  myself 
the  administration  of  sixty  villages.  In  the  moun- 
tains, where  they  are  situated,  the  harvest  presents 
fewer  difficulties  to  the  Christians,  and  is  attended 
with  less  fatigue  to  the  missioner.  As  they  are 
entirely  separated  from  the  Pagans,  all  the  vexa- 
tious precautions  of  the  town  are  unnecessary, — we 
are  almost  at  liberty ;  although,  in  addition  to  the 
religious  exercises,  which  are  the  same  as  in  the 
capital,  I  have  daily  to  walk  from  one  village  to 
another,  often  a  distance  of  ten  or  twelve  miles 
across  the  mountains.  Although  I  have  frequently 
to  perform  these  journeys  in  rain  and  snow,  with 
my  linen  stockings  and  straw  sandals,  which  absorb 
the  wet  like  a  sponge,  I  breathe  the  pure  air,  and 
sleep  soundly.  After  having  thus  labored  for  eight 
months,  each  of  us,  much  fatigued,  but  loaded  with 
the  blessings  which  it  has  pleased  the  Lord  to 
bestow  upon  our  ministry,  returns  to  his  quarters, 
to  spend  there  in  repose,  retreat,  and  study  the  four 
summer  months,  during  which  there  is  no  harvest 
to  be  reaped." 

With  all  his  hard  labors,  the  Corean  missionary 
has  not  a  bed  to  lie  on:  he  lays  himself  down  on  a 
mat ;  and  a  mat  is  always  his  covering.  His  fare 
is  equally  poor :  a  little  rice,  a  little  pimento,  a  little 
salt  fish,  is  usually  all  he  has.  Vegetables  are  not 
to  be  had  at  all  in  Corea,  except  a  sort  of  Chinese 
cabbage;  the  leaves  of  the  fern  and  plantain  are 
eaten,  and  relished,  as  a  substitute.  Meat  is  a  deli- 
cacy almost  out  of  his  reach.  Mutton  is  an  un- 
known food ;  beef,  which  may  be  had  abundantly 
in  the  capital,  is  only  procurable  with  difficulty  in 
the  village  districts.  And  his  drink  corresponds 
with  this  humble  diet :  the  water  in  which  his  rice 
is  boiled  serves  for  his  ordinary  beverage.  The 
young  missionary,  accustomed  to  the  European  style 
of  living,  courageous  and  enduring  as  he  is,  is  se- 
verely tried  by  such  discipline ;  one  of  them,  as  brave 
as  any,  remarked  of  it  to  the  Bishop  :  "  Compared 
with  the  Corean  missionary,  even  the  Trappists  are 
Sybarites."  But  Mgi?.  Berneux,  though  always 
failing  in  health,  seems  to  sink  under  nothing  :  he 
never  flags;  he  is  always  cheerful.  When  he  refers 
in  his  letters  to  any  of  these  things,  in  our  imagina- 
tion so  painfully  irksome,  he  does  so  in  a  playful, 
easy  strain,  that  makes  us  at  once-  perceive  how 
lightly  they  sit  on  him.  So,  of  that  little  room  in 
which,  for  four  months  of  the  year,  he  is  shut  up 
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he  thus  speaks :  "  My  eutire  palace  consists  of  a 
single  room,  nine  feet  long  and  six  wide.  Sitting- 
room,  dining-room,  reception-room,  and  even  my 
chapel,  are  all  included  in  this  space.  It  is  also  my 
Luxembourg,  in  which  I  walk  about  after  each  of 
my  two  meals."  Then,  with  respect  to  those  meals : 
"It  is  quite  true  that  the  dinner  of  a  Trappist  would 
be  a  rich  least  to  us ;  but  you  must  remember  that 
habit,  and,  above  all,  the  grace  of  a  vocation,  render 
those  things  easy  to  bear  which  to  others  would  be 
trying;  and  thus,  in  Corea,  we  have  resources  which 
you  would  never  suspect.  Just  think  of  the  ten  or 
twelve  miles  which  the  missioner  has  to  walk  every 
morning  before  breakfast ;  then  the  eight  or  nine 
hours  spent  in  catechising,  hearing  confessions,  &c. : 
all  which,  you  see,  contributes  greatly  to  sharpen 
the  appetite,  and  gives  the  rice  boiled  in  water  and 
the  salt  fish  and  the  fern-leaves  an  exquisite  flavor, 
which  even  an  epicure  might  appreciate." 

Again  he  says :  "  We  have  also  an  excellent  receipt 
for  softening  the  hardness  of  the  mat  which  com- 
poses our  bed  and  bedding.  If  you  get  up  every 
morning  at  three  o'clock,  spend  your  days  tossing 
the  mountains,  fulfilling  the  duties  of  the  sacred 
ministry,  without  once  drawing  breath  till  six 
o'clock  in  the  evening,  you  will  then,  I  assure  you, 
go  to  bed  without  troubling  yourself  about  the 
mattress  you  do  not  find  awaiting  you."  This  is 
from  one  of  those  pleasant  letters  he  writes  to  his 
friend  in  France,  the  Baron  Henri  de  la  Bouillerie, 
which,  while  they  afford  us  much  insight  into  the 
peculiarities  of  the  situation  of  the  Bishop,  make  us 
also  acquainted  with  the  great  and  noble  qualities 
of  his  mind  and  heart.  And  here,  lastly,  is  the 
testimony  of  one  of  those  fellow-laborers  who  saw 
his  daily  virtues,  and  felt  all  their  power  and  in- 
fluence: "Mgr.  de  Capsa, — such  was  his  title, — 
always  ailing,  has  recourse  to  no  other  remedy  than 
excessive  exertion.  In  spite  of  his  infirmities,  he  is 
truly  the  life-spring  of  the  mission,  giving  an  impulse 
to  everything,  and  exerting  himself  with  a  zeal 
which  excites  and  sustains  general  emulation." 
These  are  the  words  of  the  much-enduring,  single- 
minded  Mgr.  Daveluy,  who,  having  given  us  this 
picture  of  Mgr.  Berneux,  afterwards  adds  for  us  the 
following  sketch  of  himself:  "  For  my  own  part,  I 
have  no  reason  to  complain  of  any  serious  physical 
suffering :  Divine  goodness  has  spared  me  in  this 
respect.  Broken  in  health,  and  prematurely  de- 
cayed, I  have  no  disease ;  and  I  am  simply  a  young 
old  man,  whose  memory  and  other  faculties  are  on 
the  decline."  He  is  here  only  representing  to  us 
the  effect  of  the  hard  life  of  the  Corean  missionary, 
which  wore  out  Mgr.  Ferreol,  which  destroyed 
M.  Maistre,  and  which  shortly  after  brought  to  a  pre- 
mature end  two  more  young  priests,  when  they  had 
been  little  more  than  a  year  laboring  in  their  work. 


"We  will  now  go  away  to  the  mountains,  and  take 
a  glance  at  one  of  those  hamlets  which  is  another 
home  of  the  missionary.  M.  Feron,  just  arrived 
from  Europe,  with  everything  fresh  in  his  view, 
under  the  influence  of  the  new  impressions,  has 
drawn  the  picture  for  us,  and  in  so  happy  and  lively 
a  mode,  that  we  see  he  has  a  vocation  for  the  task. 
And  M.  Feron  is  now  a  name  that  excites  a  parti- 
cular interest :  he  is  one  of  the  few  priests  that  have 
escaped  from  the  late  slaughter ;  he  is  the  oldest  and 
the  most  experienced  of  the  three  survivors  who 
are  now  striving  to  revive  the  fortunes  of  their 
afflicted  Church;  and  the  circumstances  that  first 
introduced  him  to  notice  were  peculiar  and  striking. 
In  his  case  was  reversed  the  whole  previous  expe- 
rience of  missionary  history  in  Cofea.  He  came 
over  to  the  country  with  a  facility  and  directness, 
that  was  marvellous,  anticipating  preparations, 
finding  everything  arranged  in  such  a  manner  as 
to  chime  in  with  his  desires  and  his  movements. 
He  had  travelled  from  his  college  to  the  Chinese 
port ;  and,  if  the  letter  had  not  been  unexpectedly 
detained,  he  would  have  received  a  message  from 
Mgr.  Berneux,  desiring  him  to  go  back,  and  wait 
till  he  should  be  again  summoned ;  but  instead  of 
receiving  that  letter,  he  fell  in  with  a  Corean 
smuggling- vessel,  of  which  the  crew  were  Christians 
though  the  master  was  a  Pagan.  The  Christians 
forced  their  captain  to  take  back  M.  Feron  with 
them,  and  so  at  once,  and  without  an  effort,  he 
passed  over  the  waters;  and  having  been  only  five 
days  at  sea,  to  the  great  amazement  of  the  prelate 
he  stood  one  morning  before  Mgr.  Berneux,  who 
could  only  account  for  his  happy  fortune  by  at- 
tributing it  to  the  guidance  of  the  guardian  angel 
of  Corea.  M.  Feron  was  soon  sent  away  to  the 
mountains;  and  now  let  us  listen  to  what  he  tells 
us  of  his  home  :  "  As  to  houses,  I  live  in  the  finest 
of  the  village,  that  of  the  catechist,  a  rich  man :  this 
house  is  considered  to  be  worth  a  pound  sterling. 
Do  not  laugh — there  are  some  at  eighteenpence. 
My  room,  sufficiently  large,  considering  the  furni- 
ture, has  a  sheet  of  paper  for  a  door ;  two  other 
sheets  of  paper  form  another  folding-door,  which 
communicates  with  the  adjacent  room.  Here  my 
servant  lives;  and  the  two  rooms  together  form 
the  parish-church.  The  rain  falls  through  my  roof 
as  fast  as  it  falls  outside;  and  two  large  Corean 
kettles  are  not  too  large  to  receive  the  water,  red  as 
the  Corean  souse,  that  filters  through  the  grass- 
covered  roof  of  my  presbytery."  And  then,  in  hu- 
morous style,  he  exposes  to  us  the  extreme  desola- 
ion  of  his  humble  chamber:  "The  prophet  Eli- 
seus,  in  the  house  of  the  Shunamite,  had,  for  furni- 
ture, a  bed,  a  table,  a  chair,  and  a  candlestick, — in 
all,  four  pieces.  This  was  not  luxury."  He  looks 
around,  to  take  account  of  his  own  stock ;  and  what 
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does  he  discover?  "First,  a  wooden  candlestick; 
second,  a  trunk ;  third,  a  pipe ;  fourth  a  pair  of 
shoes."  That  is  all.  The  pair  of  shoes  is  reserved 
for  the  service  of  the  Mass ;  the  candlestick  is  for 
the  altar ;  the  pipe  is  useless  to  him,  for-  he  does  not 
smoke.;  and  the  trunk  is  the  property  of  the  Bishop. 
His  is  surely  a  state  of  holy  poverty. 

[TO  BE  CONTINUED.] 
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On  the  way  home  his  hat  blew  off,  as  he 
had  predicted  it  would,  and  landed  in  a 
dirty  pool  of  stagnant  water  by  the  road 
side.  Arriving  at  home,  he  was  met  at  the 
hall  door  by  his  father,  who  seeing  his 
downcast  face,  dripping  hat  and  blood- 
stained sleeve,  said  to  him :  "  What  is  the 
matter,  Robert  ?  Have  you  been  fighting  ?" 

Upon  this  Robert  burst  into  tears  and 
began  a  long  recital  of  all  his  troubles, 
complainingbitterly  of  servants  and  trades- 
people who  would  leave  their  work  unfin- 
ished. 

"  Stop,  Robert !"  said  Mr.  Melvyn  sternly ; 
"  that  you  have  been  much  annoyed  is  very 
evident;  but  when  you  can  show  me  one 
thing,  of  all  you  undertake,  that  is  finished 
and  fit  for  use,  then  I  will  listen  to  yon 
complaints  of  other  people,  but  not  before. 
Probably  not  one  time  in  a  thousand  does 
a  tradesman  send  home  a  garment  unfin- 
ished ;  and  if  you  suffer  so  much  from  their 
faults  once  committed,  what  must  people 
endure  from  your  continually  failing  to 
accomplish  what  you  begin  r1" 

"  It  is  very  strange,"  said  Robert,  "  that 
if  these  people  fail  so  seldom  they  should 


all  do  it  at  once,  and  that  I  should  be  the 
victim  of  all  of  them." 

Mr.  Melvyn  took  no  notice  of  this  inter- 
ruption, and  went  on :  "  You  talk,  Robert,  of 
becoming  an  engineer, or  an  architect;  but 
were  you  to  undertake  to  build  a  bridge, 
you  would  not  even  get  as  far  as  rounding 
the  arches  on  which  to  lay  your  super- 
structure ;  or  if  you  made  a  contract  to 
erect  an  edifice,  although  your  plans  might 
look  very  well  on  paper  you  would  never 
carry  out  the  details.  Your  word  will  pass 
for  nothing,  and  I  doubt  whether  even  your 
bond  would  be  considered  worth  the  paper 
it  was  written  on.  In  short,  unless  you 
reform  entirely  in  this  respect,  I  shall 
have  the  shame  and  disgrace  of  seeing  my 
son  grow  up  into  an  'unreliable,  good-for- 
nothing  fellow." 

Robert  felt  this  rebuke  of  his  father's 
very  keenly,  and  retried  to  his  own  room 
with  a  heavy  heart. 

The  next  forenoon  Mrs.  Melvyn  walked 
down  to  the  beach,  and  there  she  found 
Robert  sitting  under  the  tree  very  hard  at 
work  at  Jamie's  boat.  "  Mother,"  said  he, 
"  I  have  been  thinking." 

"  What  were  you  thinking  about?"  asked 
his  mother. 

"  I  have  been  thinking  !"  said  he  sadly, 
"  that  I  do  not  amount  to  much." 

Mrs.  Melvyn  could  not  help  smiling,  for 
she  felt  the  j  ustice  of  the  conclusion.  "  You 
know,  my  dear,  that  you  have  the  remedy 
in  your  own  hands." 

"Yes,  mother,  I  know — and  I  am  resolved 
to  use  it.  I  have  been  watching  those 
sparrows  in  the  tree  how  happy  they  seem 
with  their  nice  little  nest,  and  I  know  they 
built  their  nest  bringing  one  straw  or  twig 
at  a  time,  and  that  they  did  not  stop  until 
it  was  as  perfect  as  is  required  for  all  their 
uses.  Now,  if  a  little  bird  can  do  so  well, 
how  much  better  ought  a  boy  to  do  who 
has  the  use  of  reason,  and  will,  and  under- 
standing— instead  of  only  instinct,  as  the 
birds  have.  I  am  determined,  mother,  to 
turn  over  a  new  leaf.  I  do  not  wish  to  dis- 
grace you  and  my  father,  or  to  be  miserable 
myself." 

"  You  are  right,  my  dear  boy,"  said  Mrs. 
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Melvyn ;  "  and  not  only  the  birds,  but  every 
order  of  God's  creation  will  teach  you  the 
same  lesson.     Begin  with  the  vegetable 
world :    what  pleasure   should  we  derive 
from  a  rose-bush,  if  only  the  stem  and  the 
leaves  and  the  thorns  were  to  grow,  and 
the  bud  instead  of  expanding  into  a  fra- 
grant and  beautiful  rose,  we're  to  wither 
and  shrivel  away  into  nothing?  or  of  what 
use  would  be  the  stalk  of  corn  with  its 
broad  shining  leaves  and  silken  tassels,  if 
the  kernels  did  not  develop  into  the  full 
and  perfect  ear?     And  so  on  with  all  the 
kinds  of  grain  we  use  for  food,  and  the 
fruits  that  we  eat.     Then  look  at  the  works 
of  man.     Suppose  a  carpenter  were  to  build 
the  cellar  and  walls  of  a  house,  and  not  put 
on  any  roof;   or  the  ship-builder  make  a 
ship,  and  not  put  in  any  rudder ;   or  the 
carriage-maker  make  a  chaise  with  only  one 
wheel,  or  a  wagon  without  a  bottom ;   or 
a  man  dig  a  well,  and  not  line  the  sides 
with  stones?     I  might  go  on  and  give  you 
a  thousand  examples  of  this  kind ;  but  to 
pass  from  material  works  to  moral  ones, 
do  we  not  all  know  that  it  is  our  chief  duty 
to  try  and  make  our  lives  a  full  and  com- 
plete offering  to  God,  according  to  the  ex- 
ample of  our  dear  Lord  ?     His  life  on  earth, 
full  of  patience  and  meekness  and  instruc- 
tion as  it  was,  would  not  have  been  com- 
plete, or  sufficient  for  the  purpose  of  His 
mission,  without  His   cruel  -  and   painful 
death.    Neither  would  the  work  of  the  Bless- 
ed Virgin  have  been  done  in  her  merely 
accepting  the  will  of  God  that  she  should 
become  the  Mother  of  Jesus.     That  was 
only  the  beginning;  and  it  was  necessary 
for  her  to  go  on  and  watch  over  the  child- 
hood of  our  dear  Saviour,  to  be  His  com- 
panion  in  later  years,  to  exult  for  Him 
when   the  -crowds   in   Jerusalem   shouted 
'Hosanna'  in  His  praise — and,  at  last,  to 
stand  at  the  foot  of  His  cross  and  witness 
that  last  terrible  agony  !     What  a  picture 
does  this  life  of  our  Blessed  Mother  give 
us  of  the  completeness  of  her  devotion  to 
the  will  of  God!     She  gave  not  only  apart, 
but  all ;   not  only  the  beginning,  but  the 
end.    Thus  you  see,  my  dear  Robert,  that  in 
whatsoever  direction  you  seek  for  examples, 


all  things  proclaim  the  same  truth — that 
the  completion  of  a  thing  is  as  necessary 
as  the  commencement ;  for  although  it  is 
of  course  indispensable  to  make  a  begin- 
ning, of  what  use  is  it  to  do  so  unless  we 
finish  what  we  begin  ?" 

Robert  seemed  deeply  impi-essed  with 
all  that  his  mother  had  said  ;  and  as  she 
ceased  speaking,  one  of  the  little  birds  in 
the  tree  warbled  out  a  clear  and  joyous 
song,  as  if  in  approval  of  it.  For  a  long 
time  Robert  and  his  mother  sat  in  silence, 
as  they  did  the  first  time  we  saw  them  on 
the  shore ;  but  now  Robert  was  not  idle, 
as  then.  His  fingers  were  very  busy  with 
his  knife  and  bits  of  wood;  and  when  at 
last  he  spoke,  it  was  to  say,  "  Mother,  I  am 
determined  that  no  matter  how  hard  it  may 
be,  you  shall  never  have  occasion  to  find 
fault  with  me  again  for  want  of  persever 
anee." 

"  That  is  saying  a  great  deal,"  said  his 
mother,  "  and  I  am  afraid  you  are  promis- 
ing more  than  you  will  be  able  to  per- 
form." 

"No,  I  am  not,"  replied  Robert;  "befon 
I  start  on  a  thing,  I  will  think  and  see 
whether  it  is  worth  doing:  if  it  is  not,  I 
will  let  it  alone;  but  if  it  is  worth  begin- 
ning, I  will  finish  it." 

Robert  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  the 
proof  of  it  was  the  very  perfect  manner  in 
which  he  made  Jamie's  boat ;  the  sails  and 
rigging  were  all  carefully  fitted,  and  even  a 
tiny  little  flag  of  blue,  red  and  white  silk, 
with  the  proper  number  of  stars  and  stripes, 
floated  from  the  top.     Jamie  spent  many 
happy  hours  watching  his  little  craft  glide 
over  the  surface  of  the  pond,  and  after  the 
little  fellow's  death,  which  occurred  the 
following  winter,  Mr.  Melvyn  had  the  little 
boat  preserved  in  a  glass  case.     It  not  only 
reminded  Robert  of  the  good  resolution  1 
had  taken,  but  also  encouraged  him  in 
continued  execution  of  it.     For  you  m 
well  believe  that  it  was  no  easy  matte'-        , 
him  to  keep  his  resolution ;  but  with 
natural  good  disposition,  and  the  encou* 
agement  he  had  on  all  sides,  he  chaiuir" 
from  an  indifferent  lad  to  an  earnest  you, 
man. 
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